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Preface to the igj2 Edition 


Twenty years have passed since the appearance of the Study of Ulysses 
of which this is a new, revised, and shghtly enlarged edition, and 
amongst the notable events of these two decades one of the most in- 
teresting, from the literary point of view, was the lifting of the ban on 
the admission of Ulysses into the Enghsh-speaking countries. In the 
original Preface to my book I said: ‘In writing this commentary I have 
borne in mind the unusual circumstance that, though Ulysses is probably 
the most discussed Hterary work that has appeared in our time, the book 
itself is hardly more than a name to many. I have therefore quoted freely 
from the text, so that those who are tmable to make their voyage a 
Ithaque, otherwise to the sign of Shakespeare & Co., Paris, and acquire 
the original, may, despite the censorial ban, become acquainted with 
Mr Joyce’s epic work.’ To the regret of many who are, like the author 
of this book (and as was Joyce himself during the last twenty years ofhis 
life) - to use the fiscal formula - ‘domiciled in Paris, France’, the sign of 
Shakespeare no longer hangs in the litde rue de I’Odeon. But, on the 
credit side, we have the fact that Ulysses is now accessible to all. 

As a result of this happy change I was called on to make a decision 
regarding the somewhat lengthy excerpts from the text of Ulysses pre- 
fixed to each of the eighteen chapters of commentary proper. My first 
plan was to suppress these altogether, as being superfluous, now that 
Ulysses itself was, presumably, in my readers’ hands. However, after 
careful thought, I decided to retain them, for several reasons. For one 
thing, I have been told by a surprisingly large number of people that ! 
they attempted to read Ulysses and gave it up, ^ making too great;; 
demands on their attention, memory, and endurance. When, however, ' 
they returned to it, after reading this commentary and understanding 
the thematic structure, the relation of the episodes each to each and die 
concatenation of the events narrated, they found it relatively easy and 
usually exhilarating reading. If my book is to be used in this manner, as 
an introduction to that memorable experience, a first reading of Ulysses, 
it is desirable that this commentary should be complete in itself and give 
not a mere analysis of the leading themes, Homeric references, etc., but 
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Other work of literary art in any language is equally refreshing and 
rewarding, and if I can persuade any of the readers of Ulysses to follow ^ 
up with a. reading o£ thsJDdyssey in the original - translations are but ; 
reflections in a tarnished mirror - 1 shall have done them a good turn. 

‘Have you read Victo r Berard’s Le s Phenicieits et I’ OdysseeV Joyce 
asked me when I mentioned my reading of the Odyssey^ (This interroga- 
tive method of suggestion was characteristic, as I soon came to learn.) I 
at once procured a copy of that bulky work, and found it fascinating 
reading. "While immensely erudite, Berard is no pedant, and his re- 
construction of the Mediterranean scene in the age of the rhapsodists is 
not only a triumph of scholarship but also a work of art. On anodier 
occasion, when we chanced to be discussing Eliphas Levi’s theories of 
magic and Mme Blavatsky’s entertaining Isis Unveiled, he asked me if I 
had read any of Sinnett’s work. (A. P. Sinnett, a cultured and intelligent 
man, was a membef'"6f Mme Blavatsky’s circle in India, and her 
biographer.) Naturally I took the hint and procured his Esoteric Buddhism 
and Growth of the Soul, well-written books from which Joyce certainly 
derived some of his material. He was conversant also with spiritu alist, 
literature, I think, but I noticed that, while ready enough to talk about 
theosophy and occultism, he - perhaps because of his Catliolic upbring- 
ing - shied off this subject. 

I am sometimes asked, ‘Did Joyce believe in theqspphyj. magic, and 
so forth?’ An answer is difficult, owing to the ambiguity of the term 
‘bdierc in’. In the meaning the verb has, for example, in the Christian 
Creed, I doubt if Joyce, though he owned to several deeply rooted 
superstitions (as they are called), believed in any such doctrines. But he • 
accepted their emstence as a fact, on a footing of validity no higher and 
no lower ^an that of many of the fashionable and fluctuating ‘truths’ 
of science and psychology. He had none of the glib assurance of the late- 
nineteenth-century rationahst. (I am of course speaking of Joyce as I 
knew him, in his maturity - when his view of la condition htimaine was 
mellower, less dogmatic than that of the astringently young man of the 
Portrait.) 

Several of the books Joyce mentioned in the course of our talks 
together are cited in the foomotes of the pages that follow. AU of them 
can be read to advantage by those who wish to deepen their understand- 
ing of Ulysses, and as a course of reading ‘on the side’ - for an apprecia- 
tion of the aesthetic climate of Joyce’s art - 1 would also recommend the 
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' works of Walter Pater (especially the ‘Conclusion’ of liis Retiaissance), 
Flaubert, Meredith, and, generally, the writers of the nineties. 

Finally, it should be mentioned diat in the course of writing this 
Study I read it out to Joyce, chapter by chapter, and that, though he 
allowed me the greatest latitude in the presentation of the facts and in- 
deed encouraged me to treat the subject on whatever lines were most 
congenial to me, it contains nothing (with the exception, of Chapter 5 
in Part One, written for the new edition) to which he did not give his 
_full approbation; indeed there are several passages wliich I directly owe 
to him. Thus tlie long list of examples of rhetorical forms which con- 
cludes my conmientary on the ‘Aeolus’ episode was compiled at his 
suggestion, and we spent several industrious afternoons collaborating on 
it. And the opening pages of my commentary on the episode of ‘The 
Sirens’ reproduce, word for word, information given me by Joyce. 

I have not tried to alleviate the rather pedantic tone of much of the 
writing in this Study. For one thing, Joyce approved of it; and, for 
another, we who admired Ulysses for its structural, enduring qualities 
and not for the occasional presence in it of words and descriptive 
passages which shocked our elders, were on the defensive, and the 
pedant’s cloak is often a convenient protection against the cold blasts of 
propriety. Moreover, in those early days most readers and many 
eminent critics regarded Ulysses as a violently romantic work, an un- 
controlled outpouring of the subconscious mind, powerful but form- 
less. Thus it was necessary to emphasize the ‘classic4’ and formal 
elements, the carefully planned layout of the book, and the minute 
attention given by its author to detail, each phrase, indeed each word, 
being assigned its place with pointilliste precision. 

In the forefront of my acknowledgements I record my indebtedness to 
James Joyce himself, to whose assistance and encouragement this work 
owes whatever merit it may possess; also to Victor Berard, whose Les 
Phenicktis et I’Odyssie proved invaluable for the interpretation of the 
Homeric correspondences; to the editors of the Fortnightly Review, 
Transition, the Revue de Geneve and Changes for permission to reprint 
my studies of certain episodes, which appeared in their pages; and to 
Mr L. M. Irby for his compilation of the Index. In quoting from the 
Odyssey I have used Messrs Butcher and Lang’s translation (Messrs 
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Macmillan & Co., Ltd) which, despite Samuel Butler’s gibe at its 
Wardour Street EngHsh, seems better to convey the spirit of the original 
(couched, even for Greeks of the Classical period, in an exotic dialect) 
than any of the more modem versions, excellent as some are. 

Paris, 1^30 S.G. 



PART ONE 


INTRODUCTION 



chapter i 

THE NARRATIVE OF ULYSSES 


Ulysses is the record of a single day, t6 June, 1904. That day was 
very much like any other, unmarked hy any important event and, even 
for the Dubliners who figure in Ulysses, exempt from personal disaster 
or achievement. It was the climax of a long drought and the^many 
public houses of the Irish capital claimed most of the Dubliners spare 
time and cash; the former, as usual, abundant, the latter scarce, as usual. 
In the morning a citizen was buried; a little before midnight a child was 
horn. At about the same hour the weather broke and there was a sudden 
downpour, accompanied by a violent clap of thunder. In the mtervals of 
imbibing Guinness, Power, or ‘J.J.&S.’ the Dubliners discoursed with 
animation on their pet topic, Irish politics, happUy bemused themselves 
hy the singing of amorous or patriotic ballads, lost money over the 
Ascot Gold Cup. At about 4 p.m. an act of adultery was consummated 
at the residence of one Leopold Bloom, advertisement-canvasser.^ 

perfec t ly ordi na ry day, i n f^t. „ „ . 

The structure of the book as a whole is, like that of all epic narratives, 
episodic. There are three main divis ions, subdivided mto chapters or, 
rker, episodes, each^TSTdiff^m the rest not only m subject- 
matter but also by the style and technique employed. 

The first part (three episodes) serves as prelude to the narrative of Mr 
Bloom’s aay,'&e main theme, and may be regarded as a bndge-work 
between the author’s earHer work, the Portrait of the Art.st as a Young 
MatP and Ulysses. The three episodes which compose this part are con- 
cerned with Stephen Dedalus, the hero of the Portrait, and his doings 
fioni 8 a.m. till noon. Stephen is still the a^ogant young man who 
entered in his diary (the concluding lines of the Portrait): I go to en- 
counter for the millionth time the reality of expenence and to forge m 


r.™s,Joyce-sfi.tM.kngthn^^^^ 

“Zg mtrsSen Deals: a carefixl perusal oLthMait is indispensable 
for the proper understanding of Ulysses. 



jf, INTKOnUCTlON 

the smitliy of my soul the imcr«tct! coutcieiicc of my 
fnthcr, old artificer, st.ind me now .iiid ever in I'.oocl stc.rd. in Uic m ^ - 
val benveen tliis iuvacation of the first .artist of tlic Mcllcmc '•‘’Y’ 
maker of the l.rbyrinth of Cno^os .and the honeycomb of po.d, and ni^ 
participation in the Odyssey of Mr liloont. Stcjdtcn lias pass..i a }c. ^ 

so at P.aris. but it is evident that his knowledge of the reality o 
pcricncc’ has been little cnlan;c<i, in so far as such knowlctktc imp 
capacity for self-adaptation, or acquiescence with ones surrounding?. 

He is still an intellectual exile, proudly .aloof from the mediocrity o us 
contemporaries, .and he still displ.ays an ironic disdain for their s lO s > 
enthusiasms, combined with a predilection for the ahstnio>iti« u' 
culcated by his Jesuit upbringing, the scholastic habit of di.alcctic an 

exact definition. .. 

In the first episode we discover him living in a disused Marte o 
tower, overlooking Dublin Bay, in the company of Buck MulligaY a 
cyaiical medical student with a taste for blasphemy, and .a somev. lat 
ridiculous Oxford man named Haines. Next we find him (at lo 
giving a Rom.an History lesson at Mr Dc.asy’s school, where, as h r 
Dcasy correctly anticip.atcs, he is not destined to remain very long; an , 
finally, we see him walking on die Dublin strand, hear his niiisinp jan 
things seen and unseen and follow the resdess current of his assoaatis c 
thoughts, symibolizcd by the upswclling tide. There is, as will be shown 
later, an intimate connexion between the pcrson.alitics of Stephen an 
Mr Bloom, the Ulysses of this modem Odyssey”, the spiritual relation- 
ship of these two, apparently poles apart, is one of the leitmotifs of the 
book; thus this detailed presentation of Stephen’s mental make-up is an 
integral part of the psycliological background of Ulysses. 

Mr Bloom’s d.iy begins, like Stephen’s, at 8 a.m., when he is pre- 
paring his wife’s morning tea at their house. No. 7 Eccles Street. He 
goes out for a few ntinutes to buy a kidney for breakfast, after having 
set the ketde on die fire. On liis return he hands his wnfe her letters in 
the bedroom and presendy brings up die tray xvith the tea things. Mrs 
Bloom is better known in Dublin as Madame Marion Tweedy, the 
singer. An overripe, indolent beauty of a southern ty'pc (she is of 
mixed Spanish, Jewish, and Irish extraction), this lady is admirably 
fitted to the taste of Mr Bloom, who also is of Jewish descent. Unfor- 
tunately, however, for him, Marion Bloom is not satisfied by die 
V exclusive attentions of her mature husband, who tolerantly imputes her 
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frcqticnt infidelities (wliicli, ncvcrtlicJcss, lie deplores) to the call of her 
‘ Spanish blood Amongst the letters which Mr Bloom hands her is one 
from a certain ‘Blazes’ Boylan, a young Dublin man-aboiit-toi\’n, who 
is actitig" as her impresario in a coming concert tour and is tlie most 
recent of her lovers; in his letter he tells her that he is coming at four 
that afternoon to show her the programme. Throughout Mr Bloom’s 
day the thought of this intersdew will weigh on his mind. Each time he 
encounters Boylan or hears his name mentioned, tlie comfortable flow 
of his silent monologue is checked; he tries to concentrate his attention 
on the first object that meets his eye, but can never wholly rid himself 
of liis obsession. 

At 10 o’clock Mr Bloom starts liis day’s work. He is naturally sociable 
and anxious to please, and his metier of advertisement-canvasser requires 
that he should keep in touch with many classes of Dubliners, business- 
men, editors, potential clients of all kinds. For in Dublin, as in most 
small capitals, bonliomie brings business, and the man who is known as 
a good fellow, a ‘mixer’, and cultivates relations with as many of his 
fellow-citizens as possible, has a pull over an unsociable rival, even 
though the latter be more competent. His first visit, however, has a 
romantic object. He obtains from a branch post office a letter addressed^ 
to him under the pseudonym of ‘Henry Flower’ by a trusting typist,; 
Martha Clifford. For Mr Bloom - considering his wife’s ‘ Spanish’ ways 
one can hardly blame him - is himself no model of fidelity, though his 
sins are rather of intention than of commission. In a meditative mood, 
hoping to hear some music, he enters All Hallows (St Andrew’s) 
Church to witness the end of a communion service. Then he orders 
from a chemist a face-lotion for his wife and visits a bathing establish- 
ment. The next episode describes a funeral attended by Mr Bloom in 
the company of Mr Dedalus senior and others. The deceased, Dignam, 
was a fiiend and when, after the burial, a subscription is opened for the 
widow, Mr Bloom makes what is, considering his means, a generous 
donation. At noon he visits a newspaper office to arrange for an adver- 
tisement. Stephen visits the same office a little after Mr Bloom; he has 
drawn his salary at the school and so can invite the editor and his 
cronies to a neighbouring bar for drinks; the invitation, needless to say, 
proves acceptable. He just misses encountering Mr Bloom. It is now 
lunch time and Mr Bloom feels the pangs of hunger. He looks into a 
popular restaurant but is disgusted by the sight of the ‘animals feeding’. 
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‘His gorge rose.’ Finally he takes the edge offhis appetite with a sand 
wich and a glass of burgundy at Da\’y Byrne’s public house. The scene 
now shifts to the National Library where a qu-isi-Blatonic dialogue is 
engaged between Stephen Dcdalus and some literary lights of Du m. 

Mr Bloom makes a brief appearance (he has to look up an advertise 
ment in a back number of the Kilkenny People) but, again, docs not 
encounter Stephen. The next episode consists of eighteen fragmentary 
scenes of Dublin life, concluding with a coda describing the vice-re^ 
progress through DubUn. Each fragment is thematically linked up wit 
the otliers and wth the book as a whole. It is now four o clock and Mr 
Bloom’s hunger ^vill no longer be denied. He has a belated lunch at the 
Ormond Hotel (where Mr Dedalus pere and otliers arc celebrating the 
trinity of v.nne, women, and song) in the company of Richie Goulding, 
Stephen’s uncle. At 5 p.m. we find Mr Bloom .at Barney Kicman s 
tavern where a charinible errand, on behalf of the late Dignam s widow, 
has taken him. The xenophobia of an intoxicated nationalist, knosvn as 
the Citizen, leads to his precipitate retreat from the patriot’s den. 

Weary and way-w’om after incessant peregrination, Mr Bloom now 
decides to take the air on Sandymount beach. Under the last rays of the 
setting sun, he yields to the seductions of a precocious Dublin chit, 
Gerty MacDowell, but docs not follow up liis conquest. At 10 p.m. he 
visits the Lyirig-in Hospital to inquire after a firiend, Mrs Purefoy, who 
is being delivered of a child. Stephen is there, carousing with some 
medical students, and at last he and Mr Bloom come into contact. ___ 


Stephen is gradually becoming intoxicated and Mr Bloom, attracted by 
the young man, decides to take him under his wing. When the band of 
revellers sally forth and Stephen makes for the Dublin night town, Mr 
Bloom’s paternal instinct prompts lum to follow. The next scene, 
situated in the brothH quarter of Dublin, is one of the most remarkable 
in Ulysses. Stephen, under the influence of drink, and Mr Bloom, 
exhausted by his daylong Odyssey, are sensitive to the hallucinating 
ambiance and see their most secret desires, their fears, their memories, 
take form and live and move before their eyes. This scene (correspon- 
ding to the ‘Circe’ episode of the Odyssey) is usually described as the 

Walpurgisnight’ or ‘Pandemonium’ of U/ysses. 

■The last three episodes describe Mr Bloom’s return; he is accompanied 
"who has decided diat he will not go back to the Martello 
tower which he shares with Mulligan. On their way to Eccles Street 
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they halt to take a cup of coffee at a cabman’s shelter, where they 
e ncounter a marine Munchausen who regales the company with tall 
yams ot ‘adventure in far lani, and other exotic nightfarers. Later, in 
Mr Bloom’s kitchen, over a cup of cocoa, they compare experiences 
and, in the catechistic form of question and reply, the personahty, ante- 
cedents, and past Hfe of Mr Bloom are scientifically dissected. Last of all, 
when Mr Bloom is asleep beside Ws wife, we have the long, unpunc- 
tuated silent monologue of the latter, the refined quintessence of 
unre&ed femininity. Of this episode Arnold Bennett wrote: ‘I have 
never read anything to surpass it, and I doubt if I have ever read any- 
thing to equal it.’ Ulysses ends, like the marriage service, with ‘amaze- 
ment’. 

At a first reading of Ulysses the average reader is impressed most of all 
by the striking psychological realism o£the_narrative. He is apt to attri- 
bute this impression to an (apparendy) complete lack of reticence in the 
self-revelation of the personages and to the presence in the text of 
words which, if used at all in other novels, are often travestied, like 
Rudyard Kipling’s term of endearment, in a decent disguise, or aster- 
isked out of recognition as in Mr Aldington’s Death of a Hero. But the 
realism of Ulysses strikes far deeper than the mere exercise of verbal 
frankness; apart from the author’s extreme, almost scientific, precision 
in his handling of words, there are two factors which place Joyce’s work 
in a class apart from all its predecessors, even the most meticulously 
realistic: firsdy, the creator’s standp o int to his them e, the unusual angle 
firom which he views his creatures, and, secondly, his use of the ‘silent 
monol ogue! as the exponent not only of their inner and hardly con- 
scious psychological reactions but also of the narrative itself. 

In most novels the reader’s interest is aroused and his attention held by 
the presentation of dramatic situations, of problems deriving from con- 
duct or character and the reactions of the fictitious personages among 
themselves. The personages of Ulysses are not fictitious and its true ' 
significance ‘does not lie in problems of conduct or character. After i 
reading Ulysses we do not ask ourselves: ‘Should Stephen Dedalus have 
done diis? Ought Mr Bloom to have said that? Should Mrs Bloom have 
refrained?’ All these people arc as they must be;, they. act,, we, see, 
according to some lex etcfita, an ineluctable condition of their very’ 
existence. Nofthat diey arc mere puppets of Necessity or victims, like 
Tess, of an ironic Olympian. The law of their being is within diem, it 
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vities is one of quiet detachment; all is grist to his mill, which, like God’s, 
grinds slowly~Sad~5SEee3mg small. When (abrupdy to change the 
metaphor) some divine afflatus begins to swell the creative cyst, till it is 
distended like the wallet of winds which Aeolus gave to Odysseus, he 
neatly punctures it with a word, the ‘lancet ofhis art’.^ Many instances 
of this deliberate deflation of sentiment will be noticed in the course of 
this study, notably in the chapter dealing with the doctrine of metem- 
psychosis and a citation of the chmax of the ‘Circe’ episode. Joyce 
maintained this method in his last work, Finnegans Wake, which, des- 
pite the difficulties, linguistic and others, of the text, none of the 
admirers of liis previous work should neglect on the ground of its 
supposed incomprehensibility. 

♦ 

All facts of any kind, mental or material, sublime or ludicrous, have an 
equivalence of value for the artist. But this does not imply that they are 
meaningless to him or that he is a mere reporter, a htcral transcriber of 
experience. ‘The personaHty of the artist,’ as Stephen Dedalus observes, 
speaking of the epic form of literature, ‘passes into the narration itself, 
flosving round and round die persons and the action like a vital sea.’ 
He is a composer who takes the facts which experience offers and har- 
monizes them in such a way that, svithout losing their vitality and in- 
tcgrit}% they yet fit together and form a concordant whole. In this 
detachment, as absolute as the indifference of Nature herself towards 
her children, we may see one of the causes of the apparent ‘rcahsm’ of 
Ulysses. 

Anodier of Joyce’s innovarions is the extended use of die imspokcn 
soliloquy or silent monologue, an exact transcriprion of the stream of 
consciousness of the individual, which certainly has the air of an un- 
touched photographic record and has, indeed, been compared to the 
film of a moving-picture. But, as I show in die next chapter of diis 
introduction, the superficial disorder of Mr Bloom’s and Stephen's 
meditations, die frequent welling up of subconscious memories and the 
linlnng together of ideas by .assonance or verbal analog)', all in re.ilit)’ 

1. Vlyssis, page 5. (I follow here and cbewhcrc the pagination of the Bodicy 
Head (1937) Ulysses. In 1^60 tlicy issued a new edition, entirely rc-designed and 
re-«ct, but this is provided witli an appendix listing the corresponding pages in tlie 
old and nesv editions.) 
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is a personal heritage, inalienable and autonomous. The meaning of 

for it has a meaning and is not a mere photographic'*sIIceT»f 
life - far from it - is not to be sought in any analysis of the acts of the 
protagonist or the mental make-up of the characters; it is, rather, im- 
plicit in the techmque of the various episodes, in nuances of language, 
m the thousand and one correspondences and allusions with which the 
book is studded. Thus Ulysses is neither pessimist nor optimist in out- 
look, neither moral nor immoral in the ordinary sense of these words; 
its affinity is, rather, with an Einstein formula, a Greek temple, an art 
that hves the more intensely for its repose. Ulysses achieves a coherent 
Md mtegral interpretation of life, a static beauty according to the 
efimtion of Aquinas (as abridged by Joyce); ad pulchritiidinem tria 
requirwitiir: integritas, coiisonantia, claritas.^ 

It is curious how few authors in any tongue have written with real 
etachment and a single eye to the ideal proposed by Aquinas. The 
novehst can rarely conceal his emotive reactions (often, of course, he 
oes not v-ish to do so), or his indifference is merely feigned. If, for 
mstance, he has chosen to write on that ever-popular theme, the life of 
a prostitute, he cannot see her -with the clarity and integrity of, for in- 
stance, M intelligent business woman; that is to say as the incorrigible 
s oven s e is, a moron, charming maybe but parasitic as the most feck- 
ess o nu -Victorian spinsters, or tout simplement (as I heard a sensible 
rmc woman describe her) une bonne manquee, a tweeny who has 
nnsse cr vocation. No, he makes of her a Maya, a high-priestess of 
usion, a Dame aux camelias, or a Thais. The unsentimental writer is, in 
hi ^ fiction and plays of John Galsworthy, under 

enff! ■ “^partiality, a profound pity and sensitive reaction to the 
anfl f “ scarcely concealei Under a more classical form 

of tnore erudite tissue Anatole France shyly enveloped a 
schonU t ^ Tolstoy. The contemporary reahst and Freudian 
mal in '■> c°°’ grind; they expound the ugly or abnor- 

romotrra ° catharsis - many, of course, being mere merchants of 
jump’^ P y or young people whose joy it is to ‘make the bourgeois 

ttitude of the author of Ulysses to his personages and their acti- 

a^thctic viS-r^'t^ 248 ; Stephen, who aligned his 

things arc necd'd ^ Aqumas, translates these words: ‘three 

«d.d for beauty: wholeness, harmony and radiance’. 
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ionn {’.la of nn elaborate '•dirtnc. and the movrnietu. chaotic thoogh 
it seem a'l life it'.clf. is no more diiorderly titan the comt’Oteci ccirifis'ion 
of the fair in titc ballet Pctrvsl-.h:, or tltc orcitcJtrai score of Stravinthy'j 
Sr.ai du priiticinp;. The 'oliioqny is, of cotirte, no new thiny; it is part of 
tile Shahcjpcarian tediniqiic and, at vrii! brcoinc apparctit in tltr conrte 
of this comincmary. the inihtence of Shahttprarc atid ctpcdaiiy of the 
tragical iiistors" of Hamlet, nohlnt iolilrK]ui5t of them all. it manifet: 
throughout IJlysia. Like Hamlet, of whom Mallarnte wrote, 'll re 
pri'iiihic, lisiiiit t'l/ lirre dc lui-mar.r , Mr Bloom and Stephen go their 
w.ays, each ‘reading the hook of himrelf*. 'ITte technique of the rttauA- 
/pijiie iutniciir (as M. V.alcry Larhaud aptly named this unuttered. un- 
dramatized soliloquy) v.-at, at a matter of fact, ftnt exploited incur time 
hy a rrciich writer, M. fidouard Dujardin, whose adminhlc talc Lcr 
Lviriers Sivir (oitprs was originally published in i.S'Sy and rc-istued 
thirty-scvCTj years later and two years after tlic ptihlication of Ulysics, 
with a preface by M. Valery Larbaud. In this preface the distinguished 
Fraich critic and novelist has some interesting remarks to make about 
the silent monologue as employed by Dujardin .and Joyce. 


From Marcli 1918 to August ipao the Liulf Rmci' (New York), a pioneer 
literary periodical, publislicd the greater par: of Ulysses, the fifth work of the 
insh writer James Joyce, and the influence of this work rapidly made itself felt 
among the younger authors writing in the English longue. Even before James 
Joyce 5 work was complete and puhlislied in bc^k fomi (by Shakespeare & Co.. 
I ms), tlicy began to imitate or. rather, to utilize certain of the icclmical devices 
oi Ulysses. One of these cspcci.illy attracted attention by its novelty and daring, 
an c scope it apirded for the rapid and vigorous presentation of the flow 
ot those secret and autonomous tlioughis whi^ seem to shape themselves hc- 
mi” a ^ ofeonsdousness and to precede in order of time coherent speech, 
fins device amo to he Imown in France as the moiwkspie ir.iMatr. It is easy to 
'^‘^rary device, whicli enabled a writer to explore the secret places 
7 '° dioughts at tlic very moment of ilicir conception, was 

dM ned to fasanate those writers who held that the business of art is to follow 

een/rs’rinn P^otioccd by Ulysses on the younger 

ndsoan 'wliicli had appeared in die Little Rei’ieti' 

vith Tames Tn'^ ic ''“’B cons'crsations about Ulysses 

‘lie time whai he was completing the list episodes, 
y menuoned to me that the iimohsiic intdrictir had already been cm- 
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ployed, as a continuous form of narration, in a tale by £douard Dujardin, Les 
■Lauriers sont couph, published over tbirty years before Ulysses, at the time when 
the symbohst movement was at its height. I knew only the title of the book and 
it was equally unknown to mostHterary men of my generation; another book 
ofM. Dujardin, L’ Initiation an Pichi et h I’ amour, was more widely read, and 
esteemed his principal contribution to French imaginative Hterature. In Les 
Lauriers sont coupes’ Joyce told me, "the reader finds himself, from the very 
first line, posted within the mind of the protagonist, and it is the continuous 
unfolding of his thoughts which, replacing normal objective narration, depicts 
to us his acts and experiences. I advise you to read Les Lauriers sont coupes. 

I, too, advise the readers of this commentary to follow the suggestion 
made by Mr Joyce to M. Larbaud, and this they can the more easily 
do since, as a result of that conversation, the publishers brought out 
the tale in an easily accessible form.^ Meanwhile, by way of illustration, 
1 append an extract from the sUent monologue of Les Lauriers sont 
coupes. The hero is dining at a restaurant; his attention is divided be- 
tween the menu and an attractive woman at another table who is with 
a man, her husband probably, an avotie or notaire. This passage rnay be 
compared with Mr Bloom’s silent monologue in Davy Byrne s (the 
episode of the ‘Lestrygonians’) or at his musical lunch in the Ormond 
(the ‘Sirens’). 

‘Au poulet; e’est une aile; pas trop dure aujourd’hui; du pain; ce poulet est 
mangeable; on peut diner ici; la prochaine fois qu avec Lda je dinerai c cz e, 
je commanderai le diner rue Favart; e’est moins cher que dans les bons restau- 
rants, et e’est meilleur. Ici, seulement, le vin n’est pas remarquable,^ il aut a er 

dans les grands restaurants pour avoir du vin. Le vin, lejeu, - le vin, e jeu, es 

belles, - voila, voili . . . Quel rapport y a-t-il entre le vin et lejeu, entre lejeu et 
les belles? je veux bien que des gens aient besoin de se monter pour amour, 

mais le jeu? Ce poulet dtait remarquable, le cresson admirable, fui! a tran- 
quillite du diner presque achevd. Mais lejeu ... levin, lejeu, -les^, ejeu, es 
belles ... Les belles cheres h Scribe. Ce n’est pas du Chalet, mais de Robert-le- 
Diable. Allons, e’est de Scribe encore. Et toujours la meme triple passion . . . Vive 
le vin, I’amour et le tabac . . . Il y a encore le tabac; 9 a j admets . . . Vo , vo e 
refrain du bivouac ... Faut-il prononcer taba-c et bivoua^, ou taba et bivoua? 
Mendds, boulevard des Capudnes, disait dom-p-ter; il fau^t dire dom-ter. 
L’amour et le taba-c . . . le refrain du bivoua-c. . . . L’avoud et sa femme s cn vont. 
C’cst insensd, ridicule, grotesque! les laisser partir! ... - Gargon! 

. I. Mcsscin, Paris. An English rendering of this remarkable work has been pub- 
lished by Neil' Directions. 
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Various criticisms have been directed against Mr Joyce’s use of the 
silent monologue in Ulysses. It was, I think, Mr Wyndham Lewis who 
suggested that, as thoughts are not always verbal and we can think with- 
out words, the technique of the silent monologue is misleading. Against 
this, however, there is the equally tenable hypothesis that ‘without 
language there can be no thought’,^ and the obvious fact that, even if 
we do not think, we certainly must write in words. 

Again, there is Professor Curtius’s objection (which, however, prin- 
cipally concerns the ‘Sirens’ episode, q.v.) that the word-fragments of 
which the silent monologue is largely composed are in themselves 
meaningless and only become intelligible when related to their objective 
context. This point will be further discussed in a subsequent chapter 
(on Rhythm ); meanwhile it may suffice to point out that all the dis- 
jecta membra are ultimately fitted together in the reader’s mind and that 
it is exactly in this fragmentary manner that Nature herself reveals her 
secrets to the understanding eye of a Darwin or a Newton. 

Finally, a distinguished French critic (M. Auguste Bailly, writing in 
the periodical Candide) observed: 


Joyce has perceived - a fact tkit is psychologically correct but no novelty - 
that our mental Ufe is composed of a continuous monologue within, which, 
though it generally adjusts itself to the object of our activity or immediate 
preoccupation, is apt to desert tliis and wander far afield, to yield to other in- 
fluences, to distractions, internal or external, and sometimes to be influenced by 
alrnost mechanical associations. In fact, we may listen to this inner voice yet be 
^te unable to control it ... It works by association in much the same way as 
me children s game of word-chains: Mouche A iniel; miel de Narboime; bonne A tout 
faire;fer A cheval; valet de pique. ... It follows that, if the writer wishes to give a 
complete and accurate study of the mind of one of his characters, he must no 
longer employ the classical method of analysing and segregating thoughts, or 
nuances by deliberately ignoring the chaotic turmoil in 
whi^ch they are involved; his object is, rather, to give expression to this mrmoil, 
ite ermentation, its stormy nebula of gestation, with all its extensions, contrac- 
tions an vortices, and even, so to say, its shortcomings But a form of art, if 

It IS to be more than a mere technical experiment, should be judged on its 
ments, its veracity. As to its merits, let us waive discussion; de gustibus ... But 


Locice Spence of Language. Many philosophers, including 

in the’S^ w? Schopenhauer endorse this view. Cf. the Platonic view (stated 
the unuttprert ' thought the same as speech with this exception: thought is 

me unuttered conversation ofthe soul with herself?’ 
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veracity is another matter, and my opinion is that, though the analytic method 
may give a partly false or artificial presentation of the stream of consciousness, 
the silent monologue is just as artificial and just as false. The necessity of record- 
ing the flow of consciousness by means of words and phrases compels the writer 
to depict it as a continuous horizontal line, like a line of melody. But even a 
casu.al examination of our inner consciousness shows us that this presentation is 
essentially false. We do not tliinh on one plane, but on many planes at once. 
It is wrong to suppose that we follow only one train of thought at a time; there 
arc several trains of drought, one above another. We .are generally more aware, 
more completely conscious, of thoughts which take form on the higher plane; 
but we arc also aware, more or less obscurely, of a stream of thoughts on the 
lower levels. We attend or own to one series of reflections or images; but we 
are all the time aware of other series which arc unrolling themselves on obscurer 
planes of consciousness. Sometimes there arc interferences, irruptions, unfore- 
seen contacts between these series. A stream of thought from a lower level 
suddenly usurps the bed of the stream which flowed on the highest plane of 
consciousness. By an effort of wall-power we may be able to divert it; it sub- 
sides but does not cease to exist. At every instant of conscious life we arc 
aware of such simultaneity and multiplicity of thought-streams. 

The life of the mind is a symphony. It is a mistake or, at best, an arbitrary 
method, to dissca the chords and set out their components on a single line, on one 
plane only. Such a method gives an entirely false idea of the complexity o our 
mental make-up, for it is the way the light falls upon each element, svith a 
greater or a less clarity, that indicates the relative importance for ourselves, our 
lives and acts, of each of the several thought-streams. But in tl^ silent mono- 
logue, as transposed into words by Joyce, each element seems of import 
ance, the subsidiary and the essential themes are treated as equiv. ent an an 
equal illumination falls upon those parts which wxrc, in reahty, rig y t up, 
and those which remained in the dark background of thought. I pre er e 
analytic method, which doubtless eliminates something of reahty, ut 
nates only tie superfluous and neglects only the negligible. 

Regarding this searching criticism of the Joycean method, two brief 
comments suggest themselves. First, that the silent mono ogues^ o 
Stephen and Mr Bloom, though they may seem to mvo ve a co 
of values, are (as I hope to show in the course of this stu y) ^ 
out according to a logical plan; they are no more mco erent or 
balanced than the firagments of a picture-puzzle which, fitted together, 
compose a life-like portrait, and no more irrelevant as to ^ m e 
universe itself. Secondly, that, from the point of view of the author ot 
Ulysses {ipse dixit!), it hardly matters whether the techiuque m question 
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h ‘ vcr.ndoiis’ or not; it lias him as a hridi’c over which to march 

In'; ciplitccn cnisothvs, ami, once he hat r.nt iits trsxsps across, the oppo- 
sing forces can, for all he cnrc', blow the britipe }hy-hit;h. 


All the action of Ulysn's takes place in or about the city ofDublin - the 
unity of place is .as thoronpht’oinp as that of time - and there arc many 
topic,al allusions to characteristic sipjns of Dublin streets, to facts and 
personalities of the Dublin iniltat of nearly half a centnn' apo, tint arc 
incomprehensible for most Ilnplish and American readers and may be- 
come so, in course of time, even to Dubliners. But without such prr- 
son.il touches, these nuances of cs'ancsccnt local colour,* the realism of 
the silent monologxics would have been impaired; their presence in 
L/7y.<ses was indispensable. It was. rather, a happy accident - ifsuch con- 
catenations can be called 'accidents* - tiiat the creator of Vlysscj passed 
his youth in such a town as Dublin, a modem dty-state, of .almost the 
Mcllcnic pattern,* neither so simall .a,s to be merely parochi.ai in outlook, 
nor so larpc .as to lack coherency’ .and foster that feeling ofinhum.an iso- 
lation which cools the civic zeal of Londoner or New Yorker. The only 
resource of such metropolitans is the making of coteries, wherein 
birds of a feather arc warmly cooped, and thus to create a number of 
little states ssathin the state. This is consoling for rise individual, rotary 
within his narrow orbit, but he loses something by not being obliged 
to mb shoulders with all sorts of fellow-citizens. Unless he make a 
hobby of politics he may completely neglect the civic life of his polity 
and, like a good many Londoners, ignore even the name of Ins Lord 
ayor. In tltc Dublin of igo-t such ignorance was virtu.ally impossible.*' 


•nth w'i* *0 ‘Elver>-'s elephant house’, tlic 'ss-axies' D.irf:le’, the 
-! * Street’ and. pcncrally, to tlic 'Dublin Castle’ regime. 

It ir svork, as Mr Cyril Connolly observed in an interesting 

H ?i;rp ■" auilior’s pirt,?s for his nativT city. ... 

local ° ^ Greek poets, the youth spent in city polities and 

after ten vCTrs pl-ices, the publication of a masterpiece 

Dublin its soinJ. ** *° celebrating his native town, though his feeling for 

qualitv'of Iruh s*='vs and beery streets, is .is different from the provindal 

tag "dukes P’B=m sentiment of birthplace, to tlic 

“■> 

(D,;M.hw,‘‘^cBoM4g'HL°\) =''cr>-onc elsc’s bmincss.’ 
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Man is naturally a political animal (the fact cannot be blinked however 
much one may sympatliizc widi Mrs Bloom’s cri de exur, I hate the 
mention of politics!’) and tlius the Dubliner had a better right to die 
device Homo sum . . . dian die apolidcal Londoner. Civic and national 
politics played a prominent part in Dublin Ufe and hovered in die back- 
ground of nearly every conversation. Thus, in A Portrait of the Artist as 
a Youug Mail, Stephen’s first Christm.is dinner ends in disaster between 
the dasliing rocks of politics and rchgion. His mother appeals: For 
pity’s sake let us have no poUtical discussion on this day of all days of 
the year.’ But, after a mention of Parnell .and the treacliep' of die 
priests, there is no holding the excited Dubliners. The hostess s appeals 
are unheeded. 

Uncle Charles and Mr Dedalus pulled Mr Casey back into his chair .again, 
talking to him from both sides reasonably. He stared before him out of his dark 
flaming eyes, repeating: 

‘Away tvith God, I say!’ 

Dante shoved her chair violently aside and left the table, upsetting her napm- 
ring which rolled slowly along the carpet and came to rest against the foot of an 
easychair. Mr Dedalus rose quickly and followed her rowards the door. At the 
door Dante turned round violcndy and shouted down the room, her checks 
flushed and quivering w’ith rage: , 

‘Devil out of hell! We won! We crushed him to death! Fiend! 

The door slammed behind her. ,. 

Mr Casey, freeing his arms from liis holders, suddenly bowed his ica on s 
hand with a sob of pain. 

‘Poor Parnell!’ he cried loudly. ‘My dead king! 

He sobbed loudly and bitterly. r 11 f 

Stephen, raising his terrorstricken face, saw’ that his father s eyes were o 
tears. 

'There is, in Ulysses, a background of political preoccupation, which 
is frequently visible behind the texture of the narrative or soliloquies. 
The betrayal of Parnell is, in fact, one of the themes of the wor an 
there are many allusions to such national leaders as O Conn , rnmet, 
Wolfe Tone. But the author of Ulysses, in this as in other matters, shows 
no bias; he introduces poHtical themes because they are ^ 

Dublinscene,andalsobecausetheyillustrateoneofthemo so ysses, 

the betrayal or defeat of the man of mettle by the treachery o e y ra- 

headed rabble. As far as his own outlook on these matters can be 



rS INTRODUCTION 

appraised, it is that of weariness and disgust. ‘Ireland is the old sow that 
cats her farrow.’ ‘No honourable and sincere man has given up to you 
his life and his youth and his affections from die days of Tone to those 
of Parnell but you sold him to the enemy or failed him in need or re- 
viled him and left liim for another.’ 

It would, however, be unsafe to draw from the embittered aphor- 
isms of young Stephen Dcdalus any absolute inference regarding his 
creator’s subsequent attitude to politics. The title of the work whence 
these quotations are made is A Portrait of the Artist as a Yotiiit;; Man; in 
Ulysses, young Ded.alus is but a year older and has not yet outgrowi 
his rancour and disillusionment. In 1904 he is only twenty-two years of 
age; Ulysses was written in Tricste-Zurich-Paris between the years ipi-I 
and 192T, when its author w.os remote both in time .and place from tlic 
experiences of his adolescence .and could c.xercise the detachment which 
remoteness gives. This ironical indifference is avcll illustrated by the 
Cyclops episode (q.v.) where, by a technique of c.vaggeration, chau- 
vinism of all kinds is distended to bursting-point and beyond, till, 
exploding, it betrays the void witliin. Moreover, by way of counter- 
poise to tile fanaticism of most of the Dubliners and tlic bitterness of 
loung Stephen, who caiuiot forgive his church or coimtry' for his loss 
of faith in them, we h.avc the placid commentary of sensible Mr Bloom, 
whose considered opinion seems to be that one government is, in 
general, as good or bad .as another. 

So much has been writtai and said about the ‘obsccnits’’ of Ulysses 
since the far-off day when a favourite racing journal made England 
blush with its denundatoty- placard* 


the scandal of ULYSSES 


t»i3. u t.. p..haps, desirable briefly to comment on the autlior’s attitude 
to m-,Sic,s, in which the Anglo-American public, both readers and 

interest disproportionate, as it appears to 
t‘-v, .0 ti.c.r real importance. Tins obsession has, in die ease of Ulysses, 


t. T>-.H 


Ait ha 
rr. 


... , smtlirin-d in a '.tn:r.nce of Fj-irifca-u U'Ae. ‘Li 

for thee ou.- j-ortin;; times bt dothed up ill li" 
cut an .\n;;I;ean crditul, net readir.a hn o'.v 
jr- a f.;-"*::; t.hr K-ani cfscarA; on the brow of her dfUab) 

' F-'i*: vn: m hit osva dinint-J ftt.-ek." 
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led to singularly unfortunate results, for the significance of the work aa 
an exact portrayal of Hfe, realistic in form but with the facts situated 
and disposed according to a subtle rhythm which gives them an eso- 
teric and symbohc universality, has been obscured for many readers by 
the occasional passages where narrative or language is conventionally 
ineffable. 

Ulysses is the story of a day in the life of a Dubliner undistinguis e 
by any particular virtue or vice, a kind-hearted, moderately educate , 
mildly sensual, not even really vulgar, small-business man, w o m t e 
course of this day comes across a certain number of foul-rnout e per 
sons, whose tongues have been loosened by drink, genera y in pu ic 
houses whither his business or a need for refreshment has ta 'en im. 
Towards midnight he finds himself in a brothel, where e as gcme to 
protect the young man for whom he feels a paterna so icitu e. ere 
both he and Stephen, the former rendered suggestible by fatigue, the 
latter by intoxication, yield themselves to the nmb.nnce and, like the 
Homeric wanderers, temporarily partake of the bestia atmosp ° 
Circe’s den. In this episode there are passages, appropriate to t le ca 
and to the partial collapse of inhibitions, in which e amm na u 
man is laid bare in a manner never before attempte in item 
there is nothing ‘indecent’ in it, if the framers of the Irish 
Bill corre cdy construed indecency as anything ralculate to 
sexual passion’. These passages are, in fact, cathartic an ® 

allay rather than to excite the sexual instincts. In t e ast „ j, 

we hear, through the mouth of Mrs Bloom, t e ° invoked 
the Greiit Mothl, speaking - the goddess whom the f ™ ^ 
by sinking their arms doivnward to the Earth, er unc 
Hermes Trismegistus styled ‘the duty ofprocr^tion, " 

Universal Nature has imposed for ever on all 

has attributed the supremest charity, joy, dehg h ongi ^ 

love’,1 and to her noLig is common or unclean. As 
is nothing either good or bad but dunkmg m es it so , of life 

makes short work of such cerebral distinctions, e is inipose 

not of codes; she fashions the players of the game u 
on them the rules of their evolution, nor respect categ 

I. Cf. Ulysses, page 366- ‘ that 

wluch oil aU mortals with prophecy of abund irrevocably enjoined, 
that exalted of rciteratedly procreating function 
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aetiological specularions. 'I fear those big words/ Stephen says, 'which 
make us so unhappy.’ Mrs Bloom, too, loathes such big words, ‘jaw- 
breakers’; she prefers monoyj’Uables, curt, crude, obscene. It is, of course, 
no defence of obscenity to say that natiure is obscene. The life according 
to nature would be as intolerable to civilized man as the perpetual 
parade of nudity must be nauseating in continental ' schools of nature . 
However, obscemty has its niche in the schenfle of things and a picture 
of life in which this element was ignored or suppressed would be in- 
complete, like the home without Plumtree’s Potted Meat.^ 


is home wilhoiit 
Plumtree’s Potted Meat? 
Incomplete. 


In practice we find that nearly all great works, from the Bible on- 
wards, which treat of the tuuverse as a whole and discover a coherence 
in all God s works, have to include some obscenity in their presentation 
of the phenomena of life. 


It cannot be too strongly emphasized that the object of the author of 
l^ysses was to present an aesthetic image of the world, a sublimation of 
that cri de ccetir in which the art of creation begins. 


The personality of the artist, at first a cry or a cadence or a mood and then a 
uent an ambent narrative, finally refines itself out of existence, impersonal- 
Kesits so to speak. ... The mystery oftheaesthetic like that of material creation 
comp e . The artist, like the God of creation, remains within or behind 
on or a ove his handiwork, invisible, refined out of existence, indiffer- 
ent, panng his fingernails.^ 


dpci' static. The mind is arrested and raised abo\ 

desirp ^ A feelings excited by improper art are kinetic 

In^tb' °athing. Desire urges us to possess, to go to somethin! 

exrifp £ ^ abandon, to go firom something. The arts whic 

Such a P°tnographical or didactic, are therefore improper arts 
tion of ^ function of the artist presided over the cret 

1 ^ . 




nef bas been arrested by i 

n«s and feemated by its harmony is the luminous sUent stasis of 

1- Ulyncs. page 67 . 2 . ^ Portrait of the Artist as a Yotms IW®'. pag= 25 


^ itswhc 
of aestht 



THE NARRATIVE OF ULYSSES 31 

pleasure, a spiritual state very like to that cardiac condition which the Italian 
physiologist Luigi Galvani. using a phrase almost as beautiful as Shelley’s, 
called the enchantment of the heart. 


The artist’s aim, then, is to ban kinetic feelings from his readers’ 
minds, and in Ulysses wc find the ideal silent stasis of die artist nearly 
realized, his personality almost impersonalized. Nearly - but not en- 
tirely. The feeling of desire, wliich urges us to possess, is absent, there 
is not the least pomographical appeal; but the loathing, which urges us 
to abandon - that aversion from the sordid which made of Stephen 
Dedalus an exile in liis ow countr>' - is, one can but feel, active in 
certain passages. One of the influences which may be discerned m 
Ulysses is that of Swift, ‘the great hater of his kind’, to whom there are 
many allusions. In those passages where certain physical processes or 
sensual appetites are minutely described a rapprochement with the 
Swiftian attitude may probably be made, that point of disgust which 
has been admirably depicted by a French biographer of the Dean of St 

Patrick’s. 


The sensualist’s leer is foreign to his work save as an object of sarcam when he 
sees it on another’s face. ‘ Erotic’ subjects take on a purely coprologic form and 
he purposely presents them in a disgusting light, devoid of any sensual appeal, 
hire alh eLntial manure. This can be seen naost clearly m the last page of his 

D/sre«rse ro«rer«/»5 //<e OpcMhan, where a lover s a&^ 

tions are described with a realism and a serene mdecency “nly utter con- 
terpt could inspire. Thus, too. the Ucentious passages of the Di^esnen are 
simply studies in exact realism and admirably subserve the satirical effectiveness 
of tL^work as -a whole, for they add the nausea of disgust to the force of its 

invective.* 

The conflict of deliberate indiffetenee M with the loathing of dit- 

it fully aware, and though, at hat already been pointed out, the asnnn- 

laL’^of thei pettonalitiet mutt no. he Pty'* ““ f"’ ““j 
worthy that Stephen it refetted to at a motbid-mmded «hete and 
rmbryo philotophet’ and, after a charactentnc honnly by^5 ephen (a 
'he 5ng-in Hospital; the sqde here it in the .»nn« of Walter Pater) 


I. Emile Pons, Swift, Us annies dejeunesse. 
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THE RHYTHM OF ULYSSES 


In ki, earlier, au.obiogr.pUc novel A P„m,of,kAnA a. 

M„, James J^yce, .hroogl. the mouth of 

quahis Jii in his view, give aes.hedc beauq- to a work of am 

< 1 ^ nr ouo^ht to induce, an aesthetic 

It awakens, or ought to awaken, o prolonged and at last 

stasis, an ideal pity or an ideal terror, a ^ 
dissolved by what I call the rhythm or beauty. 

‘what is that exactly?’ asked Lynch. relation of part to part 

_ ‘Rhythm’, said Stephen, ‘is Jc wh^le to its part or parts or of any part 

in any aesthetic whole or of an aesmeti 

to the aesthetic whole ofwhich it is a part. 1 j- „ 

Ulysses is a complex of such ^!®“°“{^^j‘^of]JghtJ'inthecourseofa 
these are perceived permeance will gradually be- 

more attennve perusal their wmb P M. Valery 

ssSbrai“orLt~^^^^ 

while, the tttimber of stars seems to hav^ _ ^ 

One of the Nature’s method - is the 

Its apparent artifiaahty, aUusion in different parts of 

presentation of fragments of assimilated in the reader’s mind 

the work; these fragments ha ‘It is a truth perpetually,’ 

for him to amve at complete facts, lying in dis- 

as Herbert Spencer remarked, ^ hypodiesis is thrown 

order, begin to assume ,,, „ot so much ‘throtvn’ as 

among them. Several such hyp accumulated 

dUpomd avid, artfully 

I. Cf. Coleridge’s Essny aij ttie ^tion of parts, eacli to each, and of all to 

subsists in simultaneous intmtion o , , complacency, without intervenence, 

a whole; exciting an immediate an . f_ijcctual.’ This is a paraphrase of Pytha- 
therefore, of any interest, sensual ‘^."^ fmany to one’ which Aquinas prob- 
goras’s definition of Beauty ^ ther vuWmtuiinan tria reqiiiniiitiir etc.. 
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facts in Ulysses. Moreover, again following Nature’s method, Joyce de- 
picts only the present time and place of the times and places that arc 
passing, a rapid flux of images. ‘Hold to the now, the here, through 
which all future plunges into the past.’* It is for die reader to assemble 
die fragments and join the images into a band. 

Sometimes the thought of the moment, rising to the surface of the 
mind under the impact of some extcnial stimulus, is merely the echo of 
a name or fragment of a phnise. That, dicn, is all Joyce sets down. But, 
sooner or later, tlie reader will come upon a circumstance or diought 
which will explain the allusion implicit in the name or broken sen- 
tence. 

Thus, before setting out on Ids day’s wanderings, Mr Bloom examines 
his hat." 

The sweated legend in the crown of Ids liat told him mutely: Plasto’s high 
grade ha. He peeped quickly inside die Icadicr headband. Wldtc slip of paper. 
Quite safe. 

On the doorstep he felt in his hip pocket for the latchkey. Not dierc. In the 
trousers I left off. Must get it. Potato I have. 

The explanation of the 'white slip of paper’ comes only in a subse- 
quent episode. ‘His right hand came down into the bowl of his hat. His 
fingers found quickly a card behind the headband .and transferred it to 
Iris waistcoat pocket.’ Presently Mr Bloom visits a post ofilce. 

He handed the card through the brass grill. 

‘Arc there any letters for me?’ he asked. 

The card, we learn, is inscribed ‘Henry Flower’, the name adopted by 
Mr Bloom for liis correspondence with Martha Clifford. In a later epi- 
sode^ Mr Bloom is taking leave of Richie Goulding: ‘Well, so long. 
High grade. Card inside, yes.’ These fir.agmcnts would seem meaning- 
less to a reader who had forgotten the earlier passages; die broken 
phrases assume an order only when ‘an hypothesis is thrown .among 
them’. In the same way die allusion in ‘Potato I h<ave’ becomes clear 
only when the reader arrives at the ‘Circe’ episode and learns that it is 

a relic of poor mamma’, a ‘Potato Preservative against Plague and 
Pestilence’, a talisman, in fact. 

Similarly, after lunch,^ Mr Bloom thinks: ‘That wonder-worker if I 


1. Ulysses, page 175. 


2. page 49. 


3. page 272. 


4. page 275. 
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had.’ This cryptic regret is explahied many pages later^ where we find 
that the Wonderworker is a ‘thaumaturgic remedy’ designed to ‘insure 
instant relief’ from postprandial disorders. 

But, besides such small isolated correspondences, there are a number 
of diemes, generally stated in the early episodes (diose dealing nddi the 
morning hours of Stephen and Mr Bloom), which recur more or less 
frequendy throughout Ulysses. Some of these relate to esoteric theories, 
which wQl be dealt with later; a few are shared by both Stephen 
and Mr Bloom (several instances of this persistent, though uncon- 
scious, exchange of thoughts and impressions between them will 
be commented on in the coiurse of this study); the majority are con- 
cerned with their personal experiences, remarks, or events which have 
left an impress on the mind of each. Thereafter, a chance word, die 
glimpse of some apparendy irrelevant object, a sudden eddy of the 
stream of consciousness, will suffice to evoke die associated memory. 
The occasional obscurities in passages recording the silent mono- 
logue of Stephen and Mr Bloom are pardy due to the brusqueness 
and brevity of such allusions. Thus, in the episode (constructed 
on a musical pattern and dominated from beginning to end by musical 
forms and rhythms) which describes Mr Bloom’s belated lunch 
at the Ormond Restaurant, we find a fragment of silent monologue 
which, to a reader who has forgotten or ‘ skipped’ the relevant passages 
in earlier episodes, may well seem almost meaningless. Wlide Mr Bloom 
is having his meal in the restaurant, Mr Dedalus (Stephen’s father) is 
singing at the hotel piano the operatic ballad. When first I saw that form 
endearing. 

Tenors get women by the score. Increase their flow. Throw flower at Iiis 
feet when will we meet? My head it simply. Jingle all delighted. He can’t sing 
for tall hats. Your head it simply swurls. Perfumed for liim. What perfume 
does your wife? I want to know. Jing. Stop. Knock. Last look at mirror 
always before she answers the door. The hall. There? How do you? I do 
well. There? What? Or? Pliila of cachous, kissing comfits, in her satchel. Yes? 
Hands felt for the opulent. 

In the broken plirases of this monologue of Mr Bloom there are 
several indirect allusions to Blazes Boylan, Mrs Bloom s lover, who has 
an appointment with her for four o’clock. Mr Bloom, as usual, refrains 
from mentioning the name of Boylan, his bete noir. It is a little past four 
I. UJyMCi, page 682. 
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picts only the present time and place of the times and places that are 
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The explanation of the ‘white slip of paper’ comes only in a subse- 
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fingers found quickly a card behind the headband and transferred it to 
his waistcoat pocket.’ Presently Mr Bloom visits a post office. 


He handed the card through the brass grill. 
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The card, we learn, is inscribed ‘ Henry Flower’, the name adopted by 
Mr Bloom for his correspondence with Martha Chfford. In a later epi- 
sode^ Mr Bloom is taking leave of Richie Goulding: ‘Well, so long. 
High grade. Card inside, yes.’ These fragments would seem meaning- 
less to a reader who had forgotten the earlier passages; the broken 
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2. page 49. 


3. page 272. 
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had.’ This cryptic regret is explained many pages later'^ where we find 
that the Wouderworher is z ‘thaumaturgic remedy’ designed to ‘insure 
instant relief’ from postprandial disorders. 

But, besides such small isolated correspondences, there are a number 
of themes, generally stated in the early episodes (those de.iling avith the 
morning hours of Stephen and Mr Bloom), which recur more or less 
frequently throughout Ulysses. Some of these relate to esoteric dieories, 
which will be dealt tvith kcer; a few arc shared hy both Stephen 
and Mr Bloom (several instances of tliis persistent, though uneon- 
scious, exchange of thoughts and impressions between them will 
be commented on in the course of this study); the majority arc con- 
cerned with tlicir pcnonal experiences, remarks, or events avhich have 
left an impress on die mind of each. Thereafter, a chance word, die 
glimpse of some apparendy irrelevant object, a sudden eddy of the 
stream of consciousness, will suffice to evoke the associated memor)’. 
Tile occasional obscurities in passages rccordbg the sUent mono- 
logue of Stephen and Mr Bloom arc pardy due to the brusqucncss 
and brevity of such allusions. Thus, in the episode (constructed 
on a musical pattern and dominated from beginning to end by music.al 
forms and rhythms) which describes Mr Bloom’s belated lunch 
at the Ormond Restaurant, we find a fragment of silent monologue 
which, to a reader who has forgotten or ‘skipped’ die relevant passages 
in earlier episodes, may well seem almost mc.aninglcss. Wlulc Mr Bloom 
is having his mc.al in die restaurant, Mr DcAilus (Stephen’s father) is 
singing at the hotel piano the operatic ballad, Wliciijirst I saw that form 
cv.ilearitiy’. 

Tenors get women by the score. Increase didr flow. Throv,’ flower at liis 
feet v.Iicii will wc meet? My head it simply. Jingle all delighted. He can’t sing 
fT>r tall luts. Your head it simply swurh. Perfumed for him. What perfume 
dors your wife? I want to Imow. Jing. Stop. Knock. Last look at nii.Tor 
aUvays before she answers die door. Tlic hall. There? How do you? 1 do 
v eil. Tl.'fre? W’ii.it? Or? Phiia of mclions, lasting eornCts, in her satchel. Yes? 
Hands felt for the opulent. 

In the broken phrases of diis monologue of Mr Bloom there arc 
several indirect aOusions to Blares Boykin, Mn Bloom’s lover, who has 
an ayp.-i-n’snent vriih her far four o’clock. Mr Bloom, as usual, refrains 
fio:n mentioning the name of Boybn, his I':' voir, k is a liide past four 

J. L'i/.nw, pageOi-a. 
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o’clock and the latter, after some badinage with the bar-sirens ( Has 
he forgotten?’ Mr Bloom asks himself) has just driven off in a jingling 
jaunting-car to his rendezvous. The jingle of the car continues to echo 
in Mr Bloom’s brain, mingled sHth the voice of the singer as'arbling 
amorcso ‘Full of hope and all delighted’. Mr Bloom, thinks of the bonnes 
fortunes of tenors (the Dubliners’ remarkable cult of the operatic singer 
is discussed in the opening passage of my commentary on the Sirens )’, 
Boykin is by w.iy of being a singer as well as an impresario, though he 
can’t sing for t.ill hats’. They get women by the score (the musical word- 
pkiy is charactcrisdailly Joycean). A singer, Bartcll d’Arcy, was, it 
happens, one of Mrs Bloom’s c.irlicst admirers; ‘he commenced kissing 
me on the choir stairs’.^ *My hc.id it simply.’ Mr Bloom has received 
by the morning post a letter from his young daughter Milly. ‘There is a 
young student comes here ... he sings Boykin’s (1 was on the pop of 
writing Blazes Boylan’s) song .about those seaside girls.’ After reading 
the letter Mr Bloom hums the refrain of ‘Boykin’s song’. 


All dimpktl eheehs and curb, 

Yonr head it simply swirls. 

Seaside girls. Torn envelope. Hands stuck in his trousers’ pockets, jan'cy off 
for die day, singing. Friend of die family. Swurls, he says.... 

Those yrirls, those pirls, 

Those lonely seaside girls.^ 

His thought of women’s infatuarion for tenors has evoked Mr 
Bloom’s bugbear - via Milly’s allusion and a memory of the tom enve- 
lope on the bed (Boylan’s letter). ‘Jingle all delighted.’ The words Mr 
Dcdalus is singing blend with the vision of a gay don Juan on his jing- 
ling car. ‘Your head it simply swurls’ (‘swurls, he says’). ‘Perfumed 
for him. In the course of the morning Mr Bloom has procured for his 
wife, who likes that kind of literature, an erotic work endtled Sweets of 
Sin. Glancing through its pages he has read: ‘All the dollarbills her 
husband gave her were spent in the stores on wondrous gowns and 
costliest frillies. For him! For Raoul! ... Her mouth glued on his in a 
luscious voluptuous kiss while his hands felt for the opulent curves. . . .’ 
The for him of Mr Bloom’s soliloquy is a recall of this masterpiece of 

1. Ulysses, page 705. 


2. page 59. 
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the luscious- voluptuous. ‘Perfumed’ (a reference to Mrs Bloom’s phil- 
aromatic disposition: her husband, too, has a keen nose for odours) 
evokes another train of thought - his own mild counterpart of Marion’s 
infideUty, a letter he has received from the typist, Martha Clifford. 
(Moreover, die song Mr Dedalus is singing is from the opera Martha. 
‘Martha it is. Coincidence. Just going to write.’) She wrote: ‘Do tell 
me what kind of perfume does your wife use. I want to know.’ Mr 
Bloom recalls her letter almost verbatim. ‘What perfume does your 
wife? I want to know.’ The car stops with a jingling jerk before Mr 
Bloom’s house. ‘Jing. Stop. Knock.’ Here, as elsewhere, a martellato 
rhythm emphasizes Boylan’s masterful hammering on the lady’s door. 
In imagination, irrepressible now. Bloom visualizes his wife’s reception 
of Boylan, and his evocation of their eager greeting in the hall ends, 
appropriately enough, on an afterclang of the Sweets of Sin. 

Hundreds of other instances of the manner in which the eighteen 
episodes of Ulysses are interlocked, how a knowledge of each part is 
necessary for the understanding of the whole, will be found in the 
course of this study, and other reasons which led the author to adopt 
this unusual method of exposition wUl, it is hoped, become njanifest. 
For the purposes of the present chapter a brief description of the formal 
symmetry of the work may suffice, stating but not discussing the 
Homeric correspondences. 

Each episode of Ulysses has its Scene and Hour of the Day, is (with 
the exception of the first three episodes) associated with a given Organ 
of the human body,^ relates to a certain Art, has its appropriate Symbol 
and a specific Technic. Each episode has also a title, corresponding to a 
personage or episode of the Odyssey. Certain episodes have also their 
appropriate colour (a reference, as M. Larbaud has pointed out, to 
Catholic liturgy). The references are given in the table of the episodes 
on the next page. 

It win be observed that there is no corresponding ‘ Organ of the 
Body’ for the first three episodes. The explanation of this is probably 
tliat these episodes deal exclusively with the acts and thoughts of 
Stephen Dedalus, who, of the trinity of major personages appearing in 

I. Together these compose the whole body, which is thus a symbol of the struc- 
ture of Ulysses, a living organism, and of the natural interdependence of the parts 
between themselves. Blake uses a like symbolism in Jerusalem, where (as Mr Foster 
Damon points out) ‘Judah, Issachar and Zebulun represent the head, heart and 
loins of Luvali’ and Great Britain is similarly divided. 
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Ulysses (Mr Bloom, Ms ^vifc, and Stephen), represents the spiritual ele- 
ment; in the same way, for the last episode, which is wholly devoted to 
the meditation of Marian Bloom (whose symbol is the Earth), there is 
no corresponding Art for she is a manifestation of Nature herself, the 
antithesis of art. The manner in which die appropriate symbols, arts, 
etc., are associated wth the subject and teclmic of die episodes will be 
apparent when I come to discuss each episode individually. For the pre- 
sent it is sufficient to point out the symmetry of the technical structure; 
a prelude (corresponding to the Tclemachia of the Odyssey) of three 
episodes - (i) Narrative (young), (2) Catechism (personal), (3) Mono- 
logue (male); a central sccrion (the Odyssey proper) of thematic deve- 
lopment ending in the brothel scene, written in the dramatic form, the 
climax of the work; and a finale (the ‘Nostos' or ‘Return’) in tliree 
episodes balancing the prelude - (i) Narrative (old), (2) Catechism 
(impersonal), (3) Monologue (female). The central episode (the ‘Wan- 
dering Rocks’) is itself divided into eighteen short parts differing in 
theme and treatment, all interlocked by a curious technical device; thus 
reproducing in miniature the structure of the whole. 

Each episode, taken independently, has its internal rhythm; in one 
of the most remarkable in tMs respect, the episode of the ‘Sirens’, 
there is a specific musical analogy, the fugue; in the episode of the 
‘ Oxen of the Sun’, where tlie style is a linguistic counterpart of the 
development of the embryo, there is a continuously increasing flow of 
vitahty wMch ends in a word-dance of chpped phrases, argot, oaths, 
and ejaculations; a veritable loais classims of Impolite Conversation, 
wMch would have delighted the Dean of St Patrick’s. 

There could be no greater error dian to confuse the work of James 
Joyce with that of the harum-scarum school or the surrialiste group (to 
wMch some of the most brilliant of the younger French writers belong, 
or once belonged) whose particular trouvaille was a sort of automatic 
writing, no revision being allowed. To suppose that the subconscious 
can best be portrayed by direct action of the subconscious - that effect- 
ively to depict the state of drunkenness one should oneself be drunk - is 
mere naivete. It is your thin young man who best can drive fat oxen 
along the rocky road to Dublin, and the ‘subconscious’, elusive as an 
Indian snipe (but less appetizing), will fall only to the aim of an expert 
shikari. As for ‘firee verse’ - surely the words are incompatibles, like the 
juvenile slogan of free love - at its best it is no less artful and intricate 
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in its rhytlinis iJi.in an otic of Pindar, at its worst a mere spate of ver- 
biage. Witli tbc work of the inodcriiist jchoo! nuy be contrasted one 
ofjoyccs poems of the Ulystcs period. 

AlOST. 

Tl:r moon’s prcygolJen tnesb.es ii'.ikc 
A!) nii'ht a Veil, 

Tilt shorclamps in die sleeping lake 
Lal'iitnimi teiulnls trail. 

71ie sly rcetb svhisper to die night 
A name - her name - 
And all my soul is a deligiit, 

A sss'oori of {luinc. 

Ziirith, tpiS 

Tile touch of irony in the second stanrei, the aHusion to an anriertc 
myth (the sly reeds svhich betrayed Midas’s sliatiic to the world), is 
characteristic. 

James Joyce is, in faa, in die great tradition which begins widt 
Homer; like bis precursors he subjects his work, for all its wild vitality 
and seeming disorder, to a rule of disdplinc as severe as that of die 
Grech dramatists; indeed, the unities of Ulysses go far beyond the 
classic triad, they arc as manifold .and yet symmctric.al .as the dacd.al 
network of ncraxs and bloodstreams which pcrwidc die living organ- 
ism. 



chapter 3 


1. ‘ MET-HIM~PIKE-HOSES' 

In the first episode of Mr Bloom’s day (‘Calypso’) several themes are 
stated which will recur frequently throughout Ulysses, and it is char- 
acteristic of the Joycean method that one of the most important of these 
leitmotifs should be presented in a casual manner and a ludicrous con- 
text. Mrs Bloom has been reading in bed Ruby: the Pride of the Ring, a 
decidedly ‘kinetic’ work of art. She asks her husband what that word 
in the book means - ‘met liim pike hoses’. 

He leaned downward and read near her polished thumbnail. 

‘ Metempsychosis? ’ 

‘Yes. Who’s he when he’s at home?’ 

‘Metempsychosis,’ he said, frowning. ‘It’s Greek: from the Greek. That 
means the transmigration of souls.’ 

‘O, rocks!’ she said. ‘Tell us in plain words.’ 

Mr Bloom explains. ‘Some people beheve that we go on living in 
another body after death, that we lived before. They call it reincar- 
nation. That we all lived before on the earth thousands of years ago or 
on some other planet. They say we have forgotten it. Some say they 
remember their past hves.’ 

Later in the morning, when he is observing the timebaU on the Bal- 
last OfEce, the word ‘parallax’ (‘Inever exactly understood’) comes into 
his mind - it is one of the dozen or so words which haunt him through- 
out the day - and his own ignorance reminds him of her ‘met Ihm pike 
hoses she called it till I told her about the transmigration. O rocks! 
She’s right after all. Only big words for ordinary things on account of 
the sound.’ There are several other allusions to this big word- for ex- 
ample, in the ‘Sirens’ episode: ‘Met him pike hoses. Philosophy. O 
rocks!’ and in a later episode (‘Nausicaa’): ‘Metempsychosis. They be- 
lieved you could be changed into a tree from grief. Weepmg willow.’ 
In the scene at the Lying-in Hospital Mr Bloom ponders on ‘the won- 
derfully unequal faculty^ of metempsychosis’ possessed by medical 
students, and is amazed ‘that the mere acquisition of academic tides 
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should suffice to transform in a pinch of time these votaries ^l^jity mto 
exemplary practitioners.’ In the ‘Circe’ episode thespeme ofPaddy Dig- 
nam appears to Mr Bloom, who exclaims, ‘The voice is the voice o 
Esau’, and, to the question ‘How is that possible?’ the defunct Dignam 

answers ‘By metempsychosis. Spooks. ^ 

The passages indicate the persistence of the idea, or, rather, wor 
‘metempsychosis’, in Mr Bloom’s memory.^ But it is not only as one 
of Mr Bloom’s possessions that the doctrine of reincarnation is mentioned 
in Ulysses. Allusions, direct or indirect, to it are frequent, and as ^s is, 
in fact, one of the directive themes of the work, it seems desirable bneny 
to set out certain relevant aspects of this ancient and widely accepted 
intimation of immortahty. 


We start with a soul in physical life, we follow it through the experiences o 
life which develop all those innumerable memories and affections and ass(> 
ciations of thought which make up the person or personaUty in questioi^a 
something quite distinct, of course, from the body which is its v^cle). We 
perceive that personaUty proceeding next to enjoy a spiritual existence (for 
periods enormously outrunning the span of physical Ufe) and then we find it 
returning to a new eartli Ufe to gather in fresh experience.® 

For many people it will perhaps remain irrational to say that any person now 
Uving, with liis tecoUections bound by the years of his childhood, is the same 
individual as some one of quite a different nationality and epoch who lived 
thousands of years ago, or die same that will reappear after a similar lapse or 
time under some entirely new conditions in the future. But the feeling I am I 
is the same through the three Uves and through all the hundreds; for that feeling 
is more deeply seated than the feeling ‘I am John Smith, so high, so heavy, with 
such and such property and relations’. Is it inconceivable - as a notion in die 
mind - that John Smith, inheriting the gift of Tithonus, changing his name from 
time to time, marrying afresh every other generation or so, losing property 
here, coming into possession of property there, and getting interested as time 
went on in a great variety of pursuits - is it inconceivable that such a person m 
a few thousand years should forget aU circumstances connected with the present 
Ufe of John Smith, just as if the inddents of that Ufe for him had never taken 
place? And yet the Ego would be the same. If this is conceivable in the imagina- 
tion, what can be inconceivable in the individual continuity of an intemitleiit 

1. Another persistent motifis the phrase (invented by Tom Keman, one of the 
minor characters) ‘harking’ or ‘looking back in a kind of retrospective arrange- 
ment ’ , which has an obvious affinity with the ‘ metempsychosis ’ theme. 

2. A. P. Sinnett, The Growth of the Soul, page 56. Cf. Stephen’s epilogue in the 
Portrait: ‘I go to encoimter for the millionth time the reality of experience ...’ 
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life, interrupted and renewed at regular intervals, and varied with passages 
tlurough a purer existence?* 

Thus forgetfulness of past existences, a partial or complete loss of 
concrete knowledge acquired in tliem, is explained by the periods of 
‘repose’ which the soul enjoys between mundane existences, periods 
which may extend over thousands of years. 

Moreover, just as the soul passes through a rhythmic series of what 
theosophists, employing tliose ‘big words’ wliich Mrs Bloom so much 
detested, style mani’antara and pralaya, the days and nights of Brahma, 
alternate periods of activity and repose,* so nations and civilizations are 
bom, die, reappear, and disappear. ‘There is a geometry that applies to 
nations an equation of their curve of advance.’ The life of an individual 
is reflected in a nation’s life and, as the individual soul, so the spirit of a 
people may accomplish reincarnation in new conditions, a new habitat. 
(There is also, of course, the axiom that, if time and the universe are 
limitless, every finite set of conditions - ours today, for instance, on 
our own little planet - must somewhere, somewhen, be exactly repro- 
duced. Mr Bloom may be alluding to this when he says, ‘We all lived 
before on the earth thousands of years ago or on some other planet. ’) 

That these conceptions and their corollaries have an important place 
in the highly complex structure of Ulysses will become apparent when 
I come to deal with the Homeric correspondences and historical analo- 
gies.® References to the eternal recurrence of personalities and tilings 
abound in Ulysses and many of the obsairer passages can be readily 
understood if this fact be borne in mind. Indeed, the book itself, the 
record of a day in a man’s hfe, is a synthetic illustration of ‘life’s little 
day’, the interval between two periods of darkness and repose. It is a 
commonplace of esoteric thought that in sleep we are in communi- 
cation with that higher plane where, after death, the Ego reposes and 
renews itself before a new descent into the flesh. In fact, the corres- 
pondence between the waking state and life, between sleep and death, 
may be more than a poetic analogy {pace tna. Dr Freud), for, if the time 
and space categories be excluded, we find that all phases of consciom- 
ness are coexistent. ‘Time and change are merely conducive to the 

1. A. P. Sinnett, Esoteric Buddhism, page 209. 

2. Both iitani’anlara and pralaya are mentioned in the coune of Ulysses. Further 
reference to them will be found in my commentary on the ‘ Proteus ’ episode. 

3. See Chapter 4 of this Introduction. 
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advance of knowledge qua any given centre of consciousness localize 
at one point of space at the moment under consideration. 

Stephen, in his silent monologue, frequently alludes to such belieu, 
often ssddi characteristic irony, as when he parodies the theosophic 
practice of using initials for names. ‘Dunlop, Judge, the noblest Roman 
of them all, A.E., Arval, tlie Name Ineffable, in heaven hight, K.H., 

their master,^ whose identity is no secret to adepts The life esoteric 

is not for ordinary' person. O.P. must work off bad karma first. Else- 
where there is a burlesque description of a spiritualistic seance and the 
droning Pah polysyllables of the adepts. 

He stated that lie was now on the path of pralaya or return. ... Their abodes 
were equipped with every modem home comfort such as talafana, alavatar, 
hatakalda, wataklasat. . . . He exhorted all who were still at the wrong side ot 
Maya to acknowledge the true path, for it was reported in devamc circles that 
Mars and Jupiter were out for mischief on the eastern angle where the ram has 
power. ... 

Yogibogeybox in Dawson chambers, his Unveiled. Their P.ih book we tried 
to pawn. Crossleggcd under an umbrel umbershoot he thrones an Aztec logos, 
fimetioning on astral levels, their ovenoul, mahamahatma. 

Tradition, the Deity, esoterism - all these ‘ abstruosities’ are roughly, 
mockingly handled by Stephen; yet, behind the mockery, there is a 
latent fear. Thus, in discussing the Eucharist with Cranly,^ he says, 
wholly sincere for once: ‘I imagine that there is a malevolent reahty 
behind those tilings I say I fear.’ He admits to Cranly that he can be 
shocked by blasphemy; and it is because his faith persists (once a Catho- 
hc always a Cathohe) that the Black Mass of* Circe’ has such tragic viru- 
lence and Stephen’s blasphemies such intensity. ‘History’, Stephen says, 
‘is a nightmare from which I am trying to awake.’ God is for him ‘a 
noise in the street’, the hammer-hurler, the ineffable ‘Citizen’ of the 
‘Cyclops’ episode^ hypostasized. Of ‘the imp hypostasis’, too, Stephen 
is wary. From all these perils of the soul, theocratic, esoteric, historical, 
he would insulate himself by a mail of silken scorn. The transcendental 
casts a comic image in his ‘mocking mirrors’,^ troubled pools of bathos; 
the greater the theme, the greater the parody. 

1. K.H. is Koot Hoomi, Mme Blavatsky*s invisible mentor and Mahatma. 

2. A Portrait o f the page 287. 

3- The Citizen was champion of all Ireland at putting the shot. 

4- See Utysses, pages 28 and 539. * Averroes and Moses Maimonides flashing in 
their mocking mirrors the obscure soul of the world.’ Thus, too, another Irish- 
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Stephen watches the tidal flow on the Dublin foreshore: ‘Under the 
upswelling tide he saw the writhing weeds lift languidly and sway reluc- 
tant arms, hising up their petticoats, in wliispering water swaying 

and iiptuming coy silver fronds Lord, they are weary and, whispered 

to, tliey sigh. Saint Ambrose heard it, sigh of leaves and waves ’ In 

this passage there is a deliberate ‘false note’, a fragment from the ribald 
refrain rasped out by Buck Mulhgan as he hewed the breakfast bread: 

For old Mary Ann 
She doesn’t care a damn, 

But, hising up her petticoats ... 

Similar discrepancies of sentiment inform another passage, this time 
in the de Quincey manner,^ where a fragment from ‘Boylan’s song' 
(about the pretty little seaside girls) and the red triangle on Bass’s beer 
are worked into a celestial vision of the ‘wonder of metempsychosis, the 
everlasting bride’, the constellation Virgo, shining from the deserted 
heavens. 

Stephen is aware of the continuity of his self under the modality of 
temporal forms. ‘I, entelechy, form of forms, am I by memory because 
under everchanging forms.’ He leaves the sentence unfinished, but it is 
clear that he is alluding to the theory expounded by Mr Sinnett: ‘the 
feehng “I am I” is the same ... through all the hundreds (of lives).’ 

It must not be forgotten that Joyce regarded aesthetic beauty as a 
stasis; kinetic art, pomographical or didactic, is, for him, improper art. 
The artist does not, like the rhetorician, seek to convince, to instruct, or 
to disgust. He treats his subject-matter, grotesque or transcendental (or 
both at once), as he finds it. The value, for him, of facts or theories has 
little or no relation to their moral itnplications or their ultimate validity 
(if any). Ulysses is not a theosophi'c tract. 

In the ‘Shakespeare’ episode A.E. ‘oracles out of his shadow: “Art 
has to reveal to us ideas, formless spiritual essences. The supreme ques- 
tion about a work of art is out of how deep a life does it spring.’” Mr 
Russell’s oracular dictum is at the opposite pole from James Joyce’s con- 
ception of aesthetic beauty. Wilde’s ‘All art is perfectly useless’ is prob- 
ably nearer Joyce’s standpoint. If, therefore, we find that the esoteric 

man, Bernard Sliaw, was probably at his most serious when he seemed to play the 
mountebank; Oscar Wilde, perhaps, too, in his paradoxes. 

I. Ulysses, page 396. 
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framework on whicli U/}'i5e5 is based should at times be exposed to deri- 
sion or alluded to in a comic context, the explanation of diis seeming in- 
congruity may be found in aesthetic necessity. The author has no philo- 
sophical axe to grind, and he has a strong sense of humour; Truth is not 
necessarily Beauty (often as not she is, as the Bishop said of the lady in 
the street, an eyesore), nor should an artist, by seeking to persuade, 
usurp the propagandist’s role. 

Shakespeare, like the author of Ulysses, rendered ample justice to the 
comic spirit; the toe of the peasant, as Hamlet knew, comes near the 
heel of the courtier and the ‘understanding gendemen o’ the ground 
insisted on their rights - quite as vahd, indeed, as a Gregers Werle s 
‘claim of the ideal’. Besides the aesthetic reasons wliich account for the 
dehberate bathos of certain passages in Ulysses, there is the absolute 
justification for the ludicrous and the obscene (the two are, and always 
have been, closely allied) that symboheaUy these are no whit less sigm- 
ficant than the noble emotions of, for instance, that Celtic twiBght in 
which so many Irish bards and reviewers delight to ‘ dream their dreamy 
dreams’. The idea of reincarnation may be symboHzed as well by the 
digestive processes as by the universal cycles of yralaya and mdiifunMM 
of our vegetative universe, wliich ‘opens like a flower from the earth s 
centre. In which is Eternity’. 

But the theory of recurrence in the affairs of men and nations is 
not pecuhar to mystical thinkers; it appears as an empirical deduc- 
tion from the facts of history, rather than as an a priori dogma, in the 
works of the Itahan philosopher Vico (that ‘practical roundheaded 
Neapolitan’, as Mr Samuel Beckett describes him), whose Scietiza 
ntiovct appeared some two hundred years ago. The Viconian theory is of 
special interest to those who follow Joyce beyond Ulysses to his last 
work, Finnegans Wake, which is partly based on the historical speculations 
of Vico. Briefly, that theory is an extended and almost literal applica- 
tion of the saying: history repeats itself’, and the Ecclesiast’s words; 

Is there anything whereof it may be said. See, this is new? It hath been already 
of old time, which was before us 

The wind goeth toward the south, and tumeth about unto the north; it 
whirleth about continually, and the wind retumeth again according to his 
circuits. 

All the rivers run into the sea; yet the sea is not full: unto the place whence the 
rivers come, thither they return again. 
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Vico held that there is a recurrent cycle in human ‘progress’, as in 
the movement of the stars. Societies begin, continue, and have an end 
according to fixed and universal laws. Every nation passes through three 
ages - the divine, the heroic, and the human. The prelude and aftermath 
of each cycle is complete disintegration, brought about by the indis- 
cipline and egoism of the concluding stages of a ‘human’ regime. The 
discoveries of the preceding civilized epoch are almost obliterated and 
man reverts to a brutish state, till once again he hears the voice of God, 
the hammer-hurler, speaking in the thunder and relearns the begiiuiing 
oT wisdom. The goal of human effort is a resolution of the conflict be- 
tween good and evil; after each epoch of dissolution and reconstruction, 
a fragment of the advance gained by the spent wave is conserved, for 
there is a slowly rising tide in human history and the struggle is not 
naught availing.^ Vico contemplated the writing of an ‘ideal and time- 
less history, in which all the actual liistories of all nations should be 
embodied’. (The Wake is, in one of its many aspects, a realization of 
Vico’s project.) National heroes were, for him, not so much pre- 
eminent individuals, accidentally bom out of their due time, as the 
embodiment of actual tendencies of their nations as a whole. They were 
led rather than leaders. Thus, as the past renews itself and civilizations 
rise and wane, the figures of antiquity will, mutatis mutandis, be repro- 
duced. It does not, of course, follow that each avatar of a hero of legend- 
ary times \vill attain equal eminence. A Nestor may reappear as an 
elderly pedagogue, a Circe as the ‘Madam’ of a one-horse brothel. As 
the cycle of historj' turns the light of fame may touch now one, now 
anotlier, facet of the whole. But there will always be a substantially 
exact reproduction, a recall, of a set of circumstances which have already 
existed and of those personalities who, in a remote past, expressed better 
dian their fellows the spirit of their age. It ^v^ll be seen in the following 
chapter, wliich deals widi the early liistory of Ireland and the Homeric 
era, diat in Ulysses may be found, associated with the metempsychosis 
modf, the germ of that ultimate application of the Viconian hypodicsis 
which lies at the root of Fiiiiiegatis Wake. 

I. I doubt if the endorsed Vico’s optimistic belief in ‘proftress’, 

though Mr Bloom, promoter of ‘improvement all round’, and wishful thinker, 
would certainly approve. 
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2. THE SEAT OF SOLOMON 

It has been suggested that the presentation of the mind of each person- 
age in Ulysses and its past hbtory by die Joycean method of fragment- 
ary revelation corresponds to the manner in which Nature herself dis- 
poses the clues to her discovers-. The consequences of universal law lie 
scattered before our eyes in apparent confusion. Most of us, limiting 
our interest to die immediately pracrical, make little attempt to arrange 
these facts or discover the secret of their disposidon: priiiitim vii'cre..-- 
Only the curious philosopher obscrs'cs and records them on the tablets 
of memory- or, for greater surety, in ample notebooks. It is possible to 
read Ulysses as most of us read die book of life, uncrirically, forgetfully-, 
following the line of least resistance; and, though a greater vigilance 
would afford a richer pleasure in perusal, the casu.al reader will reap a 
reward proportionate to his effort. The gourmand who cannot distin- 
guish a venerable Yquem from a rougli, unchronicled Graves, may yet 
enjoy his repast and rise from it plcas.andy elated. But the bliss of ignor- 
ance is a short and sorry- affair beside the subde delectation of die con- 
noisseur. The slow ascent of die tree of knowledge is not labour lost; 
it is from the topmost branches, unseen by followers of the beaten 
track, diat its choicest fruits depend. 

Ulysses is a book of life, a microcosm which is a small-scale replica of 
the universe, and the methods which lead to an understanding of the 
latter will provide a solution of the obscurities in Ulysses. It may- be 
assumed diat our knowledge of the macrocosm is based on the asso- 
ciation of ideas; in fact, the syllogism is no more dian that. In their 
crudest form such associations, used as the basis of a cosmogony, lead 
on to magic. Indeed, all knowledge is ultimately magical, for it derives 
from inexplicable facts, die laws of uniformity and causation. Early 
observers saw a connexion between the tides and the movement of the 
moon, die moist star upon whose influence Neptune’s empire stands’, 
and inferred a magic sy-mpadiy between moon-goddess and sea-lord. 
Later, according to die materialistic method of explaining obsairiim per 
ohscurius, that sympathy’ is described as an ‘attraction’.^ But, whatever 

I. We arc ready enough to detect the verbalism of medieval theologians, y-ct 
personification and deification arc in reality as rife today as ever. “Forces’- now 
play the part of the qiialilatcs occuUac.’ Mauthner, Krilik dcr Spmhe. 
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explanation may find favour with the mages of the moment, it will 
always he based on the miracle of recurrence and an empirical induc- 
tion from the apparent uniformity of experience. 

Our belief that the miracle will eternally renew itself depends largely * 
on the greatest of inductions, the law of causation. That law and its 
corollaries are the averred basis of mystical philosophy, from the teach- 
ings of esoteric Buddhism and the medieval mystics to their modem 
development in the theosophical school. It is impossible to grasp the 
meaning of Ulysses, its symbolism and the significance of its leitmotifs 
without an understanding of the esoteric theories which underhe the 
work. We must look beneath the surface realism, the minutiae of local 
colour, the vulgarity and occasional obscenity of its characters, if we 
are to find a clue to the mystery, a thread of Ariadne to guide a modem 
Theseus through its labyrinth.^ 

A hint of the direction in which we must look to find the hidden 
trend of the long soliloquies of the Jew, Mr Bloom, and his spiritual 
son, Stephen Dedalus, may be found in their frequent references to the 
East, its occult sciences and the oriental sources of all religion. At a 
dramatic moment, when Mr Bloom is being taunted by a nationalist 
with his Jewish descent, the usually pradent hero is goaded to retalia- 
tion. 

‘Mendelssohn was a jew and Karl Marx and Mercadante and Spinoza. And 
the Saviour was a.jew and his father was a jew. Your God.’ 

‘He liad no father,’ says Martin. ‘That’ll do now . . . ’ 

‘Whose God?’ says the citizen. 

‘Well, his uncle was a jew,’ says he. ‘Your God was a jew. Christ was a jew 
like me.’ 

In die first episode where Mr Bloom appears, his thoughts are directed 
by a perpetual Drang nach Osten. Walking the Dublin streets he pictures 
himself ‘somewhere in the cast: early morning: set off at dawn travel 
round in front of the sun’. Later in the morning he muses: ‘the far 
cast. Lovely spot it must be: the garden of the world, big lazy leaves to 
float on Flowers of idleness ... Water-lilies.’ This episode (the second 

1. ‘It must not be thought th.it interpretations of this kind arc forced and 
nothing more than tltc conjectures of ingenious men; when tve consider the great 
wisdom of antiquity and how much Homer excelled in intellectual pnidcncc, and 
in an accurate knowledge of every virtue, it must not be denied that he has 
obscurely indicated the images of things of a more disinc nature in tlic fiction o( 
a fable.' Porphyry, On the Cave of the Nymphs (trans. Thomas Taylor). 
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of Mr Bloom’s Odyssey) is cntidcd the ‘Lotus-eaters’, and its texture 
is infiiscd svith a sense of the symbolical, narcotic, religious significance 
of the lotus flower. 

The louts, the sacred flower of the Egyptians, as well as the Hindus, is the 
symbol of Homs as it is that of Bralima. No temples in Tibet or Nepaul sic 
found vrithout it; and the meaning of tliis symbol is extremely suggestive. The 
sprig of lilies placed in the hand of the archangel who offers them to the Virgin 
Mary, in the pictures of the Annunciation, have in llidr esoteric s)Tnbolisin pre- 
cisely the same meaning.^ 

The peculiarity of the lotus is that its seeds contain, even before 
germination, perfeedy formed leaves, the miniature of the perfected 
plant. Thus the lotus- is the natural emblem of the saying of Paracebus. 
all colours and all elements arc present in everything’, and Shellc) s 
‘AH is contained in each’. ^ 

Many other illustrations of the eastering trend of Mr Blooms 
thoughts wtU be found in the course of diis study. Stephen Dcdalus, 
whose intellect is always awake, watchful for associations (unlike Mt 
Bloom, who rarely pauses to analyse the content of his thoughts), is 
aware that the ‘call of the east’ is die voice of Godhead; the cast is the 
birthplace of a lore of drugs’, of Avcrrocs and Moses Maimonides, the 
site of that garden city ‘Edcnville’, home of Heva, naked Eve, belly 
without blemish, bulging big, a buckler of taut vellum, no, white- 
heaped com, orient and immortal, standing firom everlasting to ever- 
lasting’.® 

The tapestry of Ulysses is woven in strands of mystical religion and, 
for readers who would explore the maze of this ‘chaffering allincJuding 
most farraginous chronicle’ (as the author, speaking for the nonce vath 
the voice of Carlyle, describes his work) and appreciate the subdedes 
of its pattern, some acquaintance with the cosmology on which it b 
based seems indispensable. 

The Smaragdine Table of Hermes Trismegistus is one of the most 
ancient and authoritative records of occultism. The inscription begins: 

I. Bla^ratsky, Isis Unveiled, vol. i, page 91. 

?■ , ^ lotus-lily. In my commentary on the 'Lotus-eaters 

Gree^fi'^' ^ ambiguity of the word ‘lotus* as used by Homer and 

^ in the 'Third Century’ of that noblest and perhaps 

in § 3 of mystics, Thomas Traherne. The passage is quoted cxtctiso 
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It is truest and most certain of all things. 

That which is above is as that which is below, and that which is below is as 
that which is above, to accomplish the one thing of all most wonderful 

In diagrammatic form this axiom is shown as two triangles inter- 
locked, the one pointing upwards, the other downwards: the figure 
known as Solomon’s Seal. ‘This means that all that exists, from the 
smallest imaginable atom, contains within itself all the elements, the 
entire processus of the whole universe.’^ ‘There is no line to be drawn 
in Nature between important things that it is worthwhile for her laws 
to pay attention to, and others which are insignificant and fit to be left 
to chance. The earth’s attraction operates equally on a microbe and a 
mastodon, and the chemical afiinity that holds together the elements of 
the ocean is not permitted to neglect those of the smallest drop of dew.’^ 
‘Human affairs are so intensely entangled that it looks as if we must say 
- all or nothing; either every act, to the smallest, must be automatic and 
inevitable, or there is no prearranged course of events and no regular 
working out of Karma at all.’® The law of destiny, an application of the 
law of causation, is an axiom of esoteric doctrine. Similarly, the asso- 
ciated law of the conservation of energy on the physical plane has its 
counterpart in a law of the conservation of spiritual forces or personal- 
ities. For mind, like matter, is indestructible. All that exists has already 
existed and will always exist; creation and destruction are both impos- 
sible; a flux of transformation pervades the universe but nothing can 
ever be added to it or taken away from it. Admitting, then, that human 
personality, the soul, exists, since ex nihilo mini fit, it must have always 
existed, it can never cease to exist. As Stephen Dedalus remarks (page 
35), ‘From before the ages He willed me and now may not will me 
away for ever. A lex eterna stays about Him.’ This lex eteriia is, for esoteric 
thinkers, the law of Karma. 

It is the keystone of the edifice, the explanation and justification of the my- 
stery of life. What, then, is this law of Karma? Tlie Law, without exception, 
which rules the whole universe, from the invisible, imponderable atom to the 
suns; firom the infusoria to the highest gods of the celestial hierarchy or evolu- 
tion, macrocosm of our human hierarchy and evolution; and this law is that 
every cause produces its effect, without any possibility of delaying or annulling 

1. A. Amould, Les Croyancesfondamentaks dit Bouddhisme, page 42. 

2. A. P. Sinnett, The Growth of the Soul, page 125. 

3. ibid., page 137. 
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that effect, once the cause begins to operate. The law of causation is cverj'where 
supreme. This is the law of Karma; Karma is the inevitable link between cause 
and effect; applied to human destiny, this means that every man ^ 
has sown, neither more nor less, and, in his passage through earthly e, ' ^ 
reap every grain of that harvest - tares or com, nettles or roses. ... ^ ^ ^ ^ 
acclaim the notion of a God, kind-hearted, indulgent, who is touche > 
tears and prayers, who will forgive us our sins or fiilfil our desires, if we s 
humour Him. But there is no such God. ... For better or for worse no man may 
escape his Karma.^ 


This doctrine does not necessarily involve the acceptance of a pet 
sonal fatality, or determinism, for in our present life we may, by an 
effort towards amelioration, by our personal attitude towards the Karma 
which we cannot escape, build up merit for subsequent existence. 
Thus, if the just man suffer in his present life, the causes of his misery e 
in a past existence, and his merit in this hfe will assuredly produce iK 
effect in his next incarnation. The theory of reincarnation and Karma, it 
may be noted, makes a strong appeal to the human ideal of justice, ^ 
‘eternity of woe’ seems an ^together excessive penalty for even the 
worst malefactors, and permanent bhss a reward out of proportion » a 
brief life of virtue. If we are to assume any sort of fair play in die 
scheme of things, it is difficult to see any other solution which will bring 
eternity to terms with the allotted three score years and ten wherem 
man shapes his destiny. 

Stress is laid by initiates on the omnipotence and ubiquity of the law 

of causation. Not a sparrow falls to the ground ‘Nothing’, Ehphas 

Levi has observed, in allusion to the claims of astrology, ‘is indifferent 
in Nature; a pebble more or less upon a road may crush or profoundly 
alter the formnes of the greatest men and even of the greatest empires; 
much more, then, the position of a particular star cannot be indifferent 
to the destinies of the child who is being bom, and who enters by the 
fact of his birth into the universal harmony of the sidereal world. This 
dictum is quoted not to justify the pretensions of astrologists but to illu- 
strate the extreme view of certain occnilt thinkers respecting so-called 
accidents’. Mote plausible is the hypothesis of a fixed relation between 
the micro- and macro-cosm, Blake’s ‘grain of sand’^ and the umverse, 

1. A. Amould, Les Croyaiices fondaiiienlales dii Boiiddhisme. 

2. There is a remarkable anticipation of Blake’s famous couplet in the ‘Second 
Centiny ’ of Thomas Traherne: ‘ Suppose a river, or a drop of water, an apple or a 
sand, an ear of com, or an herb; God knoweth infinite excellencies in it mote than 
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or Eckhart’s ‘The meanest thing diat one knows in God - for instance, 
if one could understand a flower as it has its being in God - this would 
be a higher thing than the whole world!’ 

Dans une mort d’insectc on voit tons Ics desastres, 

Un rond d’azur snffit pour voir passer les astres.* 

‘That which is below is as that which is above/ Nothing is common 
or unclean but thinking makes it so.- Ulysses is like a great net let down 
from heaven including in the infinite variety of its take the magnificent 
and the petty, the holy and the obscene, interrelated, mutually sym- 
bolic. In this story of a Dublin day we have an epic of mankind. For 
such exact and scientific use of symbolism the nearest parallel to Ulysses 
is in die prophetic books of Blake. All truth, indeed, as Count Keyser- 
ling has pointed out, is ultimately symbolic. This must not be taken to 
mean merely that the artist is justified in fixing an arbitrary set of sym- 
bols to give life to his cosmology; it implies that, like the seed of the 
lotus or the grain of sand, the smallest particle of creation bears widiin 
it the secret of the whole. The same laws of causation, evolution, 
metempsychosis, are valid throughout. The part is a paradigm of the 
whole and the growth of an embryo illustrates the evolution of the 
race. ‘We must find out and examine the vertues of things by way of 
similitude.’ Resemblances are not accidental, and what we term acci- 
dents are part of the activity of cosmic growth, and as essential as its 
normal processes. Thus, speaking of the ‘errors’ of Shakespeare, ‘the 
greatest creator after God’, Stephen Dedalus remarks; ‘A man of genius 
makes no mistakes. His errors are volitional and are the portals of dis- 
covery.’® Thus it is that in variations from the normal we may often 

we: He seeth how it relateth to angels and men; how it representeth all His attri- 
butes; how it conduceth in its place, by the best of means to the best of ends: and 
for this cause it cannot be beloved too much, God the Author and God the End is 
to be beloved in it: Angels and men are to be beloved in it; and it is highly to be 
esteemed for aU their sakes. O what a treasure in every sand when truly trader- 
stood!’ 

1. Rostand, Chauteckr. 

2. Cf. Blake’s view that ‘Everything that lives is holy’. ‘Man has no body dis- 
tinct ftonfhis soul; for that called Body is a portion of the Soul discern’d by the 
five Senses, the chief inlets of Soul in this age.’ Contempt of the carnal, exaggerated 
‘soul-consciousness’, is the mark of the moral snob; Blake knew better than to 
regard the Body as an unruly servant to be ‘kept in its place’. 

j. ‘Tire Errors of a Wise Man make your Rule 

Rather than the Perfections of a FooL’ 



54 INTRODUCTION 

detect the trend of creative evolution. The interprcLition of what seems 
arbitrary, erroneous, or haphazard and the scientific use of so-called un- 
scientific methods arc, in fact, portals of discovery. 

Again, speaking of Shakespeare, Stephen remarks: 

He returns after a life of absence to that spot of earth where he was bom, 
where he has .always been, man and boy, a silent witness. ... Maeterlinck says: 
IJ Socrates Icaoc his house today he will find the sa^c seated on his doorstep. IJ Judas 
go forth tonight it is to Judas his steps will tend. Every life is many days, day after 
day. We walk through ourselves, meeting robbers, ghosts, giants, old men, 
young men, wives, widows, brothcrs-in-lovc. But always meeting ourselves.* 

Thus Mr Bloom: ‘So it returns. Thhik you’re escaping and run into 
yourself. Longest way round is the shortest way home.’ Later (in the 
Circe episode) Stephen, partially intoxicated, playnng ‘a series of 
empty fifths on the brothel piano, expounds die ritual perfection of the 
fifth. 


The reason is because the fundamental and die dominant are separated by the 
greatest possible interval wliicli ... is the greatest possible ellipse. Consistent 
with. The uldinate return. The Octave. Wliich . . . What went forth to the ends 
of the world to traverse not itself. God, the sun, Shakespeare, a commercial 
traveller, having itself traversed in reality itself becomes diat self. Wait a mo- 
ment. Wait a second. Damn that fellow’s noise in the street." Self wliich it itself 
was ineluctably preconditioned to become. Ecco! 

The longest way round is the shortest way home. To find ourselves 
we must first lose our way. The road of excess , . , 

Thus the growth of the soul, the process of self-realization, may be 
ultoiately due to the ‘errors’ of the individual, his growing-pains. 
Friction between the self and its surroundings generates drought; in- 
deed consciousness itself is a consequence of non-adaptation - a view 
wWch has been admirably resumed by M. Paul Valery in a sequence of 
aphorisms. 


Lhonme a tire tout ce qui le fait Itomine, des dcfectuositds de son systeme. 

L msuffisance d adaptation, Ics troubles de son accommodation, I’obligation 
de subtr ce qu’il a appele irrationnel. 


is caUed a circle because it seeks itself, and is itself sought, finds itsel 

revert tn it the imtional soul imitates a straight line, since it docs no 

revert to itself hkc a circle.’ Olympiodonis. 

vote ofGotjtpit^to^Z^ * 
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II les a sacrds, il y a vu la ‘m^lancolie’, I’indice d’un age d’or disparu ou le pres- 
sentiment de la divinitd et la promesse. 

Toute Emotion, tout sentiment est une marque de defaut de construction ou 
d adaptation. Choc non compense. Manque de ressorts ou leur alteration. 

.l^outer a cela I’adaptation artifidelle - developpement de la conscience et de 
I’intclligence. 

Quelle etrange consequence. La recherche de I’emotion, la fabrication de 
I’emorion; chercher a faire perdrela tete, k troubler, a renverser ... 

Et encore: pourquoi y a-t-il des emotions physiologiques (sans quoi la nature 
se perdrait)? Necessite de perdre I’esprit, ou de voir partiellement, ou de former 
un monde fantastique - sans quoi le monde finirait! - Amour. 

Les fonctions finies conscientes contre la vie. 

La non-adaptation finale. . . . 

Nothing in creation is irrelevant; our ‘errors’ are more than the 
blundering gestures of some instinctive desire; they are part of the 
scheme of tilings, incidents on the long way round which we must 
travel to meet ourselves; they are - to use one of Stephen’s favourite 
words - ineluctable. Some critics of Ulysses, while accepting the work 
as a whole, accuse defects in this passage or that, in the technique of one 
episode or another, and blame the author for leading us round un- 
necessary detours; it is often (as will be demonstrated in the course of 
this commentary) precisely in the offending passages that the text is at 
its most significant. For no passage, no phrase in Ulysses is irrelevant; 
in this grain of sand, this banal day in the life of an inglorious Dubliner, 
we have a complete picture of the human situation, and a clinical 
analysis of that shin-disease of Gaea Tellus (heroine of the concluding 
episode) which we call Life. 


3. THE OMPHALOS 

‘The Ancients placed the astral soul of man, the 'Iimx*} self-con- 
sciousness, in the pit of the stomach. The Brahmans shared this belief 

with Plato and other philosophers The navel was regarded as ‘the 

circle of the sun’, the seat of internal divine light.’^ Similarly, Hermes 
Trismegistus held that the midst of the world’s body is exactly beneath 
the centre of heaven, and Robert Fludd has written: Muiidi circularis cen- 


I. Isis Unveiled, xlv. 
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tram csl terra: liaiiiana aero rotuiiditas pwictiim ccntralc cst scctmdam qiio^em 
ill umhilico. This portion of the body, the navel, has, partly for synibo c 
reasons, been associated by esoteric asTitcrs with the source ofprophenc 
inspiration, as when the Pythia was styled aeiilriloqiia antes. In Ulysses c 
fact of birth, a link in the chain of lives, and its attendant circum 
stances play an important part, for these are held to symbolize tic 
return to consciousness of the individual soul at reincarnation. The ques 
tion of heredity will be discussed under the beading Paternity , for 
the present it is sufficient to point out that the fact of physical parentage 
docs not create any autlicntic spiritual link between father and son - a 
point which is insisted on in several passages of Ulysses. The soul reborn 
is spiritually distinct from both father and mother of the child; it is 
linked up by a bond, closer than diat of birth or atavism, with its pre- 
incamations, and an uninterrupted chain of existences on the immaterial 
plane. 

In what is for an understanding of the esoteric side of Ulysses pet- 
haps the most important episode of all, ‘Proteus’, wc find the follow- 
ing passage in Stephen’s silent monologue. 

The cords of all link back, strandentwining cable of all flesh. That is wliy my- 
stic monks. Will you be as gods? Gaze in your omphalos. Hello. Kindi here. Put 
me on to Edcnvillc. Alcph, alpha; nought, nought, one. 

Spouse and helpmate of Adam Kadmon: Heva, naked Eve. She had no navel. 
Gaze. Belly without blemish, bulging big, a buckler of taut vellum, no, wliite- 
heaped' com, orient and immortal, standing from everlasting to everlasting. 

The tone of this passage, half mocking, half intense, is characteristic 
of the conversation and soliloquies of Stephen Dedalus, ‘Kinch, die 
knifeblade’, sceprical even of his scepticism. It is illustrative also of the 
way in which his train of thought proceeds, by associations rather than 
by inferences (though Stephen, when he chooses, can bandy dialectic 
with the best). The reflections which 1 have cited were inspired by the 
sight of two midwives ambling seawards; Stephen’s sequence of thought 
is: navel, umbilical-cord, cable, telephone. The umbilical telephone^ 
extends back to Eden, to Eve the navelless and her spouse, Adam Kad- 
mon (the kabalistic first man). The image of the ‘buckler of taut 

1. Stephen is probably thinking of: ‘Thy beUy is like a heap of wheat set about 
with lilies*, Sohnwn*s Sotig, vii: 2. 

2. This ‘anastomosis of navelcords* is again mentioned at page 374. 
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vellum’ is derived from a Homeric association, for the Achaean shield 

•were adorned with ‘white-heaped’ (bosses). 
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sv 8s oi opcpaXol ^nav setxom xanaiTspoio 
Xsuxot, ev Ss [XEcroictv evjv pEXavo; xudcvotoi 


The reference to the first Paradise evokes in Stephen’s mind 

able description from the ‘ Tliird Century’ of that silver tnr, 
Thomas Traherne; ' 


The 
nor was 


com was orient and immortal wheat, which never should b 
IS ever sown. I thought it had stood from everlasting to everlastfr 


dust and stones of the street were as precious as gold: the gates Tfa 

end of the world. The green trees when I 

gates transported and ravished me, their sweetness and unusual b ^ ^ 

heart leap, and almost mad with ecstasy, they were such stran ®y 

things. ... Boys and girls tumbling in the street, and playiif^ 
jewels. I knew not that they were bom or should die; but all thfr ' 
ally as they were in their proper places. Eternity was manifest ' abided etem- 

Day, and something infinite behind everything appeared-\^'^^^'^^^°^^* 
my expectation and moved my desire. The city seemed to'tf j • ''''■4 

be built in Heaven. ^ ^ £den, or to 


In the ‘Proteus’ episode Stephen has like moments f 
not in entire forgetfulness, he is ‘almosting’ the ‘som °i ''vhejL 

hind everything’. ^wing m^te be- 

Stephen’s grotesque conception of an umbilical tel 
DubUn Bay to ooi Edentdlle is a characteristic mod^^ • from 
oriental behef that the navel is the seat of propheri of the 

find in an Indian hymn: Hear, O sons of the god'' ^us we 
through his navel, for he hails you in his dwcUingsl’ A speal^ 

said to maintain that adepts have a mystic • ^'1'^‘^I’arseesare 
lights up for them tlie spiritual world; this flame fr u 'which 

the Initiate. the Light of 

The idea of a ‘ cable’, a cord linking up the ge« . 
is familiar to esoteric thmkers. Though pcrsonjj,v'^^°“s of mankind, 
line of life along which they arc stnmg m,, ^er shift, the one 
‘The end or goal of this earthly life rs nots^g),;^ ^ns unbroken.’® 
one link in a chain that, like all creanou, cxtcudj ' i '''"hich is 

1. lU'aJ, xi: 34. directions 

2 . A. P. Sinnett. ^ 
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on its upper plateau the City of the Navel. The Bible speaks of peoples who 
come down from the mountains, navels of the earth.^ 

The ‘tower’ allusions in Ulysses should therefore be directly asso- 
ciated with the navel motif and need not necessarily be held to refer to 
that favourite quarry of the symbol-hunter, the phalHc emblem. The 
motif of the ‘tower’ is usually allied tvith the idea of birth or reincar- 
nation. Thus Mr Bloom muses on the endless and monotonous cham 
of human generations. 

One bom every second somewhere. Other dying every second. . . . Cityful 
passing away, another cityful coming, passing away too: other co^g on, pass- 
ing on. Houses, lines of houses, streets, miles of pavements, piled up bncks, 
stones. Changing hands. This owner, that. Landlord never dies they say. ... 
Slaves Chinese wall. Babylon. Big stones left. Round towers” ... mushroom 
houses, built of breeze. Shelter for the night. 

The landlord who never dies may be compared with the soul which, 
ever changing its mortal tenement, endures immortal froin everlasting 
to everlas^, and it is significant that Mr Bloom visualizes roimd 

towers’ in this context. r ^ n 

In the ‘Circe’ episode, where the most secret thoughts of Stephen 

and Mr Bloom are endowed with a spectral Itfe, the fo- 

ment of the pandemonium is followed by a fantastic Black Mass. The 
stage-directions are: On an eminence, the centre of the earth nsesthefield 
altar of Saint Barbara.^ Black candles rise from its gospel and epistle horns. 
From the high barbicans of the tower two shafts of light fall on the smoke- 
palled altarstone. On the altarstone Mrs Mina Pnrefoy, goddess of unreason, 


1 : 

J^timeofthe Vi^g ja^ 

sone ‘Oh the French are on the sea. Says the Scan Bhean Bhocht .The last tliree 

words mem ‘the poor old woman*. Ireland; she has 

men in the Martcllo tower in the t 

tower however were circular, and Mr Bloom s reference to round towers is 

nrXhlVm Tlteion to tlie omphalos. This allusion is. of course, unconsaous; Mr 
Hoorn LTnot read the esoteric tracts from which I quote m this mtroducUon. 
But h”hS a^uncanny flair for the esoteri^ and there are many cunous correspon- 
dences between his thoughts and Stephen s. riiim is 

3. Saint Barbara is the patron of gunsmiths; the pwder-room on Italian ships is 

called the Santa Barbara (cf. the French Ste-Barbe). The altar of the omphalos 
powder-magazine, womb of dynamic outburst. 
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the eternal, absolute and infinite, whence all has emanated, wherein all 
things move and evolve in a sequence of transformations. 

In his interesting analysis of the structure of Ulysses," Professor E. R. 
Curtius observed that the persistence of the ‘Omphalos-Complex m 
Ulysses indicates that ‘nativity’ is one of the main themes of the work. 
The first use of the word^ is in Stephen’s broken soHloquy (suggested 
by a remark of Mulligan that he and Stephen between them might 
‘hellenize’ Ireland, and a reference to Matthew Arnold): ‘To ourselves* 
... new paganism ... Omphalos.’ Stephen conjures up an association 
between the Martello tower where he and Mulligan arc living and the 
seat of the Delphic oracle, the world’s omphalos. Mulligan, a few pages 
later, exphcitly describes die tower as the authentic omphalos of all the 
towers set up by ‘ Billy Pitt ’, and, in anodier context, ribaldly proposes 
to found and manage on his own account a ‘fertilising farm, called 
Omphalos with an obcUsk hewn and erected after die fashion of Egypt i 
thus combining the ‘tower’ and ‘navel’ motifs. 

Mr Bloom, too, starts out from an omphalos, for, in the first scene of 
his Odyssey, entitled Calypso, his home at No. 7 Eccles Street is (as 
indicated in my commentary on diat episode) a replica, mutatis mutan- 
dis, of the isle of Ogygia, where Calypso dwelt; a ‘navel of the sea’, as 
Homer calls it. 

Victor Berard s theory as to the Homeric use of the word explains, 
perhaps, the at first rather surprising association of the Martello tower 
with the ‘omphalos motif’ in Ulysses. 


I tr^kte [M. Berard says] 6jX9aX6(; by highest point, and dfZfpipuvy) 
601 T op.9KXo(; eari GaXaccr/jq by isle set in the maters, whence there rises a navel 
of the sea.^ The usual translation of 6p.q)(xX6<; is central point and it is thought that 
the poet s conception of the island of Calypso is that it was a n.ivel, a central 
point of the sea, as, later, Delphi became, for the Greeks, die navel of the earth, 
his is not the place to discuss the reasons which led the Hellenes thus to describe 
Delphi or their interpret.ition of the word 'navel’. That nomencl.ature and 
mterpretation belong to a period later than Homer’s. In the Iliad and Odyssey 
omphalos merely signifies a round protuberance, a swelling. [Compare the 
Joycean phrase; bulging big, a buckler of taut vellum.] The Homeric shields have 
not one omphalos’ but ten or twenty, scattered over their surface. Crete had 


1. 

2 , 
3. 


A. Arnould, Les Croyancesfondamentales du Bouddhisine. 

Ncue Schweizer Rundschau, Heft I 1929 

Ulysses, page 5. 4. The Sinn Fein motto. 
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on its upper plateau the City of the Navel. The Bible speaks of peoples who 
come down from the mountains, navels of the earth.^ 

The ‘tower’ allusions in Ulysses should therefore he directly asso- 
ciated with the navel motif and need not necessarily be held to refer to 
that favourite quarry of the symbol-hunter, the phalhc emblem. The 
motif of the ‘tower’ is usually allied with the idea of birth or reincar- 
nation. Thus Mr Bloom muses on the endless and monotonous cham 


of human generations. 

One bom every second somewhere. Other dying every second. . . . Cityful 
passing away, another cityful coming, passing away too: other coming oin pass 
ing on. Houses, lines of houses, streets, miles of pavements, piled up bncks, 
stones. Changing hands. This owner, that. Landlord never ies t ey say. 
Slaves Chinese waU. Babylon. Big stones left. Round towers- ... mushroom 
houses, built of breeze. Shelter for the night. 

The landlord who never dies may be compared with the soul which, 
ever changing its mortal tenement, endures immortal front everlasUng 
to everlasting, and it is significant that Mr Bloom visualizes round 


towers’ in this context. r c i 

In the ‘Circe’ episode, where the most secret thoughts of Stephen 

and Mr Bloom are endowed with a spectral life, the culmm^g mo- 
ment of the pandemonium is foUowed by a fantasuc Black Mass. The 
stage-directions are: On an eminence, the centre of the earth rises the f eld 
altar of Saint Barbara.^ Black candles rise front its gospel and epistle horns. 
From the high barbicans of the tower two shafts of light fall on the smoke- 
palled altarstone. On the altarstone Mrs Mina Piirefoy, goddess of unreason, 


I. Les built as a refuge for the monks at 

the tiSoftte Viking inroads, were, however, slender, obelisk-like erection and 
me timcottne vum g Martello towers which (as Mulligan says) were 

^ as 

sonp *Oh the French are on the sea. Says the Scan Bhwn Bhocht .The last three 
worlds mem -L poor old woman'. Ireland; she 

_ _ . -1 .^<.11 A in the otiisc of a Door olu i n il t >.\% onian.j Both Kinds ot 

sr tow's.,* 

.in to tlie omphalos. Tliis allusion is, of course, unconsaous; Mr 

Soom L"? “ ad Ae to^iSc tracts from wliich I quote in this introduction. 
Butrim m uncanny flair for the esoteri^ and there are many curious correspon- 

denres between Ills thouchts and Stephen s. . 

a Saint Barbara is tlie patron of gunsmitlis; the posvder-room on Italian ships is 
called the Santa Barbara (cf. the French Sic-Barbe). The altar of the omphalos is a 
powder-magazine, womb of dynamic outburst. 



<50 INTRODUCTION 

lies itnhcd, fettered, c chalice rcstitt(f on her swolleu helly. In this passage all 
the ramifications of the piiijihalos tlicnic arc anastomosed; naked Eve, 
belly without blemish, bulging big’, is personified by Mrs Purefoy, 
that prolific mother, who has just (as described in tlic preceding episode, 
the Oxen of the Sun ) given birth to yet another cliild. The vision of 
the high barbicans of the tower’ whence * two shafts of light fall on 
the smokepallcd altarstonc’ is an exact recall of the scene at tlic Martcllo 
tower where Stephen took his breakfast (described in the first episode: 
Tclcmaclms ). Two shafts of soft daylight fell across tlic flagged floor 
from the high barbicans: at the meeting of their rays a cloud of coal- 
smoke and fumes of fried grease floated, tuniing.’ The ‘chalice’ which 
rests on the body of the naked woman is a transmutation of die sliawng- 
bowl which Buck Mulligan mockingly elev’ated, standing on the plat- 
fom of the Tower,^ blessing gravely thrice die surrounding countrj' 
and awaking mountains and chanting Introiho ad altarc Dei. 

The omphalos is thus at once a symbol ofbirth (die explosion of wliite, 
fcaind gram, orient and immortal), of die strand diat links back 
generation to generation and of a Icgcndarj’ eastern isle embossed on a 
smooth shield of sea, a lost paradise, die imcorruptcd Eden of Traherne’s 
ecstasy. 


4 . PATERNITY 


One of the most interesting and, at the same time, most baffling of 
problems m the interpretation of Ulysses is the relation betsveen young 
btephen Dcdalus and mature Mr Bloom. It is obvious that diroughout 
^e flux of events which is observed and recorded by the audior from 
our to our o that memorable day, r6 June 1904, dicrc is a continu- 
ous movement towards a preordained event, the meeting of Stephen 
d Bloom, and that, after they have met, the movement slows dovm 

enb ' ^ dissipated in die sleepy, retrospective atmo- 

Jhere of the «bman s shelter (‘Eumaeus’). the disintegmtive analysis 

riJSr* *1'" Bloom's slumber-song. In a flash the 

ture in ^ energy has spent itself. Stephen’s ges- 

his ashnf'^b-°f‘^'n^°S“ moment. ‘He lifts 

p an g with both hands and smashes the chandelier. Time’s 
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livid final flame leaps and, in the following darkness, ruin of all space, 
shattered glass and toppling masonry.’ There have been many pre- 
monitions of this ‘catastrophe’ (the ‘Circe’ scene, where it takes place, 
is in dramatic form, and, as often in Hellenic drama, it follows a recog- 
nition’) in earlier episodes.^ As I have already noted, there is an inter- 
mittent telepathic communication, a seepage of the current, so to speak, 
between Stephen and Mr Bloom, even before they meet each other; 
after that event they seem to be using different languages - the accumu- 
lated energy has run down in a ‘hvid final flame . 

What exactly is the relation^ between these two complementary 
types, the intellectual and the instinctive, and what was the author s 
intention in his treatment of Mr Bloom (a fact often pointed out by 
commentators of Ulysses) as the spiritual father of Stephen Dedalus? 

First of all it is necessary to estabhsh an absolute distinction be^een 
parenthood, in the ordinary sense of the word, and the spiritual here- 
dity’ of the new-born soul. ‘Physical parents cannot be the progenitors 
of the spiritual germ of the child, that germ is the product of a previous 
spiritual evolution.’® That evolution is governed, down to the smallest 
detail, by the law of Merit. 

The diversities of human lot are not the sport of brainless chance - the out- 
come of what by an absurd phrase we sometimes call the accident of birth. 
There is no ‘accident’. ... With the same inevitable certainty that force on the 
material plane governs the combination of molecules of matter — though the be- 
wildering complexity of even that aspect offeree dazzles the mind as we attempt 
to follow out its workings - so does the far more exalted force which gives 
effect to the primary laws of nature in the moral world operate with an exacti- 
tude that no chemi^ reactions can eclipse.^ 


Physical forms are transmitted on the plane of physical evolution from father 
to son with sometimes remarkable resemblances; in such cases heredity is not 
the cause but the concomitant of the attributes manifested by the son. His inde- 
pendent soul Karma has required such a vehicle as the man who becomes his 
father was physieally qualified to engender. Many illustrations might be taken 


1. See Ulysses, pages 3I (T hear the ruin of aU space’), 4? (‘Shattered glass and 
toppling masonry’), 374 (‘ time’s ruins build ctermty s m^iom ), 409 ( even now 
that day is at hand wLn L shaU come to judge the world by fire ), 480 ( they say 

the last day is coming this summer’). ^ l j -i. j 

2. Der Kompkx dcs Valer-Sohn Problems, as Professor Curtius has desenbed it 

{Neiie Schtreizer Rsmdschati,] 3 naiiY 1929). 

3. Hartmann, Mo^ic, page 70. 

4. A. P. Sinnett, The Growth of the Soul, page 66. 
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lies linked, filtered, a ehalice restine; oit her swollen helly. In tliis passage all 
the ramifications of the onipliolos theme arc anastomosed; naked Eve, 
belly without blemish, bulging big’, is personified by Mrs Purefby, 
that prolific mother, who has just (as described in the preceding episode, 
the Oxen of the Sun’) given birth to yet another child. The vision of 
the high barbicans of the tower’ whence ‘two shafts of light fall on 
the smokcpallcd altarstone’ is an cx.ict recall of the scene at die Martcllo 
tower where Stephen took his breakfast (described in the first episode: 
Tclcmachus ). Two shafts of soft daylight fell across the fl.iggcd floor 
from the high barbicans: at the mcedng of their raj’s a cloud of coal- 
smoke and fumes of fried grease floated, turning.’ The ‘chalice’ which 
rests on the body of the naked woman is a transmutation of the shaving- 
bowl which Duck Mulligan mockinglj’ elevated, standing on the plat- 
form of the Tower,* blessing gravely thrice d)c surrounding countrj’ 
and awaking mountains and chanting Introibo ad altare Dei. 

The omphalos is thus at once a symbol ofbirdi (the explosion of white, 
fecund grain, orient and immort.il), of the strand that links back 
generation to generation and of a legendary’ eastern isle embossed on a 
smooth shield of sea, a lost paradise, die imcomiptcdEdcnofTrahcnic’s 
ecstasy. 


4. PATERNITY 


interesting and, at the same time, most baffling of 
pro em^n le interpretation of Ulysses is the relation between j’oung 
c ^ mature Mr Bloom. It is obvious that throughout 

1C ux o cveii^ts which is observed and recorded by the author from 
our to our of that memorable day, i6 June 1904, dicre is a continu- 
ITa a preordained event, the meeting of Stephen 

™ die movement slows down 

cnViPr ^ f dissipated in the sleepy, retrospective atmo- 
^‘T R ° * shelter (‘Eumacus’), the disinte gradve analysis 

’t!” 1“ slumber-son|. In a flash the 

ture in rlf energy has spent itself. Stephen’s ges- 

P g with both hands and smashes the chandelier. Time’s 

recurrenc^^dfei^i^t^.^" cpnodc. where the rhythmic 

“ to a bowl , of lather, of bile, of sea; is discussed. 
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It is clear that paternity, in the physical meaning of the word, 
would be incompatible with the central theme of Ulysses, the ‘atone- 
ment’ of Stephen, eternal naysayer, and positivist Mr Bloom: the dis- 
charge (symbohzed by the flash of lightning which plays upon their 
encounter at die House of Birth) of a high-tension current between 
negative and positive poles. But ‘all truth is ultimately symboHc.’ 
‘What is nature?’ Novalis asks, and repHes: ‘An exact, encyclopaedic 
index, or plan, of our spirit.’ Above and beyond the physical fact of 
fatherhood, there is a mystic relationship which, like the birth motif, 
enters into nearly every religion, popular or esoteric, catholic or pagan. 
In Ulysses we find recalls of the great controversies concerning the rela- 
tions of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost which sundered the unity of the 
Early Church, the moot ‘ procession fiHoque.^ 

The proud potent titles clanged over Stephen’s memory the triumph of their 
brazen bells: et imam saiiclam catliolkam et apostolicam eccksiam: the slow growth 
and change of rite and dogma hke his own rare thoughts, a chemistry of stars. 
Symbol of the apostles in the mass for pope MarceUus, the voices blended, sing- 
ing alone loud in affirmation: and behind their chant the vigilant angel of the 
church militant disarmed and menaced her heresiarchs. A horde of heresies 
fleeing with mitres awry: Photius and the brood of mockers of whom Mulligan 
was one, and Arius, warring his life long upon the consubstantiality of the Son 
wth the Father, and Valentine, spurning Christ’s terrene body, and the subtle 
African heresiarch Sabellius who held that the Father was Himself His own 
Son.® 

They® clasped and sundered, did the coupler s will. From before the ages He 
willed me and now may not will me away or ever. A lex elcrna stays about Him. 
Is that then the divine substance wherein Father and Son arc consubstantial? 
Where is poor dear Arius to try conclusions? W arring his life long on the con- 

transmagnificandjewbangtantiaUty. Illstarred heresiarch. In a Greek watercloset 

he breathed his last: euthanasia.'^ 

Stephen, ‘ the son striving to be atoned with the father , is the second 


1. This theme is dealt Mth, in characteristic fashion, in the fable of the Moobe 
and the Gripes {Fiimcgaiis Wake, page 156). ’... die loggerthuds oflus sakellanes 
were fond at variance with the synodals of Ids somepooliuni and his babskissed 
nepogreasyraost got the hoof from Ids philioquus.’ The pope of Rome (whose slip- 
per or ‘baboosh’ is kissed by the faitliful) gets ‘the hoof from tucfiUoquc, here 
presented as some queer kind of horse! 

2. Ulysses, page 18. 3. i.e. Stephen’s parents. 

4. Ulysses, page 35. 
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from Nature to sliow her various forces and powers playing in tliis vray into 
one anotlier’s hands.< 


If such a tiling as a ‘mistake’ were possible in the ordered progress of 
the soul, an instance would be the case of infant mortality. As Mr 
Bloom is following Dignam’s remains to the cemeterj’, he sees *a tiny 
coffin flash by . ‘A dwarf’s face mauve and wrinlcled like little Rudys 
w.is. Dwarf s body, weak as putty% in a whitelined deal box. Burial 
friendly' society pays. Penny' a week for a sod of turf. Our. Little. Beggar. 
Baby. Meant nothing. Mistake of nattire.’ 

Even as a schoolboy' Stephen recognized his spiritual independence of 
his consubstantial father’ and of his father’s friends. ‘An abyss offor- 
tunc or temperament sundered him from them. His mind seemed 
older tlian theirs: it shone coldly on tlieir strifes and happiness and regrets 
like a moon upon a younger earth.’ = All through Ulysses ave find pas- 
sages indicating that Stephen has definitely' renounced the ‘fiction’ of 
fatherhood. Wombed in sin darkness I was too, made not begotten.’ 
I moved among diem on the frozen Liffey, that I, a cliangcling, .among 
the^luttcring resin fires.’ ‘He saw cle.arly', too, his ow-n futile isolation. 
... He felt diat he was hardly of the one blood avidi them, but stood to 
tiern rat cr in die my'srical kinship of fosterage, fosterchild and foster- 
rot er. atemity may be a legal fiction. Who is the father of any son 

that any son shoidd love liim or he any son?’ ‘A father is a necessary 
. a er ood, in the sense of conscious begetting, is unknown to 
to^oiily b ^ “hite, an apostolic succession, from only' begetter 

A passage in the ‘Sirens’ episode shows that even Mr Dcdalus was 
w^J'c^gXg’^^'' and that Stephen 


He6 greeted Mr Dedalus and got a nod. 

^^eetmgs from ffie famous son of a famous father.’ 

Who may he be?’ Mr Dcdalus asked. 

Lm^n opened most genial arms. Who? 

mo may he be? ’ he ashed. ‘ Can you ask? Stephen, the youthful bard.’ 

w pipe. 

I see, he said. I didn t recognize him for the moment.’ 


r. ibid., page 57. 
3 - ibid., page m. 


2. A Portrait of the Artist as a Yomto Man, page 107. 
4. Ulysses, page 195. j. Lencban. 
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It is clear that paternity, in the physical meaning of the word, 
would be incompatible with the central theme of Ulysses, the ‘atone- 
ment’ of Stephen, eternal naysayer, and positivist Mr Bloom: the dis- 
charge (symbolized by the flash of Ughtning which plays upon their 
encounter at the House of Birth) of a high-tension current between 
negative and positive poles. But ‘all truth is ultimately symbolic.’ 
‘What is nature?’ Novalis asks, and rephes: ‘An exact, encyclopaedic 
index, or plan, of our spirit.’ Above and beyond the physical fact of 
fatherhood, there is a mystic relationship which, like the birth motif, 
enters into nearly every religion, popular or esoteric, catholic or pagan. 
In Ulysses we find recalls of the great controversies concerning the rela- 
tions of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost which sundered the unity of the 
Early Church, the moot ‘ procession 

The proud potent titles clanged over Stephen’s memory the triumph of their 
brazen bells: et imam sanctam catholkain et opostolicam ecclesmm: the slow growth 
and change of rite and dogma like his own rare thoughts, a chemistry of stars. 
Symbol of the apostles in the mass for pope Marcellus, the voices blended, sing- 
ing alone loud in affirmation: and behind their chant the vigilant angel of the 
church militant disarmed and menaced her heresiarchs. A horde of heresies 
fleeing with mitres awry: Photius and the brood of mockers of whom Mulligan 
was one, and Arius, warring his life long upon the consubstantiality of the Son 
with the Father, and Valentine, spuming Christ’s terrene body, and the subtle 
African heresiarch Sabellius who held that the Father was Himself His own 
Son.- 

They® clasped and sundered, did the coupler s will. From before the ages He 
willed me and now may not tvill me away or ever. A lex cterna stays about Him. 
Is that then the divine substance wherein Father and Son are consubstantial? 
Where is poor dear Arius to try conclusions? W arring his hfe long on the con- 

transmagnificandjewbangtanti.ality. lUstarred heresiarch. In a Greek watercloset 

he breathed his last; euthanasia.* 

Stephen, ‘ the son striving to be atoned with the father , is the second 


1. This theme is dealt svith, in characteristic fashion, in the fable of the Mooksc 
and the Gripes {Fmnegans Wake, page 156). the loggerthuds of his sakcllancs 
were fond at variance Tisntli the synodals of lus somepoobum and his babskissed 
nepogreasymost got tlic hoof from liis philioquus.’ The pope of Rome (whose slip- 
per or 'baboosh’ is kissed by the faithful) gets ‘the hoof from thcji/iejne, here 
presented as some queer kind of horse! 

2. Ulysses, page 18. 3 - i-C- Stephen’s parents. 

4. Ulysses, page 35. 
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person of tbe trinity of Ulysses.^ Though 

these words may sound blasphemous to or 

contains notWng offensive to the mystic. ^ 

The ■whole story of the crucifixion is enacted afiesh in ^ piogies - 

soul that attains spiritual exaltation. It is the allegory o i j _ 
is the only process by which redemption can be accomp 
appreciated as soon as we undentand the occult tea g 
and higher self.* • ^ 

mciit ^ 

The growth of the soul is a process towards 
the octave. In the ‘ Circe’ episode the Reverend ifi’ 

the company at the brothel.® ‘ Are you a god or a (JfJ 

second advent came to Coney Island are we X' ivncliCtS 
Stephen Christ, Zoe Christ, Bloom Christ, Kitty ^ Aja ccS; 
it’s up to -you to sense that cosmic force.’ The jloJes'S'? 

pondence is clearly hinted at in certain passages of gjibyi 

and Charybdis’ and the ‘Oxen of the Sun’ ^ ^ 

Stephen, it may he noted, fits better the Blakean than 
conception of the Second Person of the Trinity. 


Was Jesus gende, or did he 
Give any marks of Gentility? 

When twelve years old he ran a'way 
And left his Parents in dismay. 

When after three days’ sorrow found, 
Loud as Sinai’s trumpet sound: 

No Earthly Parents I confess. ... 


I ^ sure this Jesus will not do 

Either for Enghshman or Jew. ^ 

extinction, yet it is the end to which all creation moves- i ^ 

‘The trinity of penon is 

observes in Isis Vnv^ed ^ mythological te tC 

containing two male nri’n ' representations of the fmt ^y!; 

or wisdom, the revwfe^ri!? “1^ female. It is the union of 
Ricimm”, which is the Vc r’ female Aura or Am'""’ ^ ii 

Gnostics-dutproducedlJv °f ‘f'" K®balists and the Scphi^ 

*• A.P.Sinnet,T,.eGroif,Sd.“i“^^ 3. 
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perpetual levelling in the universe, a crumbling of individuahties, 
which, like mountains, are slowly eroded, silted do\vn, into the plain 
of uniformity, towards amalgamation in a ‘perfect round’. ‘But where 
are we going?’ NovaUs asks, and answers: ‘Always home.’^ That re- 
turn is symbolized in the tale of Odysseus, in a thousand and one legends 
of all races, and its biblical paradigm is the homecoming of the Prodigal 
Son. Thus Stephen, in the brothel, chides himself: Filling my belly 
widi the husks of swine. Too much of this. I will arise and go to my. 
(He does not pronounce the word ‘father’, perhaps because the meet- 
ing with his ‘spiritual father’ has already taken place; the motion is 
ended’ — as Stephen says of Shakespeare s return after a life of absence 
to that spot of earth where he was bom’, to die.) Stephen sees himself 
condemned to eat the husks left over by the prosperous Mulligan and 
Haines. ‘You have eaten all we left,’ Mulligan says to him after break- 
fast. Stephen later^ recalls this remark. Come, Kinch, you have eaten 
all we left. Ay. I will serve you your orts and offals. Towards the close 
of Ulysses, Bloom asks Stephen, ‘Why did you leave your fatlicrs 
house?’ and, watching him carouse in the company of the medical 
students, pities him ‘for that he lived riotously with those wastrels and 
murdered his goods with whores’. Bloom, tlie Jew, recalls (in an early 
episode) a similar theme in a play adapted from the Old Testament, the 
scene where the old blind Abraham recognizes Nath.in s voice and puts 
his fingers on liis face. ‘Nathan’s voice! His son’s voice! I hear the voice 
of Nathan who left his fatlier to die of grief and misery in my arms, 
who left tlie house of his fatlier .and left the God of his father. 

It has been suggested by a distinguished critic tliat Stephen’s attitude 
to his consubstantial fatlier is contemptuous (whcr&is he respects his 
mother). It is true that what he sees of matemit)' is its tr.agic aspect, 
what he sees of paternity is its comic side. But as for the Italians who in 
anger adjure the puitrna vtadonna- and yet are the race who base im- 
posed her cult on Europe, so for Stephen familiarity docs not impl\ 
contempt. In die ‘Circe’ episode even Shakespeare, who to Stephen 
seems 'the greatest creator after God’, takes on a grotesque aspect - his 
brothel self- and stammers inane gibberish. Even in the tragic appari- 
tion of Stephen’s dead niodicr (in die same episode) dicrc arc toudics 
of the ridinilous - that de.fiation of sentiment to which I have already 
referred. Mr Dedalus phe is really one of the most likeable characters of 
T. race aoa. - 5 ee Vlyna, page 5S1. 
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person of the trinity of Ulysses. > Tlioiigh tlic nnalog}' suggested by 
lesc words may sound blasphemous to orthodox ears, such an idea 
contains nothing offensive to the mystic. 

The whole story of die crucifixion is enacted afresh in the case ofev’cry humaa 
sou t lat attahis spiritual exaltation. It is the allegoty of die soul's progress. It 
le on y process by which redemption can be accomplished — and it is vividly 
appreaate as soon as we understand die occult teachinc concerning the lower 
and higher self.2 


The growdi of the soul is a process towards at-oncment, a return, 
the octave. In the ‘ Circe’ episode die Reverend Elijah Dowic harangues 
the company at the brothel.^ ‘Are you a god or a doggone clod.< If the 
sccon tt vent came to Coney Island are we ready? Florry Clirist, 
Stephen Christ, Zoe Christ, Bloom Christ, IGtty' Christ, Lynch Christ, 
It s up to you to sense that cosmic force.’ The Christ-Stephen corres- 

nnd ^ ^ ^ certain passages of the episodes ‘Scylla 

nnd Charybdis and the ‘Oxen of the Sun’ (q.v.). The personality of 
Stephen, it may be noted, fits better the Blakean than the orthodo.x 
conception of the Second Person of the Trinity. 


Was Jesus gende, or did he 
Give any marb of Gentility? 

When twelve years old he ran away 
And left his Parents in dismay. 

Whra after three days’ sorrow found, 
Loud as Sinai’s trumpet sound: 

No Earthly Parents I confess. ...’ 


lam sure this Jesus will not do 
Either for Englishman or Jew. 

■with a subWe f “ *^vhig after at-onement 

rxutiof vTt it R adjustment would involve personal 

extinction, yet it is the end to which aU creation moves. There is a 

‘The trinity oftheEgyptiSan^th^^rh’ person is the female element, 

observes in Isis Uiw^Jkd, ‘were alike Greeks ’,H.P.BIavatsty 

containing two male principles and ‘ emanation 

or wisdom, the revealed De?ty ^th the °f ™ale Logos, 

Pnemm", which is the See *c ‘‘holy 

j Ulysses, page 482. 
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perpetual levelling in the universe, a crumbling of individualities, 
which, like mountains, are slowly eroded, silted down, into the plain 
of uniformity, towards amalgamation in a ‘perfect round’. ‘But where 
are we going?’ Novalis asks, and answers: ‘Always home.’^ That re- 
turn is symbohzed in the tale of Odysseus, in a thousand and one legends 
ofaU races, and its biblical paradigm is the homecoming of the Prodigal 
Son. Thus Stephen, in the brothel, chides himself: ‘Filhng my belly 
with the husks of swine. Too much of this. I will arise and go to my.’ 
(He does not pronounce the word ‘father’, perhaps because the meet- 
ing with his ‘spiritual father’ has already taken place; ‘the motion is 
ended’ - as Stephen says of Shakespeare’s return ‘after a hfe of absence 
to that spot of earth where he was bom’, to die.) Stephen sees himself 
condemned to eat the husks left over by the prosperous Mulligan and 
Haines. ‘You have eaten all we left,’ Mulligan says to him after break- 
fast. Stephen later^ recalls this remark. ‘Come, Kinch, you have eaten 
all we left. Ay. I wiU serve you your orts and offals.’ Towards the close 
of Ulysses, Bloom asks Stephen, ‘Why did you leave your father’s 
house?’ and, watching him carouse in the company of the medical 
students, pities him ‘for that he lived riotously with those wastrels and 
murdered his goods with whores’. Bloom, the Jew, recalls (in an early 
episode) a similar theme in a play adapted from the Old Testament, die 
scene where the old blind Abraham recognizes Nathan’s voice and puts 
his fingers on his face. ‘Nathan’s voice! His son’s voice! I hear the voice 
of Nathan who left his father to die of grief and misery in my arms, 
who left the house of his father and left the God of his father.’ 

It has been suggested by a distinguished critic that Stephen’s attitude 
to his consubstantial father is contemptuous (whereas he respects his 
modier). It is true that what he sees of matermty is its tragic aspect, 
what he secs of paternity is its comic side. But as for the Italians who in 
anger adjure die putaiia madonna" and yet are the race who have im- 
posed her cult on Europe, so for Stephen familiarity docs not imply 
contempt. In the ‘Circe’ episode even Shakespeare, who to Stephen 
seems ‘die greatest creator aJfter God’, takes on a grotesque aspect - his 
brodiel self - and stammers inane gibberish. Even in die tragic appari- 
tion of Stephen’s dead mother (in the same episode) there are touches 
of die ridiculous - diat deflation of sentiment to which I have already 
referred. Mr Dcd.alus phe is really one of the most likeable characters of 
I. page 202. 2. Sec Ulytiw, page 583. 
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Ulysses and Stephen deeply feels his own ‘futile isolation’. And, after 
all, he is equally (indeed, more) aloof from, and ironic towards, his 
spiritual father , the Jew who boldly defied the Citizen and ‘told him 
his God, I mean Christ, was a jew too, and aU his family like me’. 

Ex qtiibus, Stephen mumbled in a noncommittal accent, their two or four 

ej es conversing, Christus or Bloom his name is, or, after all, any other, seaittduin 
camcm. ' 


The last pages of the Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man are clearly 
m mvocation to fatherhood - but to what father, whether to the arti- 
ticer Daedalus, or to a heavenly or an earthly father, it is dilEcult to say, 
per ajK tep en himself hardly knows. Even the meeting with Bloom 
«, tor him no release from his hopeless quest, no remedy for his futUe 
wo anon mp en s attitude is really one of despair; he has not lost a 
father, like Telemachus, but he can never find one. 



chapter 4 


I. DUBLINERS-VIKINGS-ACHAEANS 

The Book of Ballymote is one of the earliest documents dealing with 
Irish history which we possess; it was compiled by several scribes from 
earlier records at Ballymote, in Sligo, about the year 1391. Amongst 
its contents are genealogies of all the principal Irish families, tales of 
the Irish kings, the translation of an Argonautica, and a history of the 
War of Troy.^ In the list of the peoples described as having fought at 
Troy appears the name Trapcharla, an authenticated Irish place-name 
(Co. Limerick), whose derivation is said to be either torf-karl, a turf- 
cutter, or thorp-kart, a small farmer. 

But the legendary association of the early Irish with the Achaeans 
or their neighbours is far from being limited to a casual reference in the 
Book of Ballymote. The following extracts from P. W. Joyce’s Concise 
History of Ireland indicate that Irish chroniclers had a strongly rooted 
belief in the Grecian origins of the Irish race. The manuscripts describe 
a series of five colonizations, (i) ‘ The Parthalonians, the first colony, 
A.M. 2520. The first man that led a colony to Ireland after the flood was 
a chief named Parthalon, who came from Greece with his wife, three 
sons and 1,000 followers.’ (2) The Nemedians, the second colony, A.M. 
2850. These were the followers of one Nemed who came from Scythia. 
Both they and the Parthalonians succumbed in large numbers to a 
plague. (3) ‘ The Firbolgs, the third colony, a.m. 3266, came from Greece 
under the leadership of the five sons of Dela, who led them to Ireland. 
Those brothers partitioned the country into five provinces. Ulster, 
Leinster, Cormaught, and the two Munsters.’ (4) ‘ The Dedannans, the 
fourth colony, a.m. 3303, also came from Greece, and -were celebrated 
for their skill in magic.... The Dcdaimans were in subsequent ages 
deified and became Side (Shee) or fairies, whom the ancient Irish wor- 
sliipped.’ (5) The Milesians, the fifth colony, a.m. 3500. 

From Sc)'thi.i, their original home, they began their long pilgrimage. Their 
first migration was to Eg>'pb where they were sojourning at the time that 

I. P. W. Joyce, A Concise History of Ireland. 
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Phar.ioh and liis host were drowned in the Red Sea; and after wandering throagh 
Europe for many generations they arris’cd in Spain. Here they abode for a long 
time, and at last they came to Ireland ssdth a fleet of thirty ships under the com- 
mand of the eight sons of the hero Milid or Milcsius. 


Five of the eight brothers perished; of the remaining tlircc, one, Erc- 
mon, established himself as sole king in Ireland. 

Milcsius is referred to in Ulysses* where die valiant Sinn Feiner speaks 
of the ancient Irish flag, ‘ the oldest flag afloat, three crowns on a blue 
field, the three sons of Milcsius'. Again" we read: "Return Cl.in MiUyt 
forget me not, O Milesian.’ 

It is noteworthy tliat die Milesians made a long stay' in Spain before 
proceeding nordiwards; of die trinity- of personages who dominate 
Ulysses, one, Mrs Bloom, is, on her mother’s side, of Spanish descent, 
and was bom at Gibraltar. ‘Pride of Calpc’s rocky mount [Gibraltar], 
the ravenhaired daughter of Tweedy. There she grew to peerless beauty 
where loquat and almond scent die air. The gardens of Alameda knew 
her step: the garths of olives knew and bowed.’ In a charactcrisdc out- 
burst the Citizen asks: Where arc die Greek merchants that came 
through the Pillars of Hercules, die Gibraltar now grabbed by' the foe 
of mankind,^ with gold and Tyrian purple to sell in Wexford at die fair 
of Carmen? Later, he refers to "our trade with Spain.... Spanish ale 
in Galway, the winebark on die wiiicchirk waterway’. 

A curious incident, connecting die early' inhabitants of Ireland with 
Spain and the opposite African coast, is recorded in one of the Three 
Fragments of Annals preserved in the Burgundian library at Brussels. It 
appears diat in die early nindi century a party of the Lochlanns® 


1. U/yjiw, page 312 . 2 . 

linne' 4a), in retrospect, one of the 'noble race ofLoch- 
n describes them), yet, in that life as in this, a changc- 

Sh bamshed from Ids father. ' GaUeys of the Loclilanns ran here to 

surf Dane iHt r b*oodbc.ikcd prows riding low on a molten pewter 

wore ‘omahawks aglitter on tlicir breasts when Malachi 

ine hobblino ' of turlldde whales stranded in hot noon spout- 

erkinefdwfrA ^ben /rom die starving cagework city a hor^de of 

Breen blubberv ’ I T "T.d' flayers kidves, running, scaling, hacking in 

didr iS JL and slaughters. Their bfeod is in me, 

line amoncr^the . among diem on the frozen Liffey, diat I, a change- 

mav be commr a ^ ^ ^P°Ee to no one: none to me.’ Widi diis 

within him of S'" beard a confused music 

could not rantnre e, nam« which he was almost conscious of but 

P ven for an mstant; then the music seemed to recede, to recede. 
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towed forward across the Cantabrian Sea until they reached Spain, and they in- 
flicted many evils in Spain, both by killing and plundering. They afterwards 
crossed the Gaditanian Straits [the Straits of Cadiz] and fought a battle with the 
Mauritani [Moors]. ... They carried off a great host of the Moors as captives to 
Erin and these are the blue men of Erin. Long indeed were these blue men in 
Erin. 

Speaking of this expedition, Depping [Histoire (Jes expeditious inari- 
limes des Nomans) records that the Scandinavians sailed up the Guadal- 
quivir and, having defeated the Moors who opposed their attack on 
Seville, pOlaged the city and retired to their ships ‘bringing with tliem 
much booty and a crowd of prisoners, who perhaps never again beheld 
the beautiful sky of Andalusia’. 

The name of the ‘blue men’ given to these Moors is borrowed from 
the Scandinavian Vikings for whom Africa was the ‘ Blauland hit Mikla ’ 
or Great Blueland.^ In my notes on the ‘Calypso’ episode the theory 
that attributes an African original to the Homeric Ogygia, Calypso’s 
isle, and its bearing on the structure of that episode, will be discussed. 
There are many references to the Moors in Ulysses, to the Moor Othello, 
to ‘morrice’ (Moorish) dances, ‘imps of fancy of the Moors’, ‘the nine 
men’s morrice with caps of indices’,® and to Mrs Bloom’s ‘Moorish’ 

to recede; and from each receding trail of nebulous music there fell always one 
long-drawn calling note, piercing Eke a star the dusk of silence. Again! Again! 

Again! A voice from heyond the world was caUing Now, as never before, his 

strange name seemed to him a prophecy. So timeless seemed the grey warm air, so 
fluid and impersonal his own mood, that all ages were as one to hiin. A moment 
before the ghost of the ancient kingdom of the Danes had looked forth through the 
vesture of the hazewrapped city. . . 

1. C. HaEday, The Scaniinavim Kingdom ofDiibtin, page 116. 

2. The importance and influence of numbers have been recognized by many 
schools of mystics, the most important of which was probably &e Pythagorean. 
‘Since of all things numbers are the first,’ Aristotle tells us, 'in numbers they [the 
Pythagoreans] thought they perceived many analogies to things that exist ... fliey 
supposed the elements of numbers to be the elements of ah things.’ Numbers play 
an important part in Ulysses. As Mr Bloom remarks, ‘Do anything you like with 
figures juggling’, and the number of his house in Eccles Street (to which I shall 
refer later) is a ‘mystic number’. The ‘nine men’s morrice’. (the name of an old 
EngEsh game) is an aUusion to the Arabic origin of the decimal system, whidi r^ 
placed the quinary or five-finger method of calculation. Readers of the tVahe rv'iU 
have noticed that it contains a fantasia on the quinary scale. There is probably an 
aEusion to this scale in Stephen’s ‘hoUow fifths’, ‘ the greatest possible inter^ b^ 
tween the notes of the octave, aheady mentioned; here, too, we find, doubtless, the 
recaU of a Pythagorean dogma, the treatment of the octave as the recondliation or 
the unlimited and the limiting. 
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eyes which, after her marriage with Leopold Bloom, never again be- 
held the beautiful sky of Andalusia. 

Such is a brief outline of the legendary connexion between ancient 
Ireland and the Mediterranean; less precise, though perhaps more 
authentic, is the analogy which can be drawn between the history of 
Dublin and the conditions of the Homeric age, as described in the 
Odyssey. 


That Dublin owes its importance, if not its origin, to the Norsemen may be 
inferred from the almost total silence of the historians and annalists regarding 
it in the years preceding the Scandinavian inroads. It is probable that there was a 
fort to guard the hurdle-ford (the old name for Dublin was Baile-alha-Clieth, 
the town of the hurdle ford) where the great road from Tara to Wicklow, 
Arklow and Wexford crossed the Lifiey, but it seems to have played no great part 
in history before the Norsemen fortified it in 840. During the ninth and tenth 
centuries the Kingdom of Dublin - known to the Scandinavians as Dyflinarski - 
became one of the most powerful in the west. The Dublin kings intermarried 
with royal famihes in Ireland, England and Scotland, and between the years pi 9 
and 950 ruled, though in somewhat broken succession, as Bangs of York.^ 


The early growth of Dublin was due to a series of waves of invaders 
from the north. The Ostmen (or Danes, as the Irish called them) inter- 
niarried freely with the natives, and so intimate was the intermixture 
of races that it is doubtful whether the kings of Dublin during the 
eleventh century should be called Irish or Scandinavian’. In the ninth 
and tenth centuries the invaders frequendy married the women they 
ad taken as captives, and the ruling classes of both nations confirmed 
eir a ances by intermarriages. The first coins used in Ireland were 
mmted during the reign of Sitric Silken-Beard, who was of mixed des- 
cent Many of the place-names mentioned in Ulysses - Howth (O.N. 
hofuth a head), Irelands Eye (O.N. ey, an island), Leixhp (O.N. 
La^tleypa, salmon-leap) are of Norse provenience. 

The humamzing effects of Saint Patrick’s mission to Ireland con- 
toued long after his death and, before the incursions of the Norsemen 
^ j’ succession of saints and scholars had won for 

e prou ade. iusttla sanctorum et doctorunu From all parts of 

22. The action of Ulysses 

is also^ coincident (which is not only the Ostmen’s pale but 

GIcndalough) The unitv of nb Bishops of Dublin and 

authority. ^ confirmed by both dvil and religious 
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Europe, even, it is recorded, &om Egypt, students flocked to Ireland to 
profit by the vTsdom of the Irish oUavs. ‘There were ollavs of the 
several professions, just as we have doctors of Law, Medicine, Philo- 
sophy, Literature, etc.’ An oUav sat at table next the king or cliief. If 
the Viking inroads disturbed the progress of scholastic culture, diey 
stimulated by way of compensation the cult of the saga. ‘At the close of 
the tenth century story-telling was in high favour in Ireland, and the 
professional story-teller was able not only to recite any one of the great 
historical tales, but to improvise, if the occasion arose.’ ^ ‘The import- 
ance of Dublin as a Scandinavian colony is . . . strongly marked in its 
connexion with other colonies of the Norsemen. Of these one of the 
most celebrated was Iceland.’- Of aU the makers of sagas the Icelanders 
were the most expert. ‘Icelandic poets were received with favour not 
only in Norway, but elsewhere, for instance in England and Ireland.’® 
‘After their settlement in Iceland the Norsemen, their sons and descen- 
dants, brought thither fresh tales of the old country, acquired in their 
yearly voyages to Norway as traders or otherwise. These they put into 
sagas or tales; or the skalds, the professional oral chroniclers, recited 
them at banquets and public meetings, interspersing in their recitals 
fragments of ancient verse to adorn and enliven them, a practice they 
probably learned in Ireland.’ And it is significant that ‘Irish names were 
borne by some of the foremost characters of the heroic age in Iceland, 
especially the poets, of whom it was also remarked that most of them 
were dark men’. A connexion between the Irish ollavs and the Ice- 
landic or Scandinavian bards is well established. According to the Book 
of Leinster, ‘the poet who had attained the rank of oUav was bound to 
know for recital to kings and chieftains two hundred and fifty tales of 
prime importance and one hundred secondary ones’ - the exact accom- 
phshments, in fact, of a Norwegian or Icelandic skald. It seems likely 
that, considering the rapid advance in culture of the Irish nation soon 
after the mission of Saint Patrick, and the intimate relations which 
existed between Iceland and Ireland even before the Viking inroads, 
the northern epic was in reaUty a development of the primitive Irish 
saga. That is, in fact, the hypothesis put forward by the two learned 
authors from whose works I have quoted above. 

1. ibid., page 6p. 

2. The Scandinaviim Kingdom o/Dnbim, page 98. 

3. Scandinavian Rejatiotts with Ireland, 66 . 
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It is interesting to note that the Irish sagas came, at an early stage, to 
be written in prose, such oraUy preserved prose sagas were recited by 
the file or professional minstrels in Ireland as early as the seventh cen- 
tury, whereas in Iceland the prose saga only ‘appears to have developed 
in the course of the tenth century’.^ These prose narratives were ‘de- 
tailed and elaborate’, and the minstrels of die period must have pos- 
sessed remarkable powers of memory, far exceeding those necessary 
for the reciters of epic poems. It is significant that Ulysses is both de- 
tailed and elaborate in its narration of facts and its numerous historical 
and hterary echoes. Like his predecessors Joyce was gifted with a prodi- 
gious memory, and had none of the modem aversion from elaboration 
and a detailed treatment of narrative. 


Two thousand years before the Irish age of oUavs, the rhapsodists 
of the Greek colonies on the Asia Minor coast were ‘ stringing together 
their epics, and the blind father of poetry creating (or collating) his 
immortal hexameters. There are many striking resemblances between 
that period of Greek civihzation and the early history of Dublin, and 
the Imks between the epic of Mr Bloom and the adventures of the 
Achaean heroes are at once stronger and subtler than the vague racial 
legend which I have mentioned above.^ 


Accordmg to an ancient tradition the Trojan War covered the 
period 1220-1210 b . c . After the latter date, Victor Berard tells us, the 
Phoemcian thalassocracy, which had lasted in the Eastern Mediterranean 
or about ^ree centuries, ‘began to decline and lost its commercial 
monopoly before the incursions, successes and settlement in the archi- 
pelago of the Peoples of the Sea, whom the Egyptian records have 
described to us. That the Achaeans are the best-known of these Peoples 
IS the work of the Homeric epics, principally the Odyssey.’ Before the 
arnval of these relatively barbarous peoples firom the north, aU the 
Eastern^ Mediterranean was occupied by an Aegaeo-Levantine civili- 
ation, whose ongm the Hellenes attributed to Minos, son of Europa, 
e Phoeniam, to Cadmos the Tyrian and to Danaos, the Egyptian, 
bmgers of the alphabet, of written laws, the horse, the chariot and the 


I. Scandinavian Relations with Ireland, page 74. 

condition mder \vhi AAp H paraUclism which follows and of the 

to thi Poynis were composed, I am largely indebted 
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The Achaeans of the Homeric epic are these barbarians from the north;^ 
tradition places their descent several generations before the Trojan war. ... The 
heroes of the epics, settled in Pelasgian territory, are the ‘ sons of the Achaeans ’, 
nice; ’ A^aiwv; this title they proudly claim as an honorific, for in their eyes it 
confers on them a nobility of divine succession and the privileges of a caste; 
and these blond ‘peers of the gods’, ‘of the long locks (xapYjy.ofxocovTCi;)’, 
‘fosterchildren of Zeus’, and their ‘divine’ wives established in the land they 
conquered, over a population of slaves or vassals, a feudal domination or rule 
of chivalry - if we interpret this latter term according to epic usage, that is to 
say, not regarding the horse as a beast of burden or mount, but as the animal 
that draws the chariot. 

Thus the Achaean oarsmen of the Homeric ship were all free men, 
‘knights of the oar’, iadXoi, who claimed to be of kingly, if not divine 
descent. Theoretically there is perfect equality between all these ‘com- 
rades’, e-ratpoi, Gessellen, free associates whose royal blood ennobled 
hard labour at the oar. 

Amongst the Vikings ‘the number of persons who bore the name of 
king was almost uncountable’.* Fuit hoc inter pirates more receptum, si 
regihus nati exercitui praeessent, iit hi reges appellarentitr, etsi millas haherent 
terras ditioni suae subjectas.^ The Irish claim to be ‘all kings’ sons’ is men- 
tioned many times in Ulysses, generally in a context suggesting pathos 
or irony. Stephen Dcdalus thinks of famous pretenders; ‘Thomas 
Fitzgerald, silken knight ... Lambert Simnel a scullion crowned. All 
king’s sons. Paradise of pretenders then and now.’ ‘Steak, kidney, liver, 
mashed at meat fit for princes sat princes Bloom and Goulding. Princes 
at meat they raised and drank Power and cider.’ Two ‘commercials’ 
stand fizz in Jammer’s. ‘Like princes, faith.’ ‘And heroes voyage from 
afar to woo them, from Eblana to Slievemargy, the peerless princes of 
unfettered Munster and of Connadit the just and of smootli sleek Lein- 
ster and of Cruachan’s land and of Armagh the splendid and of the 
noble district of Boyle, princes, the sons of kings.’ 

Like the Vikings, tlic Achaean princes, ‘lovers of the oar’, (piX:qp£T[zot, 
were both ‘commercials’ and pirates. Generally, Bcrard observes, they 
were bodi at once. Thus the Cyclops, questioning Odysseus on his 

1. Like the Viking benerks who conquered the Irish ‘saints and sages’, the 
Achaeans were far less ailturcd than the aborigines, educated by Phoenician inter- 
coune, wliom tlicy ousted. In fact, Helen was quite excusable for preferring the 
savoir vivre of Paris to the Nordic crudity of the austere Menclaus. 

2. F. Keary, The t'ikin^s. 3. Script. Hist. Island, 1, page 120. 
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occupation, asks: ‘Whence sail ye over the wet ways? On some trading 
enterprise or at adventure do ye rove, even as sea-robbers over the 
brine, for they wander at hazard of their hves, bringing bale to alien 
men? Nestor^ asks the same question of Telemachus. Indeed, the very 
first adventure of Odysseus after leaving Ihos was an act of piracy. The 
■vsTnd that bare me from Ihos brought me nigh to the Cicones, even to 
Ismarus, whereupon I sacked their city and slew the people. But from 
out the city we took their wives and much substance, and divided them 
between us, that none tlnrough me might go lacking his proper share. 
Thus the Vikings, on their first landing on the Irish coast (in A.D. 795)> 
sacked the city of Recru, or Lambay Island, near DubHn. For both 
Achaeans and Vikings piracy was an honourable profession in the 
practice of which a young man acquired the advantages of a liberal 
education. The Icelandic records speak of a certain Thorer: ‘ 
facere consuevit; interdiim vero mercaturam per varins regioiies exercehat; hiitc 
magmm multis in locis rerum hominiimque notitiam hahuit.’ ‘Thus he 
acquired a wide knowledge of things and men in many places.’ The 
similarity of this passage with the opening of the Odyssey is striking. 
1 ^. . that man of many a shift, who wandered far and wide . . . many were 
the meii whose towns he saw and whose mind he learnt.’ An occasional 
act of piracy was, in fact, indispensable for an Achaean or Viking who 
wished to acquire a wide knowledge of foreign men and minds. 
Trave ers cheques were not placed at his disposal by obliging agencies, 
a polite request for food and lodging was often of no avail; Aus the 
pru ent voyager (unless he knew that he had to deal with a civilized 
people like the Phaeacians) usually helped himself to whatever ship’s 
stores s Rvo ed and re-embarked with all speed on his ‘gallant ship . 

e e Vikings, the Homeric heroes were subject to fits of berserk 
rage. ■' 


He fastmed the cable ofa dark-prowed ship about a pillar of the great kitchen 
^ high aloft, that none might touch the ground with her 
, thrushes, long of wing, or doves fall into a net that is 

et m a thicket, as they seek to their roosting-place, and a hatefiil bed harbours 
m, even so e women held their heads all in a row, and about all their necks 
they might die by the most pitiful death. And they 
S with their feet for a little space, but for no long while. 

Then they led out Mclanthius through the gateway and the court, and cut off 

I. Odyssey, in; 
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his nostrils and his ears with the pitiless sword, and drew forth his vitals for the 
dogs to devour raw, and cut offhis hands and feet in their cruel anger. 

At the end of the eleventh century Eric, King of Denmark, was a model of 

piety and rvisdom. He made the pilgrimage to Rome, to the Apostles’ Tomb 

He built churches, founded monasteries and maintained obedience to the laws 
of God. 

One evening after liis return from Rome, 

King Eric took his dinner in the open; a famous minstrel arrived, who vaunted 
his power of exciting the guests to berserk rage by the strains of his harp. ... 
As a measure of prudence, all weapons were removed from the palace. The 
minstrel began to play, and, little by little, all were seized by a strange madness 
and raised a great clamour. The bodyguard sought in vain to restrain the King. 
With his mighty hands he crushed four of his most faithful knights and was 
only mastered when half suffocated beneath a pile of cushions ! 

The sons of Amgrim, King of Helgoland, in their rages ‘slew their 
followers, smashed their ships, and vented their rage on the trees and 
rocks’. 

In the ‘Cyclops’ episode of Ulysses Mr Bloom encounters one of 
these berserks. 

‘By Jesus,’ says he, ‘I’ll brain that bloody jewman ... I’ll crucify him so I 
will....’ 

‘Where is he till I murder him.'*’ 

Bcgoh he drew his hand and made a swipe and let fly. Mercy of God the sun 
was in his eyes or he’d have left him for dead. 

As the narrator of this episode, speaking from much knowledge of 
the forgatherings of Dubliners, remarks, ‘ there’s always some bloody 
clown or other kicking up a bloody murder about bloody nothing’. 

Among the Norsemen, as among the Achaeans, the gift of eloquence 
was highly esteemed; the great man was almost invariably a great 
orator. The part played by eloquence in the making of Irish history is 
considerable. It is hardly possible to find a better example of typical 
Irish ‘blarney’ than the speech of Odysseus to Nausicaa, beginning: ‘I 
supplicate thee, O queen, whether thou art some goddess or a mortal! 
If indeed thou art a goddess of them that keep die wide heaven, to 
Artemis, then, the daughter of great Zeus, I mainly liken thee, for beauty 
and stature and shapeliness....’ No wonder Nausicaa confessed to her 
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fair-tressed maidens, ‘Would that such a one might be called my hus- 
band, dwelling here!’ The Achaeans 

prized the good runner, who could pace or outpace a swift chariot. ... They 
preferred city to country hfe; they were men of the agora, of the place publiqiie, 
of the market, orators, lovers of noise, of debates and fine words. . . . 
admired above all a talent for the invention of songs, fiction, well-turned 
phrases. Ingenuity, though carried to the point of deceit, ever delighted them, 
they had every indulgence for ruse and blandishment such as that whereby 
Ulysses won Athene’s heart for ever. 

The reader of Ulysses will see all these quaHties in the Dubliners des- 
cribed by Joyce; Mr Dedalus, Stephen’s father, is, perhaps, the noblest 
‘Achaean’ of them all. 


2 . ULYSSES AND THE ODYSSEY 

A Neapolitan critic has said of Ulysses that its true protagonist is neither 
Mr Bloom nor Stephen but the language. Joyce’s virtuosity in the mani- 
pulation of words is such that, especially since the appearance o£ Finne- 
gans Wake, a tendency has grown up to regard ‘Words for Words 
Sake’ as his aesthetic creed and sole preoccupation. A casual reading of 
Ulysses may well seem to justify this view. There are many characteristic 
passages which contain echoes of writers of all races, of all times; there 
is a whole episode which has been dubbed a ‘chapter of parodies , 
another written, for the most part, in the language of Every Girl’s Maga- 
zine, and in the ‘Cyclops’ episode frequent shces of Whitechapel, War- 
dour or Fleet Street EngHsh are spatchcocked into the main narrative, 
which is recorded in tlie demotic idiom of a Dublin loafer. In another 
episode {‘Ithaca’) where the catechistic structure is employed, questions 
and answers are as dryly precise and ad nauseam explicit as the Aristote- 
lian hair-splitting of an early theologian. In every instance, for valid 
and specific reasons, the author has chosen a style appropriate to the 
subject; le style e’est le thane. 

The presence of numerous ‘echoes’ in the text is, of course, due to the 
necessities of the silent monologue. Stephen Dedalus is a young man 
who has read much and forgotten nothing, and the stream of his 
thoughts is copiously fed from literary sources. Like the antiquarian. 
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Hugh C. Love, who walks the Dublin streets ‘ attended by Geraldines 
tall and personable’, Stephen has ever with him his attendant ghosts, 
Swift, Shakespeare, Blake, Thomas Aquinas, and a motley horde of 
medieval philosophers. Mr Bloom’s soliloquies, too, are coloured by 
his hterary habits; they are a jumble of bits of advertisements, popular 
science, music-hall refrains. Moreover, each change of mood, every 
allusion, leaves an imprint on the plastic prose of the narrative. The 
episode (‘Eumaeus’), for instance, which describes the return of Mr 
Bloom and Stephen after the orgy at the Lying-in Hospital and Burke’s 
public house, and the pandemonium at the brodiel, is written in a 
style which exactly reflects the half-fuddled exhaustion of Mr Bloom. 

The guarded glance of half solicitude, half curiosity, augmented by friendli- 
ness which he gave at Stephen’s at present morose expression of features did not 
throw a flood of light, none at all in fact, on the problem as to whether he had 
let himself be badly bamboozled, to judge by two or three low spirited remarks 
he let drop, or, the other way about, saw through the affair, and, for some 
reason or other best known to himself, allowed matters to more or less. ... 
Grinding poverty did have that effect and he more than conjectured that, high 
educational abilities though he possessed, he experienced no little difficulty 
in making both ends meet. 

Ulysses contains examples of almost every known dialect and patois 
of the English tongue, Irish forms being, naturally, the most frequent. 
There are abrupt transitions from literar}' idiom to the colloquial, from 
patristic gravity to the slang of a speak-easy. ‘Monkwords, marybeads 
jabber on their girdles: rogue-words, tough nuggets patter in tlieir 
packets.’ 

Homer’s vocabulary presents some astonishing anomalies. Recent discoveries 
have added considerably to our knowledge of the various Greek dialects, but 
nowhere has an example of the Homeric dialect been detected. In it we find 
loman, Aeolian, Cyprian and even Attic elements; the pliilologist is bewildered 
by its phonetic variability and the diversity of grammatical forms employed. 
Various theories have been proposed to explain these anomalies. It has been sug- 
gested tliat the rhapsodist varied the dialect in whicli he recited to suit that of 
liis hearers, and that in the final redaction were embodied elements of the various 
transpositions which the poem had undergone. The theory is plausible. But we 
must assume that tliis habit of transposing the dialect of the poem to suit the 
audience was a very ancient one .and had led to the creation of a mixed epic 
language from whose variable vocabulary the rhapsodists could borrow to suit 



78 INTROtfUCTION 

the audience of the moment. This mixed dialect became the accepted language 
of the epos, and epic poets conformed to this convention. In much the same way, 
during two centuries, the troubadours composed their poems in a mixed dialect. 
Limousine, with an admixture of Provencal, Catalonian and ItaUan forms.^ 

It was on the Asia Minor coast [M. Berard remarks] where members of 
different races found themselves in close contact and whither merchant- 
adventurers from overseas imported the idioms of their countries, that such a 
fusion of dialects would most naturally take place. I can see no other part of the 
Greek world where such a mixed tongue, triumphing over the opposition of 
local purists, would succeed in making its way and establishing itself. 

The birthplace of the Homeric poems was, M. Berard suggests, 
Miletus in Asia Minor. 

Miletus was certainly a frequent port of call for the Levantine merchant- 
ships and Phoenician, Cdician, Egyptian and other traders estabhshed depots 
there or even demarcated settlements - ‘camps’ as they were then called.^ 

Like the Memphis described by Herodotus, Miletus had its Tyrian or 
Sidonian ‘camp’. Tliese Phoenicians, who had partially lost their maritime and 
commercial supremacy, continued their metier of middlemen. They had a 
permanent estabUshment in the ‘camp’, with a national temple in the midsU 
Ttsptoixloucri 8s to Tspevo? touto Oofvtxs!;, Tiipiof xaLsexat Se o 
X<opo? oStoi; d aruvattac Tupicov SrpaTOTceSov.® 

There they maintained their rehgious cults and customs, spoke their mother 
tongue and read or sang their national poems. The Cadmeans were marked out 
to serve as intermediaries between the Phoenicians of the Camp and the Hellenes 
of the City. These Cadmeans, who boasted of their Phoenician origin, would 
teach the latter to admire the products, customs, art and science of the superior 
race, the ‘divine’ race, whose sons they claimed to be; perhaps they even spoke 
the ‘ tongue of the gods ’, alluded to by the poet of the Odyssey . ... It was, I think 
it mote than probable, at the court of the Neleid kings, under the patronage of a 
Cadmean aristocracy, that, about 900 or 850 b.c., there was composed this 
magnificent poem, the masterpiece of a great artist, that learned and sldlful 
writer on whom the ages have bestowed ie name of Homer. 

1. M. Br&l, Revue de Paris (15 February 1903). 

2. Or 'pales’, as such reserved areas were styled in Ireland. Dublin, too, was an 
important commercial centre in Viking times. ‘Plundering in one country, these 

merchant princes” sold the produce of their piracy in another, and Dublin was 
frequently their place of sale. Hence we find that Thorer, who had long been on 
Viking expeditions, went on a merchant voyage to Dublin, “as many were in the 
habit of doing”.’ Haliday (quoting the Olaf Tryggv. Saga). 
a. Herodotus, 11: 112. 
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Tliis great artist was not, as a superficial judgement of his works 
might lead us to heBeve, a mere inventor of enchanting fairy-tales, the 
idle singer of an empty day’. ’A vain teratology, built from fables, 
Strabo tells us, ‘would be contrary to the Homeric spirit.’ ^ ‘Homer’s 
tales are more accurate than those of his successors, Strabo continues. 
He was no miracle-monger, hut subordinated his allegories, artifices, 
and the popular appeal of his verse, to the advancement of knowledge, 
especially in his accoimt of the wanderings of Odysseus. 

The Odyssey [M. Berard observes] is not a mere collection of talw; it is a 
geographical authority, depicting in a poetic form, but without any falsification, 
a Mediterranean world which had its own maritime customs, its own geodesy 
and theory of navigation, a language, commerce and ‘Instructions Nantiqnes . 
Once we have explored this inner sea of the Phoenicians, we can understand 
both the general outline of the Odyssean adventure and its episodes; Ulysses 
ceases to be a mythical figure wandering in the mist of legend, in fantastic fairy- 
lands; he is a merchant-adventurer visiting shores familiar to the traders of 
Sidon. The monsters he encounters - such as the hideous Scylla, who, from the 
recesses of her cave, preys upon all who enter a narrow strait - were known to 
the Phoenicians and noted in their pilots’ manuals, as to our sailors of today (v/de 
Instructions Nantiqnes, No. 73 1, page 249) is known a certain cavern overlooking 
the strait of Messina; ‘Behind the cape stands Mount Scuderi, 1,250 metrK m 
height. Near the blunt summit of this mountain there is a cave from whose 
mouth the wind issues, violently roaring. 

One of the most striking features of Ulysses is its extreme accuracy, 
most, if not all, the characters are drawn from the Bfe, soine, indeed, 
being mentioned under their real names. There is no falsification of 

facts for the sake of effect, no ‘vain teratology . 

In the course of his long study of Homeric origins M. Berard demon- 
strates that the poet of the Odyssey must have had access to, and care- 
fully studied, some Phoenician record of voyages in the eastern and 
western Mediterranean, a pre-Achaean ‘ Mirror of the Sea . A very large 
number of the Odyssean place-names are of Semitic origin; mese were 
the names under which the places came to be known to t e ear est 
Greek navigators. The latter translated the names into their own tongue, 
and so each place had a pair of names - the Phoenician and the Greek. 
For instance [Odyssey x: 135) Circe’s island is named Aiaie. The is and 

I. Strabo, i: 2, 9. he 8e daT) 0 oO<; iviitrstv xcvtjv wpaToXoYtav oi-/ 

fiHEpixiv. 
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of Circe’ is an exact translation of the Semitic compound^^i-flie, the 
island of the hawk (Circe) . The Hebrew word for hawk ,, ai a, is, it may 
be noted, invariably feminine; the Greek xlpxo? is a masculine form, 
used for both the male and the female hawk. The poet, meticulously 
accurate, has given a feminine termination to xipxo?. Again, the name 
‘ Scylla’ (SxuXXt]) is the hellenized form of the Semitic loots-k-l {skouh), 
meaning the rock. The poet has given his translation of the Semitic 
original in the form of an epithet ‘Scylla the rocky’ (SxbXXvjv m'tpcdr^v, 
Odyssey, xii: 231). Other illustrations of the manner in which the 
Greek poet adapted to his purposes the Semitic names or words which 
he found in the Phoenician records on which he based his narrative will 
be observed in the course of my commentaries on the various episodes 
of Ulysses. Space does not permit me to set out at length the multifarious 
data from which M. Bcrard infers the Phoenician origin of the Odyssey. 
It is clear, however, that in referring to his Homeric paradigm the 
author of Ulysses has had regard to this oriental background, and, 
though the data must be omitted, a brief resume of M. Berard s con- 
clusions is necessary. 

The Ulysseid (’OSiiaoeia) appears to be a Phoenician periploiis (log-book) 
transposed into Greek verse and a poetic legend according to certain very simple 
and typically hellenic principles: anthropomorphic personification of objects, 
humanization of natural forces, hellaiizatioii^ of the raw material. By these 
methods, to which the Greeks owe so many of their myths and legends, was 
woven on to a stout, if coarse, Semitic canvas that typically Greek masterpiece, 
the Odyssey. 

In the Odyssey imagination and fantasy play but a small part. Arrangement 
and logic were the poet’s part in the work; he borrows his themes but shapes 
them in the Greek manner, endowing them with an anthropomorphic life; 
above all, he is at the greatest pains to compose and weld together his informa- 
tion in such a manner as to create a uniform whole. The Hellene is, first and 
foremost, a skilled arranger. 

The poet invents nothing. He utilizes the facts given in the ‘log’. . . . From a 
series of sketches he composes a picture, and this piemre is an accurate copy of 
nature, though some parts of it are left in shadow and others placed in a high 
light. The pirture is complete; the poet omits none of the facts which the records 
have described to him. 

I. Cf. Mulligan’s appeal to Stephen. 'If you and I could only work together we 
might do something for the island. Hellcnize it.’ 
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James Joyce’s picture of Mr Bloom s day was composed, if for 
‘records’ be substituted ‘ the author’s memory’, in exactly this manner. 


The poem is obviously the work of a Hellene, while the log is clearly the 
record of a Semitic traveUer. The poet - Homer, if you will - was a Greek; the 
seafarer — Ulysses, as we known him — was Phoenician. 

The author of Ulysses - James Joyce - is an Irishman; his wandering 

hero -Leopold Bloom - is a Jew. i 1 1- 

In ‘hellenizmg’ the log-book ofMr Bloom’sjoumey through Dublin, 
the author has not only foUowed the Homeric precedent of carefuUy 
arranging his data (by the devices of rhythm and interlockmg elements) 
and imposing on them the rule of a severe logic (the western man s way 
of synthesizing the runes of oriental intuition), but has also freely em- 
ployed the anthropomorphic methods of his predecessor. Apart rom 
the fact that in the relations between the principal characters of Ulysses 
we may discover the dramatization of certain theological or meta- 
physical abstractions and that, as will be seen in my notes on the epi- 
sodes, abstract ideas are in several instances presented anthropomor- 
phically, one of the peculiarities of Joyce s technique is 's treatment o 
inanimate objects or parts of the body as if they had independent per- 
sonal hfe. Mr Bloom watches a newspaper press at work. 


Silt. The nethermost deck of the first machinejoggedforwarditeflyboard-OTth 
silt the first batch of quirefolded papers. Silt. Almost human the way i slit o 
call attention. Doing its level best to speak. The door too silt creaking asking to 
be shut. Everything speaks in its own way. Silt. 

Stephen, passing the powerhouse, hears the dymamos: Bemgless 
beings. Stop! Throb always without you and the throb always withm. 

Your heart you sing of.... , , 

The wobbling disk at the end of its course m a slot-machme ogles 
the bystanders, a shirt hung on a line is ‘crucified , growmg hops are 
serpeL entwining themselves on long sticks. Tbs nation of the 
mert reaches its chmax m the ‘ Circe’ episode, where a folded fan stutters 
a creasy remonstrance, soap smgs, a cap cross-exaimnes its owner, an 

the End of die World turns somersaults. _ 

b the same way the Greeks tended to conceive all mture, even their 
works of art or common use, m terms of humamty. They described a 
pillar, for instance, as if it were a Uvmg organism, a man; the capital 
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was the head and the section joining this to the pedestal was a neck\ the 
whole pillar was, according to its kind, male or female.... 

There existed even in antiquity, as Strabo records, two distinct 
schools of Homeric research. There were those who, like Eratosthenes, 
asserted that the poet was a mere inventor of fables and that it was idle 
to seek beneath the superficial beauties of his work a profound or per- 
manent significance. But there was another school, the ‘more Homeric’ 
ol S’ 0(iepiy.coTepoi -eoic, eTteaiv dxoXouOouvTC!;, who closely ex- 
amined the text, ‘following the words’, and discovered that the poet 
was the pioneer of geographical research’, and his narrative veridical. 
Behind a facade of symbols and anthropomorphism, they discerned the 
palace of truth, a cosmic apocalypse. Justifying for the Homeric epics 
their proud device, the ‘Bible of the Greeks’. If, in this study of Ulysses, 
I prefer the method of the more Homeric students described by Strabo, 
following die words, and in so doing, risk to share the obloquy of that 

scholiast whose unweary’d pains 
Made Horace dull and humbled Milton’s strains 

I would take refuge behind the aegis of the ablest of modem Homerists, 
his epigram: i7 n est Jamais inutile de bien comprendre pour mieux admirer. 



chapter 5 

THE CLIMATE OF ULYSSES 


The interest shown today in the private lives of eminent men of letters 
may often seem excessive, even indiscreet, yet for the full appreciation 
of a writer’s work it is often desirable to know something of his back- 
ground, especially when that background is becoming obscured by the 
lapse of time. In the case of Joyce this knowledge will grow steadily 
harder to come by as the generation to wlrich he belonged dies out and 
the decor of his formative years grows more and more like that of a 
period play, to which its seeming quammess, conventions now out- 
moded, and a manner of living no longer practicable or even acceptable 
lend the defunctive lustre of a museum-piece. For, tliough the master- 
piece may owe its being primarily to an uprush from the subliminal 
self (to use the phraseology of F. W. H. Myers in his ^eat work on the 
Hunmtt Personality), not only the form - and the form is half the m^ter- 
piece - is due to the artist’s cultural experience, but also the source from 
which it springs has been conditioned by his environmeiit. ^ 
Psychology of Art Andre Mahaux, examining the conditions under which 
a work of art emerges, draws attention to a circumstance often over- 
looked where a greatly original genius is concerned. 


A writer [Malraux tells us] traces his vocation back to the reading of a cert^ 
poem or a novel (or, perhaps, a visit to the theatre); a musiaan, to a concert he 
attended; a painter, to a painting he once saw. Never do we hear of the case of a 
man who, out of the blue so to speak, feels a compulsion to express some scene 
or incident. ‘I, too, will be a painter!’ That cry might be the impasuoned pre- 
lude of aU vocations. An old story goes that Cimabue was struck widi admira- 
tion when he saw the shepherd-boy. Giotto, sketching sheep. But, accordmg to 
the true biographies, it is never the sheep that inspire a Giotto with t^ love of 
painting; but, rather, his first sight of the paintings of such a man as Cimabue. 
What makes the artist is tlie circumstance that in his youth he was more deeply 
moved by the sight of works of art dian by that of die things which they por- 
tray. . . . This [Malraux adds in a later chapter] is why every artist s career begms 
with the pastiche. 
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Joyce was no exception. At the age of twenty he published in the 
Dubhn magazine, St Stephens, an essay on that hrilHant Irish poet, 
J. C. Mangan, containing die following passage: 

Though even in the best of Mangan the presence of alien emotions is some- 
times felt, the presence of an imaginative personality reflecting the light of 
imaginative beaut}’ is more vividly felt. East and West meet in tliat penonahty 
(we know how): images interweave there like soft luminous scan’es and 
words ring like briUiant mail, and whether the song is of Ireland or of Istambol 
it has the same refrain, a prayer that peace may come again to her who has lost 
her peace, the moonwhite pearl of his soul, Amecn. Music and odours and lights 
arc spread about her, and he would search the dews and the sands that he might 
set another glory near her face. A scenery .and a world have grown up about her 
face, as they will about any face whicli tlic eyes have regarded with love. Vit- 
toria Colonna and Laura and Beatrice — even she upon whose face many lives 
have cast that shadow’y dehcac}’, as of one who broods upon distant terrors and 
riotous dreams, and that strange stillness before wliich love is silent, Monna Lisa 
- embody one chivalrous idea, wliich is no mortal thing, bearing it bravely 
above the accidents of lust and faithfulness and weariness: and she whose white 
and holy hands have the virtue of enchanted hands, his virgin flower, the flower 
of flowers, is no less than these an embodiment of tliat idea. 

Here the debt to Pater is obvious, and indeed implicitly acknow- 
ledged in the Monna Lisa’ reference. The essay was published in May 
1902, and Joyce went to Paris for die first time in the autumn of that 
year; thus at die time of writing he had not yet seen the picture at the 
Louvre, and his admiration merely echoes Pater’s. 

Poetry, Joyce writes elsewhere in this essay (and by poetry he means, 
I think, all creative writing), ‘makes no account of history, which is 
fabled by the daughters of memory,^ but sets store by every time less 
than the pulsation of an artery, the time in which its intuitions start 
fordi, holding it equal in its period and value to six diousand years’. 
The similarities with the famous ‘ Conclusion ’ of Pater’s The Renaissance 
(which we of Joyce s generation never tired of reiterating; it was in- 
deed the aesthete’s Credo) are obvious. 

Not the fruit of experience, but experience itself is the end. A counted num- 

er o pulses only is given to us of a variegated, dramatic hfc. How may we see 
in em all that is to be seen in them by the finest senses? Howshall we press most 

1. Cf. Ulysses, page 21. 
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smfdy &om point to point, and be present always at the focus where Ae greate^ 
number of vital forces unite in their purest energy?^ ... To bum -ways ^ 
this hard, gemlike flame, to maintain this ecstasy, is success in hie e a 

melts under our feet, we may well grasp at any exquisite passion, ot contri 
button to knowledge that seems by a hfted horizon to set t ae spint ee or a 
moment, or any stirring of the senses, strange dyes, strange co oure m cunous 

odours, or the work of the artist’s hand, or the face of one s en . 

criminate every moment some passionate attitude in those a out us, an in t e 
very brilUancy of their gifts some tragic dividing offerees on t eir ways, is, on 
this short day of host and sun, to sleep before evening. 

These sharp impressions, exquisite moments, are identical with what 
Joyce caUed ‘ epiphanies and to which several references are made m 
the course of Joyce’s work. In this connexion Dr leo ore ^ pencer 
quotes, in his excellent introduction to Stephen Hero an amusmg pa^ 
sage from Dr Gogarty’s autobiography, I t.ns n>alkmg dotnn SacMe 
Street. ‘Gogarty is spending the evening with Joyce and others, Joyce 
says “Excuse me” aJd leaves the room. “I don t mmd bemg reported 
Gogarty writes, “but to be an unwilling contnbutor to one of bs 
EpiphaL is irritating.”’ (Some illustrations of Epiphames were on 
view at the Joyce Exhibitions in Paris and London.) ^ 

While in Chamber Music the influence of the EWbethans is evident, 
^vhat Joyce aimed at above all, and firequendy achieved, m bs poems 

wasthatcharacteristicaUyl^tmelegancewbchhedireemedinHoraces 

elegant simpheity,^ m Virgil’s jewelled phrases and in the work ofeer- 

tab French poets of the second half of die nineteenth cenmn^^^ 

BnigcnMJamesJoyceandtheMakingof Ulysses ^ 

scenL of Joyce durmg bs residence m Zunch (1915-19). quotes a 

I. Cf. Ulysses, page 175. ‘Hold to the now, the here, tlirough which all future 

plunge into the past.’ in^pression of this order may be found m the episode 

Stephen is gazing at a jeweller’s wmdow. 

Ihe Wandermg R . Joyce’s earliest extant composition is an English 
vcKlon xXteeX Odc. Lib. ni. made by him when he was fourteen, 

^e last thrre SL^ave a felicity indeed remarfcible when we consider their 

maker’s youth: ^oble founts! I smg 

The oak-tree o’er thine echoing 
Crags, thy waters murmuring.’ 

Compared v-ith Mato^-^e v™ ^ Lib. i, A^PynUam, the 

Joycean rendering outaocs. 
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remark made by Joyce aftera fiiend had read out to him the opening 
lines of Verlaine’s Spleen: 

Les roses etaient toutes rouges, 

Et les lierres etaient tout noirs. 

Chere, pour peu que tu tc bouges, 

Renaissent tous mes dcsespoirs. 

‘That’, Joyce said, ‘is perfection. No more beautiful poem has ever 
been made.’ 

Joyce sometimes spoke to me with appreciation of the training he 
received at Belvedere College, a Jesuit school in Dublin, to which he 
came at the age of eleven and where, besides the thorough grounding 
in the classics provided at all good schools of the period, he acquired 
a working knowledge of French and Italian, which served him well in 
later life. Flaubert is one of the three or four authors whose every line 
Joyce claimed to have read (he was also a great admirer of some of 
Tolstoy’s shorter works of fiction), and Dubliners, published in 1914. a 
collection of uouvelles, while superficially resembling some of Mau- 
passant s and Chehov s tales, has a texture more akin to Flaubert’s. 

A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916) is in the tradition of the 
autobiographical novels of the European romantic movement. In its 
first version (a fragment of which has been published under the original 
title, Stephen Hero) this affinity is still more apparent. Here again are 
indications of Pater s mfluence (Meredith’s as well), and indeed the 
picture given by Joyce of himself in his young days has much in com- 
mon with that of Pater s Marius the Epicurean, who had 

a CCTtain bookish air, the somewhat sombre habitude of the avowed scholar, 
which though it never interfered with the perfect tone, ‘fresh and serenely dis- 
posed , of the Roman gentleman, yet qualified it by an interesting obHque trait, 
and frightened away some of his equals in age and rank. Already he blamed 
imtinctively alike in his work and in himself, as youth so seldom does, all that 
had not passed a long and liberal process of erasure. The happy phrase or sen- 
tence was really modelled upon a closely finished structure of scrupulous 
thought. The sober discretion of his thoughts, his sustained habit of meditation, 

e sense of those negative conclusions enabling him to concentrate himself with 
an a sorption so entire, upon what is immediately here and now, gave him a 
peculiar manner of intellectual confidence, as of one who had indeed been 
initiated into a great secret. 

This description applies in almost every detail to the personality of 
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Joyce as a young man, the impression he produced on his friends, 
to his methods of work; for it was largely through a long and hbe 
process of erasure that Stephen Hero - that sc oo oy s . 

Joyce severely called it - attained the styUstic virtuosity of the Portrmt 
But, apart &om tliese individual influences, there is ^ 
one, which is apt to be overlooked, though it did muc o P 
genius of the auLr of Ulysses and the Wake I have in the chmam 
of his formative years: the_^« de stkie and the openmg element 

century. There has been a tendency to overemphasize 

in Joyce’s work, because, for he always 

Dublin as the setting of his narratives. B , ,1.^6 local 

at being a European writer and, in his 

theme with wider references “ Space stylistically ’(an^ 

place of Ulysses is in the p Jes to Joyce^ it has Uttle or 

the saying that the style is ^e Pj hLary movement 

nothing m common with the self-con y ,-~nnraries There 

was, moreover, a much closer larger English residential 

of his readers ^e^een Joy« s I^bl contemporary of Joyce and one 
towns - a resemblance ’ ^-st-country English town, I can 

who spent his youth m a fairly larg here^ehind every bar you 

personally vouch. The gossip m Ae p^bs, w^he ^heTepertoire 

sawaMissDouceorMma^ed^.^ n,usic-haU songs, and ‘drawing- 
of musical comedy, panto^ , ^ 

soom balls*’ (so -"Y &“misL (tough „o, aggres- 
idoincal; I cm j „ accost and talk to schoolboys 

sively obnoxious) eccentric w character in ‘An Encounter’, 

m just the same manner as , ^ 

There were also many house Y , better davs 

vidcn. gcndefolk who. as to pSS /.S 

were tr^g to ^^P'^P ^PP age, was a time of mild prosperity 

ceding ‘B oom^ay if^t a go g ^ 

and, despite faihng freedoms - freedom from the fear 

years enjoyed the most preaous 

of major cawdysms. could, and did, fix their attention on their 

Thu, in P“®Ss dictum to. per&cdon of form is 

S.; ^^dttn” fSabng to Perfect Lyric - some of tom,^ 
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Dowson for example, brought it off - much as the detective-story 
writers of the next generation dreamt of concocting a Perfect Crime. 
Wilde achieved the Perfect Modem Comedy, and Morris, with his 
Kelmscott ‘ Chaucer’, the Perfect Book. For the young men of the time 
the writers’ first duty, hke that of the contemporary French painters, 
was deference to the matihe of their art, and, much as in painting the 
artists were discarding the notion that the painter’s function is to 
ideahze things seen, to play on sentiments, or to point a moral, the 
writer aimed at creating in the medium of words something perfect in 
form and durable because of this perfection. 

Needless to say, this care for form did not involve a disregard of con- 
tent. The young men had much to say and said it boldly. Indeed, as Mr 
Osbert Burdett pointed out in his The Beardsley Period (which of the 
many books on the nineties shows perhaps the greatest insight into the 
spirit of the age), they aimed at what was called unflinching reaHsm, 
one of its chief exponents being the Irishman, George Moore, who 
made no secret of his advanced’ ideas. ‘The healthy school is played 
out in England; all that could be said has been said; the successors of 
Dickens, Thackeray and George Eliot have no ideal, and consequently 
no language.... The reason of this heaviness of thought is that the 
avenues are closed, no new subject-matter is introduced, the language 
of Enghsh fiction has therefore run stagnant. But if the Reahsts should 
catch favour in England, the English tongue may be saved from dis- 
solution, for with the new subjects they would introduce, new forms of 
anguage would arise.’ And Mr Burdett, writing a quarter of a century 

ago, o owed up this quotation with the query; ‘Has this proved pro- 
phetic of U/yssej?’ ^ ^ t' r 

Characteristic, likewise, of the period was its preoccupation with 
m, an entity (or nonentity) which fascinated the younger men as 
IT j appalled their parents. Writers and artists of that bygone age 
J ^ advantage over those of the present generation that there was a 
cita e o^ organized propriety on which to drop their incendiaries, and 
e ensimg blaze filled them and their admirers with mischievous de- 
® y , rejoiced when such epithets as decadent or morbid were 
A Thus, when writing to his publisher Grant 

Kichards to announce the completion of Dubliners, Joyce spoke of ‘the 

TW ‘1.° corruption which, I hope, floats over my stories’, 

inat hope was typically ninetyish. 
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Typical, too, of the period was a near-great Catholic writer 
first work appeared in the Yellow Book: Fr Rolfc ( Baron o 
whose career was the theme of a brilliant ‘experiment m 
by the late A. J. A. Symons, The Quest for Corvo. Indeed, had the . ^ 
been hinder, that unhappy genius might have move par. e ’ ^ , 

somewhat lower plane, to Joyce’s. Nicolas Crabbe, the ero o 
last novel. The Desire and Pursuit of the Whole, had a goo e _ 

mon with Stephen Dedalus, and the following description o ^ 
even, mutatis mutandis, the tone of the writing - 


Ushman ever elected Pope, ^ Lawrence wrote: 

Jxen of the Sun’ episode) - ofwhic • „ ^ jjve fish. Some o 

'■it is caviare, at least it came out of e gan vein; as in this 

olfe’s cadences and word-patterns arc livid; they disclose 

ascription of a death-bed. ‘Already ' strident.... Bloomed the 

le purity of teeth clenched and where the soft^esan 

bhominable unmistakeable of death.’ Also, Rolfe shared 

air was humid with the dew of the , as ‘contortupheate 

ayce’s fondness for out-of-the-way ^ through Sir Thomas 

nd ‘tolutiloquence’ (a new coinage 

irowne, from the Latin and art of France and England 

All who are familiar with the W affinities in Joyce s early 

luring this period cannot Ulysses. Likewise, that combina- 

:echnique and in the Teletna tectonic precision which we see m, 
don of naturalism, symbohsm 
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for instance, Seurat’s art, has its literary counterpart in Ulysses and 
especially the Woke; indeed the texture of the latter work (as was the 
method of its composition) is poinlilUste tliroughout. 

Yet, interesting as it would be to linger on the background of Ulysses 
and on the climate of the formative years of its creator - which syn- 
chronized with one of the most fertile periods of our Uterature: the 
period, to name but one of its great writers, of Henry James - we 
must be careful not to exaggerate the extent to whichjoyce’s genius was 
conditioned by his environment. For genius is necessarily unique, the 
privilege of an exceptional individual who often seems (like Henry 
James) bom out of his due time; or, more exacdy, is not esteemed at his 
true value by his own generation. No doubt in the early work and in 
the opening episodes of Ulysses we can see Jin de siMe influences in the 
handling of the themes and in the style, but these are characteristic of 
the artist as a young man’; once the Odyssey proper gets under way 
(with Bloom’s appearance on the scene) both style and treatment show 
an unprecedented freedom. That the first three episodes are presented 
in a manner resembling that of the earlier works should not be taken 
to mean that here Joyce was using a literary form that was more per- 
sonal or came more naturally to him. He is merely reflecting in the 
style the personality of Stephen Dedalus in 1904, the earnest, narcissistic, 
young aesthete, just as in the 'Cyclops’ episode the style mirrors the 
personality of that engaging vulgarian, the narrator. 

Whereas in the case of most great writers maturity brings a crystalh- 
zation, a maitrise controlling the instinctual drive and guiding it down 
well-defined channels, Joyce’s genius had, right to that amazing climax, 
Finnegans Wake, a flexibility, an inventiveness, a gift of metamorphosis 
winch, though we may see analogies in the work of some great painters 
(Picasso is an obvious example), must surely be almost unique in litera- 
ture. 
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I. TELEMACHUS 


scrNc 

HOUR 

ART 

COLOURS 

SYMBOL 

TECirKlC 


The Tower 
S a.in. 

Theology 
White, gold 
Heir 

Narrative (young) 


The first tlircc episodes of Ulysses (corresponding to the Tclcinachia of 
the Odyssey) serve as a bridge-work berween the Pertraii of the Artist os 
ft Vw;h(> and the record of Mr Biooin’s adventures on the memor- 
able date of i6Junc 1904. The closing lines of the Portroit (extracts from 
the diar)' of Stephen Dcdalus) not only throw considerable light on 
Stephen’s character but also contain premonitions of certain of the 
tnoofi which (as I have suggested in my introduction) arc essential to 
the understanding of Ulysses. 

April 26. Mother is putting my new secondhand dotlics in order. She prays 
now, she says, that I may leant in my own life and away from home and friends 
what the heart is and svhat it feels. Amen. So be it. Welcome, O life! I go to 
encounter for the millionth time the rcalitj’ of experience and to forge in the 
smithy of my soul the uncreated conscience of my race. 

April 2y. Old father, old artificer, stand me now and ever in good stead. 

Thus Stephen invokes the c.xamplc and patronage of the inventor of 
the labyrin A, first artificer to adapt the reality of experience to the rite 
of art,* first fijing man, teacher of ‘transcendental mysteries’ and of 
astrology, 2 in the huge task he has set before him. 

A little over a year has p,asscd since Stephen recorded these entries 
hi his diary. During tliis period he has encountered something of the 
reality of experience - a taste of Parisian life, the shock of his mother’s 
death, and the hard constraint of earning his living by distasteful work 

1. ‘The period represented by the name of Daedalus was that in which such 
forms [the conventional forms of art] were first broken through, and the attempt 
Was made to give a natural and lifelike impression to statues, accompanied, as such 
3 development in any branch of art always is, by a great improvement in the 
mechanics of art.’ Smith’s Dictionary of Biography anS Mythology. 

2 . According to Lucian. 
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THEfint three episodes of Ulyssa (corresponding to the Tclcmachia of 
the Odyssey) serve as a bridge-work between the Portrait oft le rtist as 
a Youtw Matt and the record of Mr Bloom’s adventures on the memor- 
able date of i6Junc 190+. The closing lines of the Portrait (extracts from 
the diary of Stephen Dedalus) not only throw considerable light on 
Stephen’s character but also contain premonitions of certain of th 
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the understanding of Ulysses. 

April 26. Mother is putting my new secondhand dothes in order. She prays 
nows she says, that I may learn in my own life and away torn home and fnen s 
what the heart is and what it feels. Amen. So be it. Welcome O hfe! I go^° 
encounter for the miUionth time the reality of e.xpenence and to forge m the 

smithy of my soul the uncreated conscience of ni) race. j 

April 27. Old father, old artificer, stand me now and ever m good stead. 

Thus Stephen invokes the example and patronage of the ^ 

the labyrinth, first artificer to adapt the rc.ality o experience 
of art, ^ first flying man. teacher of ‘ transcendental mystenes and of 

astrology,- in the huge task he has set before m. , , , tries 
A litde over a year has passed since Stephen recorded ^ 
in his diary. During this period he has encountered 
reality ofJxperience - a taste of Parisian life, die 
deatK and the hard constraint of earning his living by distasteful w 

1. ‘The period represented by the "“”0 °f Daeddusjas tha^^ which mh 

forms [the conventional forms of art] were firs accompanied, as such 

was made to give a natural and lifelike impression . j in the 

a development in any branch of art always is, Pcat impro 

mechanics of art.’ Smith’s Dictionary of Biography and Mytho gy. 

2. According to Lucian. 
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(as teacher in a small school). But most ‘realistic’ of aU, perhaps, is his 
daily contact with ‘Buck’ (Malachi) MuUigan, a cynical medical stu- 
dent, dehberately boorish in manners, with an immense repertoire of 
lewd jests and blasphemous doggerel. Stephen is Hving with Mulligan 
in a disused MarteUo tower, overlooking Dublin Bay; Stephen pays the 
rent but Mulligan insists on keeping the key. 

The opening scene is enacted on the platform of this tower. Mulligan 
comes forth from the stairhead ‘bearing a bowl of lather on which a 
mirror and razor lay crossed’. 

Holding up the bowl he intones: 

Introibo ad altare Dei. 

{Ulysses thus opens on a ritual note, the chant of an introit on the sum- 
mit of a round tower and the elevation of a bowl bearing the holy 
signature.) 

Presently Stephen) oins Mulligan who, thrusting a hand into Stephen’s 
upper pocket, says: 

Lend us a loan of your snotrag^ to wipe my razor.’ 

Stephen suffered him to pull out and hold up on show by its comer a dirty 
crumpled handkerchief. Buck Mulligan wiped the razorblade neatly. Then, 
gazing over the handkerchief, he said: 

The bard s noserag. A new art colour for our Irish poets: snotgreen. You can 
almost taste it, can’t you? ’ 

In sudden Swinbumean mood MuUigan hails the ‘great sweet 
mother’. 


Thalatta! Thalatta! She is our great sweet mother. Come and look.’ 

Stephen stood up and went over to the parapet. Leaning on it he looked down 
on the water and on the mailboat clearing the harbour mouth of Kingstown. 

Our mighty mother,’ Buck Mulligan said. 

Abruptly MuUigan swings round and reproaches Stephen for his 
conduct at his mother’s deathbed. 

You could have knelt down, damn it, Kinch,^ when your dying mother 
asked you. I m hypoborean as much as you. But to think of your mother beg- 
gwg you with her last breath to kneel down and pray for her. And you refused. 
There is something sinister in you, ,,,* 


proscribes the word ‘snot’ and its adjective as ‘not in 
Herbert- 1 7 ^1''= latter, anyhow, has been canonized by the pious George 

2 • I'i'r : his nose wiped off.’ 

2. Kinch the knffeblade’ is Mulligan’s nickname for Stephen. 
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Tliq- continue tjlkino, and presently MuIIiiMii prov's aware that 
Stephen is mir^inp a grievance apaimt Itini. 


‘Wlut « it?’ ItucS: Muliiean a'.5:ed 


itnpjtietitly 


‘Coui-.h it up. I’rn quite 


frank v.ith you. What iuve you ai:Jt:f.t tite nn-.v: , , • ^ 

They halied, leokint: tou-arrh the blunt ope of Hray Hod that l.iy on die 
water kc thr snout ofa dcepiu." whale. Strphcti Irecd iiu amt qu.etl) . 

‘Do voti v,-ish me to tel! vout’ he asked. . 

'You were m-akinp tea.' Steplien said, 'and 1 ’-vent across t ie 
more hot water. Your mother and some viutor came out o> t ic ras ir g 
Site asked you who was in your room. , 

‘Yes?’ liuck Mullis:.an said. 'What did I sayr 1 fs'rgct. J,, /' 

•Y0us.aid;Stepha;answercd.’O,'.Mm/j-Dc./.t/:uudwcni.s.d^^^^ 

A flush whidi made liiin seem younger and ino.s ciigaguig r 

Mulligan’s clicck. ,, 

‘Did I say that?’ he asked. ’Well? What harm is thatf 

He shook his constraint from him nervously. .^,,.,,5 Vnn saw 

•And what is dead,.’ he asked, ’your mother’s or yours or rny ^ X m,nd 

only your mother die. I sec diem pop ,„a nothing else. 

and cut up into tripes in the dissecting room. Its. ^ c,,, vmir niodicr 

It simply doesn’t matter. You wouldn t kneel dovsm to pra> 'jj 

on her deathbed when she asked you. Why. llecausc >ou ...orker,’ and 

.»!„ L. 

beastly Absurd! I suppose 1 did s-iv it. l oian 

° hir.df in.o boldn^. S-a’’’- >“”6 S’™ 

which the svords had left in his heart, s.aid very co ^ y . 

‘I am not thinking of the offence to iny mo icr. 

'Of what, then?’ Buck Mulligan asked. 

‘Of the offence to me,’ Stephen answered. 

Buck Mulligan ssviing round on his hcd. 

*0, an impossible pcrsonl’ he exclaimed. 

For b,c,k&.. in the living-.oom L’m 1°^™ 

Hmes, > yonng Enslislinuu " presses nt the 
tourist in quest of Celtic wit and twilig . B r 

meal. 

‘Bless us, O Lord, and dicsc thy gifts. Where's the sugar? O. jay. there’s no 
milk.* 

Buck Mulligan sat down in a sudden pet* ’ 

‘What sort ofa kip is tliis? ’ he said. ‘I told her to come after eight. 
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While they are taking breakfast the old milkwoman arrives; Stephen 

watched her pour into the measure and thence into the jug rich white milk, not 
hers. Old shrunken paps. She poured again a measureful and a tilly. Old and 
secret she had entered from a morning world, maybe a messenger — Crouch- 
ing by a patient cow at daybreak in the lush field, a witch on her toadstool, her 
wrinkled fingers quick at the squirting dugs. They lowed about her whom they 
knew, dewsUky cattle. Silk of the kine and poor old woman, names given her 
in old times. A wandering crone, lowly form of an immortal serving her con- 
queror and her gay betrayer, their common cuckquean, a messenger fiom the 
secret morning. To serve or to upbraid, whether he could not tell: but scorned 
to beg her favour. 

‘Silk of the kine’ and ‘poor old woman’ are old names for Ireland; 
in the milkwoman Stephen sees a personification of Ireland and in his 
musings we discern his attitude to the ‘ dark Rosaleen’ school of thinkers. 
He refuses to cringe to the narrow patriots who surround him and to 
exploit the sentimentahsm in favour with the Dublin literary group. 
Thus, watching MuUigan shave holding up a cracked mirror (‘I pinched 
it out of the skivvy’s room’), Stephen bitterly observed: 

It is a symbol of Irish art. The cracked lookingglass^ of a servant. 

Haines, impressed by Stephen’s epigram, asks if he may make a col- 
lection of his sayings. 

‘Would I make money by it?’ Stephen asked. 

Haines laughed and, as he took his soft grey hat fiom the holdfast of the ham- 
mock, said: 

I don’t know. I’m sure.’ 

He strolled out to the doorway. Buck Mulligan bent across to Stephen and 
said with coarse vigour: 

^l^ou put your hoof in it now. What did you say that for?* 

Well? Stephen said. The problem is to get money. From whom? From the 
milkwoman or fiom him. It’s a toss up, I think.’ 

(Stephen cymcally speculates which country is the more exploitable.) 

After breakfast they walk to the sea and Mulligan bathes. Haines sits 
on a rock, smoking. 


Stephen turned away. 

I m going. Mulligan,’ he said. 

I. echo of Oscar Wilde. ‘I can quite understand your objection to art being 
f nurror. You think it would reduce genius to the position of a cracked 
looking-glass. Intentions (1894), page 31. 
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‘Give us thnt key, Kincli,’ Buck Mulligan said, ‘to keep my chemise flat.’ 
Stephen handed him the key. Duck Mulligan laid it aaoss his hc.ipcd clothes. 

‘And twopence,’ he s.iid, ‘for a pint. Throw it there. , . t> 1 

Stephen threw two pennies on to the soft heap. Dressing, undressing. Buck 

Mulligan erect, with joined hands before him, said solemnly . 

‘He who stealeth from the poor lendcdi to the Lord. Thus spake Zara- 
thustra.’ 

His plump body plunged. ,,11 1 

‘We’ll see you again,’ Haines said, turning as Stephen walked up die path 

and smiling at wild Irish. 

Horn of a bull, hoof of a horse, smile of a Saxon. 

Stephen is tlie central figure in this episode (as in the two following. 
‘Nestor’, ‘Proteus’). Despite the encounters he has had wiUi the reality 
of experience, he remains the young man wc knew in the Portrait of the 
Artist. That book was, doubtless, autobiographical in the iMin, and, m 
this episode, too, a personal note is discernible. But Stephen Deda ns 
represents only one side of the author of Ulysses, tic juve e, se - 
assertive side, unmodified by maturer wisdom. The balance is redressed 
by the essentially ‘prudent’ personality of Mr Bloom, who is, indeed, 
as several critics have pointed out, not merely the protagomst of the 
book, but a more Ukeable character than Stephen. The somewhat irn- 
tating intransigence of the latter - liis insistence on the ser^^lty of Ire- 
land, Irish art, all things Irish, and his fanatical refusal to kneel at bs 
mother’s deathbed^ - is a sign of immaturity far removed from the 
tolerant indifference (to all but aesthetic problems) of the author, fa- 
deed, Stephen Dedalus, as we see bm fa the Portra.t and these early epi- 
sodes oWlysses, could hardly ofliimselfhave created a Leopold Bloom, 
thatlively masterpiece of Rabelaisian, human, and richeartlnness. From 
what we leam of the hero of Ulysses, it is easier to beheve that a Leo- 
pold Bloom, enlightened and refined by a copious, if eclecttc, course of 
philosophy, logic, rhetoric, metaphysics, and drawing upon the re- 
sources of his ow prodigious memory, might have been the creator of 

Stephen Dedalus, liis ‘spiritual son’. 

* 

1 Actuallv this incident, Mr Stanislaus Joyce tells us. ‘has been overdramatized’, 
a and oravl was given in a peremptory manner by an uncle. 

The order (to then was no longer conscious.’ {Recolkc- 

Tons^ofjames Joyce, by his Brother, The James Joyce Soaety.) It must be borne in 
mind that Uiysles. like the Portroit, is not a mere reportage but, supremely, a work 
of art, stylized as are Byzantine figures, or 
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We have not yet entered upon the Odyssey proper and the Homeric re- 
calls in this and the two following episodes are less precise than those 
in later chapters which deal with tlie adventures of Mr Bloom. Some 
general correspondences, however, may be noted between the presenta- 
tion of Stephen’s character and circumstances in this episode and the 
Telemachia, or prelude of the Odyssey. 

The first two Books of the Greek epic describe the plight of Tele- 
machus in his father’s palace at Ithaca, where the suitors of his mother 
Penelope are in possession, wasting his substance, mocking his helpless- 
ness. ‘Telemachus,’ the suitor Antinous says, ‘never may Cronion make 
thee king in seagirt Ithaca, which is of inheritance thy right.’ Thus, too. 
Buck Mulligan lords it in the MarteUo tower; Stephen pays the rent 
but Mulligan keeps the key. The ‘Buck’ is evidently far wealthier than 
Stephen, yet he makes Stephen hand him ‘ twopence for a pint’, and 
demands that when Stephen gets his pay from the school that morning 
he shall not only lend him ‘a quid’ but bear the expenses of a ‘glorious 
drunk to astonish the druidy druids’. In talking with Stephen he usually 
adopts the patronizing, bullying tone of Antinous with Telemachus. 

Stephen in the Portrait declares that he will use for his defence ‘the 
only arms I allow myself to use, silence, exile and cunning’. Those were 
the only arms of Telemachus, defenceless among the overweening 
wooers of Penelope.^ And, like Stephen, ‘Japhet in search of a father 
(as Mulligan calls him), Telemachus sets out from Ithaca to Pylos in 
quest of his father, Odysseus, ten years absent from home. 

Each personage of the Odyssey has his appointed epithet and, when 
he is about to speak, the passage is generally introduced by a set formula. 
(Homer, unlike modem writers, always uses the introductory ‘he said , 
he asked , he replied , etc., when one of his characters speaks; in this 
practice he is followed by Joyce.) The formula for Telemachus is: 


Tov S a5 T7)Xep.a)foc trsTtvuii.evoi; dwtov TjSSa 
Butcher and Lang translate: ‘Then wise Telemachus answered him 
and sdd ... In this rendering the literal meaning of TreTtvogEVO? is not 
su idendy brought out. M. Berard’s translation seems more exact: 
osement Telemaque le regarda et dit This version also elicits the full 

Tdemachus quit his ‘moody brooding’, 
was at latt crn- ‘encouraged by the goddess, he told Penelope that he 

{Odyssey i^36cf) ° ^ man’, ‘in amaze she went back to her chamber.’ 
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meaning of Homer’s avtiov. Telcmadms, like Hamlet, lias a trying 
part to play. He has acquired, perforce, a wisdom beyond his years and 
learnt to act and speak poscment, deliberately, to take thought before he 
speaks and to hide liis thoughts beneath a veil of ambiguity or reticence. 

In a brilliant, but (as it seems to me) unjustified diatribe on the per- 
sonahty of the autlior of U/ysscs as depicted (or supposed to be depicted) 
in the character of Stephen Dedalus, a distinguished polemist has ridi- 
culed Stephen’s habit (especially noticeable in this episode) of answer- 
ing people ‘ quietly’, and the languid dehberation of his movements. But 
it is obvious that these maimerisms are in keeping with his Hamlet- 
Telemachus role; they are the defences of a character unable to take 
arms against a sea of troubles, yet determined to preserve his personality 
in the face of scorn and enmity. Telemachus is one who ‘fights from 
afar’, au-dessus de la melee. 

The old milkwoman, ‘witch on her toadstool’, in whom Stephen 
saw a personification of Ireland, reappears under the name of Old 
Gummy Granny in the ‘Circe’ episode. 

[Old Gummy Granny in sngarloaf hat appears seated on a toadstool, the deathfower 
of the potato blight on her breast.] 

STEPHEN: Aha! I knosv you, grammer! Hamlet, revenge! The old sow that 
eats her farrow!^ 

OLD GUMMY GRANNY [rocking to and fro]: Ireland’s sweetheart, the king of 
Spain’s daughter alanna. Strangers in my house, bad manners to them! 
[She keens with banshee woe.] OchoncIOchone! Silkofthekine! [S/ieivaih.] 
You met with poor old Irdand and how docs she stand? 

STEPHEN; How do I stand you? The hat trick! Where’s the third person of the 
Blessed Trinity? Soggarth Aroon? The reverend Carrion Crow.^ 

"When a drunken British soldier is about to knock Stephen down. 
Gummy Granny thrusts a dagger towards Stephen’s hand. 

OLD GUMMY granny: Remove him, acushla. At 8.35 a.m. you will be in 
heaven and Ireland will be free. 

She is a recall of Mentor, or rather of that other ‘messenger from the 
secret morning’, Athene, who in the likeness of Mentor in fashion and 
in voice drew nigh to Telemachus, to serve and to upbraid, and hailed 

1. ‘Ireland is the old sow that eats her farrow.’ A Portrait of the Artist, page 23S. 

2. Stephen has a trinity of masters, as he tells Haines: British, Irish and the holy 
Roman catholic and apostolic church. 
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him in winged words, bidding him be neither craven nor witless, if he 
has a drop of his father’s blood and a portion of his spirit. 

The symbol of this episode is ‘heir’ (obviously appropriate to ‘Tele- 
machus’) and in it the themes of maternal love (perhaps, as Stephen says 
elsewhere, ‘the only true thing inhfe’) and of the mystery ofpatemity*^ 
are first introduced. Haines speaks of the ‘Father and the Son idea. The 
Son striving to be atoned with the father’, and Stephen muses on cer- 
tain heresies of the Church, concerning the doctrine of consubstantiality. 

Like Antinous and the other suitors. Mulligan and his ilk would 
despoil the son of his heritage or drive him into exile. 

A voice,^ sweettoned and sustained, called to him from the sea. Turning the 
curve he waved his hand. It called again. A sleek brown head, a seal’s far out 
on the water, round. 

Usurper. 

Finally, the heir is a link between the past and the generations of the 
future, as this episode is between the Portrait and Mr Bloom’s Odyssey 
which is to follow. 

Another theme introduced here is Stephen’s remorse for his (averred) 
refusal to obey the last wish of his mother - Agenbite of Inwit.® The 
vision of liis mother’s deathbed haunts Stephen’s thoughts by day and 
his dreams by night. 


In a dream, silently, she had come to him, her wasted body within its loose 
graveclothes giving off an odour of wax and rosewood, her breath bent over 
him with mute secret words, a faint odour of wetted ashes. 

Her glazing eyes, staring out of death to shake and bend my soul. On mo 
alone. Tlic ghostcandle to light her agony. Ghostly light on the tortured face. 
Her hoarse loud breath rattling in horror, while all prayed on their knees. Her 
eyes on me to strike me down. Liliata rutilatUium le conjessoriiin timua circumict: 
Uihiinatium tc I'ir^mwn chorus excipiat. 

Ghoul! Chewer of corpses! 

Tim last exclamation is characteristic. To Stephen God is the dispen- 

God, as ‘the most Roman of catholics 
Cl 1 him. His blasphemy is the cry of a panic fear, fear of the Slayer, 
whose sword is lightning, which reaches its climax in the episode of the 


3i § 4i of my Introduction (p. Go). 2 . Mulligan’s. 

wmk fourteentli-century 
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'Oxen of the Sun’ where a black crash of thunder interrupts the festi- 
vities at the house of birtli. 

The sacral bowl of lather, in mockery elevated by Mulligan,^ be- 
comes a symbol of sacrifice and is linked in Stephen’s mind witli his 
mother’s death and the round expanse of bay at which he gazes from 
the summit of die tower. ‘The ring of bay and skyline held a dull green 
mass of liquid. A bowl of white china had stood beside her deathbed 
holding the green sluggish bile wliich she had tom up from her rotting 
liver. ...’ And, later, when a cloud begins to cover the sun slowly, 
shadowing the bay in deeper green, ‘it lay beliind him, a bowl of bitter 
waters. Fergus’ song: I sang it alone in die house, holding dowm the long 
dark chords. Her door was open: she wanted to hear my music. Silent 
widi awe and pity I went to her bedside. She was crying in her wretched 
bed. For those words, Stephen: love’s bitter mystery,’ 

Aiid no more turn asiile and brood 
Upon love's hitler mystery 
For Fergus rules the brazen cars ... 

I. Tlie ‘art’ of this episode is ‘theology’: hence the frequent use of religious 
symbolism. Cf. the theotechny of the first book of the Odyssey. 
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SCENE 

HOUR 

ART 

COLOUR 

SYMBOL 

TECHNIC 


The School 
10 a.m. 

History 

Brown 

Horse 

Catechism (personal) 


It is 10 a.m. and Stephen is engaged in giving a history lesson to liis 
pupils at Mr Deasy’s school. The work is distasteful, and history, tlie 
‘art’ of this episode as well as the subject he is teaching, seems to him, 
as he says, a nightmare - an incubus risen from the chamcl-housc, like 
die ghost of murdered Denmark, to suck the lifeblood of the present, 
die litde time man has to be himself. 

Stephen is catechizing^ his inattentive class. 

‘You, Cochrane, what dty sent for him?’ 

‘Tarentum, sir.’ 

' VcT}- good. Well?’ 

‘Tlicre was a batde, sir.’ 

‘Verj' good. Where?’ 

Tlie boy s blank face asked the blank window. 

Fabled by the daughters of memory'. And yet it w^as in some w.iy if not as 
memory fabled it. A phrase, then, of impatience, thud of Blake’s wings of 
excess. I hear the ruin of all space, shattered glass and toppling masonry', and 
time one livid dnal flame. Wliat’s left to us then? 

'I forget the place, sir. 279 b.c.’ 

Asculum, Stephen said, glancing at the name and date in the gorcscarrcd 
book. 


Yes, sir. And he said; Attoihcr victory like that ani we are done for' 

That phrase the world had remembered. ... 

Characteristically Stephen poses to Iiirasclfthc problem of the ‘ifr’ of 
history and finds solution in the Aristotelian definition of movement. 


Had Pjwhus not fallen by a beldam’s Land in Argos or Julius Caesar not bee 
;m.ed to death. The)' arc not to be thought away. Time has branded tlicm an 
second, episode of the prologue, ‘catechism (pc‘ 
of th" epiiogw'^ catechism (impersonal)’ ofthe second episode (‘Ithaca 
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fettered they are lodged in the room of the infinite possibilities they have ousted. 
But can those have been possible seeing tLat they never were? Or was that only 
possible which came to pass? W cave, weaver of the wind. ... It must be a move- 
ment then, an actuality of the possible as possible. 

There is a call ‘Hockey!’ and the boys rush out of the classroom to 
their game. One, Cyril Sargent, remains behind; an awkward, slow- 
witted boy, he has made a mess of his arithmetic lesson and been 
ordered by Mr Deasy to do his sums again. As Stephen helps him to 
solve the problem, thoughts flash through his mind of that eastern 
world where dark men first probed the mystery of number and coined 
a magic lore. 

Across the page the s>'mbols moved in grave morricc, b the mummery of 
their letters, wearing quamt caps of squares and cubes. Give hands, traverse, 
bow to parmer: so: imps of fancy of the Moors. Gone too fiom the world, 
Averroes and Moses Maimomdes, dark men m mien and movement, flashing 
b then mockbg mirrors the obscure soul of the world, a darkness shbbg 
b brightness which brighmess could not comprehend. 

At the same moment Mr Bloom’s thoughts too (see the ‘Lotus-eaters ’) 

are turning eastward and he is about to enter the mosque of the Ham- 

mam. The themes of the morrice (Moorish) dance of the indices and 
the mockmg mirrors of eastern mystics recur several times in Ulysses. 
Thus, in the ‘Circe’ episode where so many of the abstractions and 
symbols of Ulysses are materialized, there is a grave, ceremonious mor- 
rice dance and Mr Bloom observes his image m a ‘mockmg mirror’. 

Mr Deasy at last releases Sargent and calls Stephen to his study for a 
‘little financial settlement’. As he hands Stephen his salary he tenders, 
too, sage counsel on the virtues of economy and abs his views on Anglo- 
Irish history and the Jewish influence in English affairs. 

‘Old England [he says] is dybg. ... Dybg ... if not dead by now.’ 

His words awake a Blakean echo m Stephen’s mmd. 

The harlot’s cry from street to street 
Shall weave old England’s winding sheet. 

The very atmosphere of Mr Deasy’s study is ‘historical’ - it bears for 
Stephen an impress of the ‘ dmgdong round’ of cyclical return described 
by Vico. (It is significant that the name of Vico occurs m this episode, 
m a reference to Vico Road, Dalkev.) 
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Stale smoky air hung in the study with the smell of drab abraded leather of 
its chairs. As on the first day he bargained with me here. As it was in the begin- 
ning, is now. On the sideboard the tray of Stuart coins, base treasure of a bog: 
and ever shall be. And snug in their spooncase of purple plush, faded, the twelve 
apostles having preached to all the gentiles: world without end. 

Mr Deasy has a strong sense of public duty; at present he is much 
exercised by the outbreak of foot-and-mouth disease in Ireland and, 
while Stephen waits, he concocts a letter to the papers on this subject, 
for the pubhcation of wliich Stephen wiU, he hopes, move his ‘literary 
friends’. 


... In every sense of the word take the bull by the horns. Thanking you for the 
hospitahty of your columns. 

Stephen undertakes the commission. 

As he is going, Mr Deasy runs after him to put a final question, the 
last of the catechism. 


IreLand, they say, has the honour of being the only country which never 
persecuted the Jews. Do you know that? No. And do you know why?’ 

^Why, sir? Stephen asked, beginning to smile. 

‘Because she never let them in,’ Mr Deasy said solemnly. 

Fourteen hours later, Mr Bloom, ‘false Messiah’, Hungarian Jew, 
after suffering persecution at the hands of a patriot Irishman, paternally 
takes Stephen, drugged in the stews of Circe, under his wing. 

* 


ns d«cription of the old headmaster, Mr Deasy, there are several 
rec 5 0 e old kmght Nestor whose palace was Telemachus’s first 
haltmg-place in his search for Odysseus. Nestor, as Athene tells the 
young man, is one who gives unerring answer, for he is very wise’. He 
Js one who above all men knows judgement and tvisdom ’. The Homeric 
ormu a YEp‘/)vtoc ltzkoto. Neazap is usually^ translated ‘the knight 
j. Gerenia , but it seems more probable^ diat vepnvioi; is an 

adjectival form of y£p(ov, ‘the old man’. Mr Deasy, like Nestor, is a 
er pompous old gentleman (stress is laid on his age; ‘he raised his 
ore inger an beat Ae air oldly’; his eyes are dead till, in a sunbeam, 
ey come to blue life ), conservative in outlook, who is always ready 
to dispense sage counsel to the young. 

I. See Viaor Berard, P&flope, page 246 . 
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Nestor is a knight, a ‘tamer of horses'; they were a horsy stock, the 
Neleids, his ancestors. Mr Dcasy says: 

‘I am descended from Sir Jolm Blackwood who voted for the union. We are 
all Irish, all kings’ sons. ... Per x’ias rcctas was his motto. He voted for it and put 
on his topboots to ride to Dublin from the Ards of Down to do so.’ 

He stamps ‘on gaitered feet’. His walls are covered with pictures of 
racehorses. 

Framed around the w,ills images of vanished horses stood in homage, their 
meek heads poised in air: lord Hastings’ Repulse, the duke of Westminster’s 
Shotover, the duke of Beaufort’s Ceylon, prix de Paris, 1866. Elfin riders sat 
them, watchful of a sign. He saw their speeds, backing king’s colours, and 
shouted with the shouts of vanished crowds. 

The symbol of this episode is the horse, noble houyhnhnm, compelled 
to serve base Yahoos. Stephen, too, is restless beneath the pedagogic 
yoke. 

*I foresee,’ Mr Dcasy said, ‘that you will not remain here very long at this 
work. You were not bom to be a teacher, I think. Perhaps I am wrong.’ 

‘A learner rather,’ Stephen said. 

And here what will you leam more? 

Mr Deasy shook his head. 

‘Who knows?’ he said. ‘To leam one must be humble. But life is the great 
teacher.’ 

Pylos, ‘the stabhshed castle of Neleus’, the ‘city of the gate’ (the gate 
ofMrDeasy’s school was an imposing affair with ‘lions couchant on the 
pillars’), was situated near the mouth of the river Alpheus. The name 
of this river has interesting associations. The Semitic root a-l-p from 
wliich it is derived means ‘ox’ and is also the root of the first letter of 
the Hebrew alphabet, Aleph, and the corresponding Greek letter Alpha 
- the ox-letter. The river Alpheus figures in many legends which deal 
with oxen, amongst otlrers, those of the Augean stables, the herds of 
Apollo and the cattle of Melampus. A famous cattlemarket (pouTrpatnov) 
was held beside the Alpheus. Mr Deasy, true to Neleid tradition, is 
evidently much interested in catde: ‘Our cattle trade. ... Koch’s pre- 
paration. Serum and virus. Percentage of salted horses. Rinderpest ... 
AUimportant question. ...’ Allusions to this letter of Mr Deasy crop up 
frequently in the course of Ulysses and Stephen foresees that Mulligan 
will dub him with a new nickname; die bullockbefriending bard. There 
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are many references elsewhere to bulls, Irish and others, especially in the 
episode of the ‘ Oxen of the Sun’, where the bull, a symbol of fertility, 
is associated with the birth theme, in which Dr Curtius sees the geo- 
metrical point where all the basic motifs of Ulysses intersect. Alpha, 
the beginning of all - Adam’s telephone number is, according to 
Stephen, Aleph, alpha: nought, nought, one - is specifically associated 
with the bnU in a mention of the star Alpha: ‘it blazes. Alpha, a ruby 
and mangled sign upon the forehead of Taurus. 

In this episode we have one of the rare occasions in Ulysses where an 
Odyssean personage and the modem counterpart are mentioned side 
by side. Mr Deasy recaOs the fatal women of history. 

A woman brought sin into the world. For a woman who was no better 
than she should be, Helen, the runaway wife of Menelaus, ten years the Greeks 
made war on Troy. A faithless wife first brought the strangers to our shore 
here, MacMurrough s wife and her leman O’Rourke, prince of Breffhi. A 
woman brought Parnell low.’ 


The Helen-Mrs O Shea correspondence is here explicit. With this 
speech we may compare Nestor’s long narrative of Clytemnestra s 
treachery.” Mr Deasy mentions another hero of Irish history, the great 
Daniel O Connell. You think me an old fogey and an old tory. I saw 
three generations since O’Connell’s time. I remember the famine. Do 
you know that the orange lodges agitated for the repeal of the union 
twenty years before O Connell did or before the prelates of your com- 
mimon denounced him as a demagogue?’ Thus Nestor, who is said 
to have ruled over three generations of men {tria saecula, as Latin writers 
record it), had as a friend in his early years the hero Heracles (associated 
m several legends with the river Alpheus); in a subsequent episode^ an 
analogy is established between the strong man of Greece and the strong 
man ot Irish nanonahsm. Nestor himself was no mean fighter, and 
even m is a vanced years was distinguished above all others for draw- 
mg up lorses and men in batde array’. T am a struggler now,’ Mr 
Deasy says, at the end of my days. But I will fight for the right till the 


Nestor had mmy sons seated at the feast beside him when Tele- 
us presente himself, and one of these, Peisistratus, he delegated 


1. Ulysses, page 395. 

3- See notes on the ‘Hades’ episode. 


Odyssey, ni: 239-312. 
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to be Telemachus’s companion. Thus, under the headmaster's orders, 
one of the class of schoolboys, Cyril Sargent, stays behind with Stephen 
when the others have gone out to hockey. 

The shouts of the mimic warfare on the hockey field sound in their 
ears as Stephen and Mr Deasy, who likes to ‘break a lance’ with youth, 
converse in the study. 

‘They^ sinned against the light,’ Mr Deasy said gravely. ‘And you can see the 
darkness in tlieir eyes. And that is why they are wanderers on the earth till this 
day.’ 

‘Who has not?’ Stephen said. 

‘What do you mean?’ Mr Deasy asked. 

He came forward a pace and stood by the table. His undetjaw feU sideways 
open uncertainly. Is this old wisdom? He waits to hear from me. 

‘History’, Stephen said, ‘is a nightmare from which I am trying to awake.’ 

From the playficld the boys raised a shout. A whirring whistle: goal. What if 
that nightmare gave you a back kick? 

‘The ways of the Creator are not our ways,’ Mr Deasy said. ‘All history 
moves towards one great goal, the manifestation of God.’ 

Stephen jerked his thumb towards the window, saying: 

‘That is God.’ 

Hooray! Ay! Whrrwhee! 

‘What?’ Mr Deasy asked. 

‘A shout in the street,’ Stephen answered. 

As in ‘Telemachus’ there is a rhythmic recurrence of the symbol 
‘bowl’, so here of ‘coin-shells’. Mr Deasy is a collector of coins and 
shells and, wliile Stephen is waiting to be paid, liis (Stephen’s) ‘embar- 
rassed hand moved over the shells heaped in the cold stone mortar: 
whelks and money cowries and leopard shells: and this, whorled as an 
emir’s turban, and this, the scallop of Saint James. An old pilgrim’s 
hoard, dead treasure, hollow shells.’ Mr Deasy, like most historians 
(and schoolmasters), loves to keep things in order; he hoards his money 
in a little savings-box with a compartment for each kind of coin, and 
advises Stephen to get one for himself. ‘ " Mine would often be empty,” 
Stephen said.’ Shells are for Stephen ‘symbols of beauty and power’; 
coins are ‘symbols soiled by greed and misery’. As Mr Deasy takes 
leave of Stephen at his gate and turns back to the school, ‘on Ins wise 
shoulders through the checkerwork of leaves the sun flung spangles, 

I. The Jews. 
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dancing coins’. References to ‘shells’ continue in the next episode 
( Proteus ), in which certain of the esoteric motifs of Ulysses are intro- 
duced. Esoterics use the name ‘shells’ to designate bodies discarded by 
the soul, tenements emptied of life. The ‘facts’ of history, its dates, 
battles, marches and countermarches, alarums and excursions, are 
shells, hollow shells into which the historian vainly seeks to pour the 
life of his own quick imagination. Such life as they may seem to gain 
is fictive; their own has passed on and cannot be recalled. The melee of 
history, joust of life’, i is ever pushing forward to new fronts, leaving 
on the abandoned field a debris of discarded vehicles, empty shells. 

I. Again, a goal. I am among them, among their battling bodies in a medley, 
the joust of hfe. ... Jousts Time shocked rebounds, shock by shock. Jousts, slush 
and uproar of battles, the frozen deathspew of the slain, a shout of spear spikes 
baited with men s bloodied guts.’ 
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SCENE 

HOUR 

ART 

COLOUR 

SYMBOL 

TECHNIC 


The Strand 
II a.m. 

Philology 

Green 

Tide 

Monologue (male) 


This episode contains practically no action. Nothing happens, and yet 
in following the trail of Stephen’s dioughts, as he idles on die Dublin 
strand, we encounter a diversity of experience as exciting as any tale of 
adventure in ‘the land of Phenomenon’. In dealing with ‘Proteus’ I 
have thought it best to vary my practice of separating narrative from 
exposition, and to combine the excerpts from the text with a running 
commentary. 

For the appreciation of this intricate episode it is necessary to bear in 
mind a triad of directive themes diat permeate its fabric. First there is 
the Homeric narrative of die capture of Proteus (as told by Menelaus 
in the fourth book of the Odyssey) and die Egyptian background of 
that adventure; secondly, certain esoteric doctrines, notably that of 
metempsychosis (aheady dealt with in an introductory chapter), here 
combined widi the symbol of the tide; lasdy, the ‘art’ of this episode, 
philology, a conscious virtuosity in the handling of language as an end in 
itself and an exploitation of the affective resonance of words. 

The encounter of Menelaus with Proteus, the ‘old man of the sea’, 
took place at the island of Pharos ‘in the wash of the waves over against 
Egypt’. The name of this island is undoubtedly a Greek adaptation of 
the tide Pharaoh, and Proteus is a transcription of the Egyptian title 
Protit!, the ‘Sublime Porte’, an Egyptian king who, Diodorus Siculus 
tells us, ‘acquired die art of metamorphosis in the company of the 
astrologers’. An Egyptian legend relates diac the prince Nofcrkcphtali, 
accompanied by liis wife Akliouri (like himself, an offspring of the 
Prouti), set out on a voyage to discover die magic Book of Thodi. He 
constnicted a ship, a company of workers, and their tools, and, by 
reciting an incantation, endowed the puppets tvidi Hfc. With their aid. 
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he bored a hole in the waters of the Nile and discovered die Book under 
a nest of serpents, scorpions, and reptiles. A divine serpent lay coiled 
on the casket containing die Book. After pronouncing a charm of 
magic words he was able to slay the serpent wliich, thrice smitten, 
came thrice to hfc again. Thus he obtained the book and Akhouri read 
out the Words of Power. 


Thereupon I bound the sky, earth, nightworld and waters with a spell. I knew 
all that was said by the birds of heaven, the fishes of the abyss, the animals. ... I 
saw the fishes of the deep for there was a divine power which made them rise 
to the surface of tlic waters.^ 


Thus Eidothea, daughter of Proteus, by her counsel and the gift of 
ambrosia, enabled Menelaus to capture the seagod and learn the way of 
his returning. 

So often as the sun in liis course hath reached the mid heaven, then forth 
from the brine comes die ancient one of tlie sea, infallible, before die breath of 
the West Wind, and the sea’s dark ripple covers liim. And around him the seals, 
the brood of the fair daughter of the brine, sleep allin a flock, stolen forth from 
the grey sea water, and bitter is the scent they breathe of the deeps of the salt 
sea. 

And I will tell dice all the magic arts of tLat old m.an. First he will number 
the seals and go over them; but when he has told their talc and beheld them, he 
will lay him dosvn in their midst, as a shepherd amid the sheep of his flock. 
So soon .as ever ye shall see him couclied, even then mind you of your might 
and strength, and hold him there, despite his eagerness and striving to be free. 

Menelaus and his company accordingly lay in wait for Proteus. 

We rushed upon him with a cry, and cast our Lands about liim, nor did diat 
anaent one forget his cunning. Now behold, 3tthcfirst,hctumed into abearded 
lion, and thereafter into a snake, and a pard, and a huge boar; then he took the 

$ upc o niiming and of a tall and flowering tree. Wc the wliilchcldluni 

dose witli steadfast heart. 


Conquered, Proteus instructs Menelaus of the way of his returning 
^ comrades, and, finally, of the manner of his owm end. 

Thou Mmclaus, son ofZcus. art not ordained to die ... but the dcatli- 
Icss god wiU convey thee to tlicEl)'sian plam and tlic world’s end, where 
IS lUiadamandms of die fair hair, where life is easiest for men.’ 

In csotcnc wnungs the name ‘Proteus’ has been apdy applied to die 
pnm.-d matter, the Akasa of the Brahmins, die Ili.istcr of Paracelsus. 

1. S« Vi«or Bcnrd, Us PhfnMcm c, VOdpsk, n: ja. 
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The nature of the universe [Marcus Antonmus has observed] delights Mt in 
anything so much as to alter all things, and present them under another form. 
This is her conceit to play one game and begin another. Matter is placed before 
her like a piece of wax and she shapes it to all forms and figures. Now she makes 
a bird, then out of the bird a beast - now a flower, then a frog, and she is pleased 
with her own magical performance as men are with their own fancies. 

‘Ineluctable modality of the visible,’ Stephen’s monologue begins; 
‘at least that, if no more, thought through my eyes. Signatures of all 
things I am here to read, seaspawn and seawrack, the neanng ti e, at 
rusty boot. Snotgreen, blue-silver, rust; coloured signs. (Surely the 
‘signature’ of Bishop Berkeley is on this passage!) According to the 
mystics the thumb-marks of the Demiurge are apparent everywhere for 
him who has eyes to see and the ‘might and strength of a Menelaus 
to apprehend and hold the shppery object of apperception. 

Their (the ‘astral influences’) signatures may be seen in nJ" 

longing to every form, in the shape and size of features and hmbs, in the lines 
oTSi Th,; .ro *= for» by which .he Uihveml M»J p»» 

m„k upon everything ...a .hose who «rc able .0 roJ m.y find the W«c hatory 

of everything written upon the leaves of its so . 

Throughout his self-communings, as recorded in this episo j, 
Stephen is trying to grasp, whether metaphysically or mystically Ae 
eteLl ideas thafcasftheir shadow on the wah of the -ve. N a th 
end of the episode he asks himself: ‘Now where blue hell am I 
bringing her beyond the veil? Into the ineluctable inodality of the m- 
eluctable visualky.’ She whom Stephen is bringmg “ 

here the soul, but, in a flash, Psyche is transformed mto ^e Jirgmjit 
Hodges Figgis’ wndow on Monday mor^g who hves m Leeson 

park, vvith a grief and kickshaws, a lady of letters . ..^iverce 

a; association betiveen the plastic primordial matter of the umverse 

I. Cf. Mr Bloom’s comment 3^).“ 

whereon Nausicaa revealed kcnclf to • J j rocks with lines 

.k whojr zoc 'red.' S.cphch hend. 

‘ZOH Stephen’s palm]: Woman sii^e. 

•sTnPHEN Contmue. ^e. nw. Cares^s. , 

handwriting except H.s ‘oune, the extreme ‘magical’ view, 

3 . Hartmann, 

expressed in magical terminology. Crcdatjuimis ApcIIa. 
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and the ‘art’ of this episode, ‘philology’, is suggested in the opening 
sentences. The interpretation of nature is an act of reading; the ‘signs’ 
or ‘signatures’ are there, plain to see, if we will but open our eyes and 
read tliem. 

Now, by way of experiment, Stephen closes liis eyes for a moment 
and excludes the modality of the visible. He hears his boots ‘crush 
crackling wrack and shells’: the ‘ineluctable modality of the audible . 

I am getting on nicely in the dark. My ash sword hangs at my side. Tap with 
it: they do.^ My two feet in his^ boots are at the end of his legs, iiebeiieiiiniider. 
Sounds solid: made by the mallet of Los Demitirgos. Am I walking into eternity 
along Sandymount strand? 

Open your eyes now. I will. One moment. Has all vanished since? If I open 
and am for ever in the black adiaphane. Basta! I will see if I can see. 

See now. There all the time without you: and ever shall be, world without 
end. 


Two Frauenzimmer, midwives, appear in the offing; one of them is 
carr^'ing a bag. ‘What has she in the bag? A misbirth with a trailing 
navclcord. ... The cords of all link back, strandentwining cable of all 
flesh. Tlierc follows the passage describing the ‘umbilical telephone’ to 
Edenvillc which I have already discussed under the heading ‘The 
Omphalos. Stephens vision of the primordial Eden, of Trahernes 
orient and immortal wheat, standing from everlasting to everlasting’, 
is, doubtless, an allusion to the description which Proteus gave to Mcne- 
laus of tlic Elysian plain at the world’s end. ‘No snow is there, nor yet 
^cat storm, nor any rain; but alway oceans sendeth forth the breeze of 
the sltrill West to blow cool on man: yea for thou hast Helen to wife, 
and thereby they deem thee to be the son of Zeus.’ But tliis nirvanal 
paradise was, as M. Bcrard points out, decidedly ill-suited to the Achaean 
race, Uiat horde of warriors and pirates. There is no fighting there, no 
* even contests of athletic prowess or skill. Such a paradise 

peace is singularly unfitted for these garrulous orators 
o tic market-place, these lusty debaters, natural politicians.’ The 
Homcnc paradise resembles rather the Egyptian ‘garden of lalou’, 
where the north wnd, blowing steadily, softens ever the ardour of the 
sun, w ere larvests are rich and abundant and there is no more sorrow 


1. A preparation for tlic rhytlimic proCT 

Jop, ‘op, Igp - in the last movement of the ' 

2. Mulligan’s. 
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or death. Never-failing canals ensure the coolth and fertility of that 
happy land, where ‘ the wheat is seven cubits in height, w ereo two 
cubits go to the ear alone’; orient and immortal. Such another paradise 
was the island-valley of Avihon, 


Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow, 

Nor ever wind blows loudly; but it Ues 
Deep-meadowed, happy, fair with orchard latvns 
And bowery hollows crown’d with summer sea. 

Far removed, farther yet than Ithaca, is the Dublin o£ Ulysses from 
Avihon, lalou, the Elysian plain. Yet, at moments, when Stephen stays 
to enjoy the new air of the morning and quits his moody broodmg , 
he can feel the enchantment of that lost primordial paradise around him. 

Et vidit Deus. Et crant valdc hona . ... He watched through 
lashes the southing sun. I am caught in this burning scene. Pan s hour, 
noon.i Among gumheavy serpentplants, milkoozmg fruits, where on the tawny 

water leaves He wide. Pain is far. 

Stephen’s pace slackens and, for a moment he 

visitlhs ‘nuncle Richie’ (RichieGoulding, brother ofStephens^ 

appears in the flesh in the ‘Sirens’ episode). He seems to hear Rejoice 
of his father, Simon Dedalus, jeering at all the Gouldmg clan and 
Richie, that broken-down roisterer, in particu ar. 

My consubstandal father’s voice. Did you see anything 
Stephen lately? No? Sure he’s not dow in Strasburg terrace wiA ^aU^ 

CoLn’t he fly a bit higher than that, eh? And and ^j^^fift 

is uncle Si? O weeping God, the things I mamed mto. 

The drunkenhttlecostdravverandhis brother. thecometplye^.ag% 

ablegondohers.AndskevveyedWaltersirringlusfather,noless.Sir.Yes.sir.No, 

sir. 

Hi pusage one of *e Jifficnldes >>f f f “I' X; 

logue; L reader haa to reconstruct the scene and 
&L hints dBosvn out. Stephen, svho has left home to ™ 
gan, a 'blood, doubledyed ruffian as Mr Dedalus calh h^ p.amm 

his father’s speculations as to the way he spen ^ ^ ^ 
senior parodies Richard Goulding’s mannensms. And and and and tell 

r. It was at this very hour of noon, and in such a ‘burning scene’, that Proteus 
was caught by Mcuelaus. 
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i!S and jccn at tlic way the Goiilding cliihlrcn have been broug^.t 
up. 

I loine <if dreray, mine. In'j ant! all. You told the Clojir.osvn pentry yen lu'i ja 
uncif .-i niJj.T anti .1!) uiic't- a pv-tu-eal in the atniv. Clome on: o! ti’-ei::. Slrplnn. 
lie.nny it not tlirrc. Nor in ilir jtapnatu hay of .Marth’j li!'r.try v hc.'e ynn 
the faclnip prophrnea oi Joacliitn Abhat. For v.liom? The lunnhcdhf-iJrti rahlb 
ot the cailiedr.tl dote. A luicr of htt littul r.in from them to the wood o! mad- 
net'-, Im mane fo.imiiu; tn the moon. Ins eyeballs stars. Hoiiyhnhnm, horse- 
nostrillcti. 


Here the mention of Marsh’s I.ihrary (in St Patric.b’s dose) rcall' 
to Stephen tltc fmious tlc.aii of St P.ttriik’s and he secs the hoiiyhnhnm 
in the face of its creator .and a iiydra in the horde of worsliippers: Pro- 
tean mctamorpliosis. ‘Ov.al equine faces.' 'Abhas father, furious dean 
wliat offence l.aid lire to their brains? I’aff! DcsicrJe, w/ee, ii! ne iiie.'n'’n 
dccali’cris. (Stcplicn quotes a prispbccy ofjoadiim Abbas.) *A parhnd 
of grey hair on his coinimnatcd head see him me damhering dossai to 
the footpace (Jcjcein/c). clutching ,a nmnstrance, basilisltcycd.’ (Another 
reptilian allusion. Stephen rcc.all.s the priest, *a blowing red face ... g^r- 
land of grey li.air , whom he .saw at the hathing-pool, and, for an in- 
stant, imagines himself, mct.amorphoscd, in the priestly role; as we 
Ic.amt in the A'r/miV, Stcplicn was almost persuaded to enter the 
Church.) Get down, bald poll! A choir gives back menace and echo, 
assisting about tlic altar s horns, the snorted Latin of jackpriests moving 
burly in their albs, tonsured and oiled and gelded, fat with the fat of 
kidneys of v.-hcac. He sees him.sclf in the skin of Swift and murniuis, 
Cousin Stephen, you will never he a saint’, recalling Dryden’s remark 
to Swift, Cousin, you will never be a poet.’ 

^ Stephen once aspired to write ‘deep* books, epiphanies, manifesta- 
tions of Himself, which would be apprehended only .after die great 
cycle of a mawauuna had rolled its course. 


Boob you were going to svritc with letters for titles. H.avc you read this F? 
yes, but I prefer Q. Yes, but W is wonderful. O yes, W. Bcnicmbcr your 
cpip names on green^ ov.al leaves, deeply deep, copies to be sent if you died to 
an the great librancs of the world, including Alexandria? Someone was to read 
them there after a few tliousand years, a makamanvanuira. Pico della Mirandola 

of s\cpbn’s1SanS?et'l"°‘^^ “ of absinthe, 
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like. Ay very like a wliale.i When one reads these strange pages of one long 
gone one feels that one is at one with one who once. . . . 

The esoteric doctrines of Maiwantara and Pw/nyrt are, it is 
named for the first time in this episode, whose sym o is 
never-ceasing flux and reflux. 

Man has a manvantara and pralaya every four-and-nventy 
of waking and sleeping; vegetation follows the same rule from Y^a 

subsides Ld revives with the seasons. The world too has its J 

pralayas. when the tide-wave of humanity approaches 
die elolution of its seven races, and ebbs away agam and 
has been treated by most exoteric rehgions as the whole cycle of eternity. 

Stephen ™lfa on, tteadhtB » 'imp '’“ri* 

somesindaats'btcnthingupwariscwaBehteath Menelans^ 

nench- of the teal,. PtotL’s flock, avhich sotel, 

and . cogged potKt-botde. ‘ A tentinek .tie of dreadfol ■I™'- JCom 

pate thele of dtcadful hunger' of Pharott toch 

Lst were only too fitmiliat to Egyptian n fTh IToZade on 
A view of the Plgeonhoot. and the ,.c^ of a m^a” M 

that hoi, bird lead hit thought, hack to Pant dayt,> “ 

hat' and hit detpetat. attempt to get a ' ,f 1 the nS 

pon-ofiicc „hich, chatacteritdcally enough, hat P"> “P 

F„l. two minutet before nme. The ft Je““f to 

to kill, in dm patsage, it pethapt a foretaste of *e latge-tcale nte ol d» 

technique in the ‘Circe’ episode. 

Proudly walking. Whom ie 

sessed. With mother’s money toothfehe. Encore deux 

post ofSce slammed m your face by &e • bits with 

miuutes. Look clock. Must get. Fermi Hire g bhrrrrklak 

a bang shotgun, bits man spattered walls all brass butto 

1. Hamlet, lit: 2 . 

2 . A. P. Sinnett, Esoteric Buddhism, '(• . jUg Achaeans what Paris was 

3. Egypt (the torvn of Thebes in part.ada^^^m^^^^ 

to the Danes'and is still to northern an ofsavoir vivre. An old chromde 

certain kinds of apparel and an exponen prepare themselves not only 

tells that the Danish nobles ‘sent their sons mundane affairs'. The 

for the ecclesiastical career, but also to rhiloii and the supple coat of mail 

Achaeans adopted &om the Egyptians t e c mohen adopted the ‘ latin quarter 

(in lieu of leather garments and rigid armour). Stephen aa p 

hat’ and a taste for ‘black’ tea. 
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in place clack back. Not hurt? Oh. tlwl’s all right. Sh.ikc hands. See what I 
meant, see? O, (hat’s all right. Shake a shake. O, tliat’s all only all right. 

At Paris, amid the matin incense of ‘froggreen wormwood , the 
‘ swcct-sccntcd ambrosia’ of a Parisi.in Eidothca, he came to know 
Kevin Egan, an exiled Irish conspirator, ‘loveless, landless, wifeless . 
Kevin Egan tells Stephen t.alcs of the revolutionary movement. How 
tlie head centre got away, authentic version. Got up as a young bride, 
man, veil, orange-blossoms, drove out the road to Malahide. Did, faith. 
Of lost leaders, the betrayed, wild escapes. Disguises, clutched at, gone, 
not here. There is here an unmistakable allusion to tlie transformations 
of Proteus in the ineluctable grip of his captor. The thought ofdis^n'-'cs 
recalls to Stephen tlie pretenders of history. ‘For that you arc pining, 
the bark of their applause? Pretenders: live their lives. The Brucc^s 
brother, Thomas Fit2gcrald, silken knight, Perkin Warbcck, 
false scion, in breeches of silk of whiterosc ivory, wonder of a day, and 
Lambert Simncl, with a tail of nans and sutlers, a scullion crowned. All 
king s sons. Paradise of pretenders then and now.’ 

A woman and man approach, cockle-picken, with their dog, itset^ 
protcifomi as the tidal margin of the bay. 

The dog yelped running to them, reared up and pawed tlicm, dropping on 
all fours, again reared up at tliem with mute bearish fawning. Unheeded he 
kept by them as they came towards the drier sand, a rag of wolf’s tongue red- 
panting from liis jaws. His speckled body ambled alicad of tlicm and then lope 
off at a calf s gallop — He rooted in the sand, dabbling, delving and stopped to 
listen to the air, scraped up the sand again with a fury of his daws, soon ceasing, 
a pard, a panther, got in spouse-brcadi, vulturing the dead. 

The word panther’ recalls to Stephen the Englishman Haines who, 
in his sleep, was raving all night about a black panther’, and woke 
Stephen up. 

After he woke me up last night same dream or was it? Wait. Open hallway. 
Street of harlots. Remember. Haroim al Rasdiid. I am almosting it. That man 
led me, spoke. I was not afraid. The mdon he had he held against my 

I. The Acme of the exile whose return to his home is forbidden by tlie gods h 
common both to the story of Mcnclaus (‘Which of the immortals is it that binds 
i. 1 Nofcrkepht.ih legend. Thoth complained to Ra of Nofe(" 

ephtah s larceny and R.i sent down from heaven a divine embargo against bis 
return to Memphis, his hbme. 
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SmUcd: crc-imfruit smell. Th.it was the nilc, said. In. Come. Red carpet spread. 
You will see who. 

Tills dream, albeit vagudy, portends certain happenings in the course 
of the d.ay: Mr Bloom’s encounter with Stephen, Ins paternal aid m the 
street of harlots and his proposal tliat Stephen should come to stay at 
Bedes Street. The melon, as wall be seen later is a fruit witli senumenm 
assodations for Mr Bloom and tlie colour red (the ruby) is Mr Bloom 

characteristic colour, for symbolic reasons. 

After watcliing for a while the movements of the cockle-pickc , 
Stephen returns m the abstract world of metaphysics, tlie siibjecUve 
idealism of the ‘ good bishop of Cloync . 

His shadow lay over the rocks as he bent, ending. Why not 
Brthest star? D.irkly they arc there bchmd this light | p 

brightness, delta of Cassiopeia, worlds. Me sits there swth “• 

in borro.;d sandals, by day beside a livid sea. unbeheld in wolet 
beneath a reign of uncouth stars. I tluow this ended shadow J 

ineluaable, £ll it back. Endless, would it be mme. 

watches me here? Who ever anywhere will rea t esc \\ of Ijis 

whitefield. ... The good bishop of Cloync took the 

W W: veil o4c= r;" r.S 

coloured on a flat; yes, that s nght. Hat i sec, uie „-r.viscoDe Click 

T 1 I ... AUt Rark suddenly, frozen m stereoscope. c^ucK 

I sec, east, back. Ah see now: taUs oacK suuui-i 
does the tricL 

The veil, ,ved by BUhop Betkdcy for hb conjumg trii, behind 

couragement %„■ t^resque futile as the macrocosm it- 

self ‘fouilded ion the void’, is the labour of the tides. 

TV a 1 11- he saw the svrithing weeds lift languidly and sway 

Under the upswcllmg n.,tticoats in whispering water swaying and up- 

reluaant arms, hismg up Aeu p ^ 

turning coy silver Jto |iey siglT Saint Ambrose heard it, sigh 

Lord, they are weary: and of their times, iiehus cc nocti- 

of leaves and waves, waiung, gathered: vainly then released, forth 

hus hijttrias patiens & 
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flowing, wending back: loom of the moon. Weary' too in sight of lovers, lasci- 
vious men, a naked woman sliining in her courts, she draws a toil of waters. 

Five fatlioms out there. Full fathom five thy father lies. At one he said. Found 
drowTicd. High avater at Dublin bar. Driving before it a loose drift ofmbUe, 
fanshoals offishes, silly shells. A corpse rising s.altw’liitc from the undertow, bob- 
bing landward, a pace a pace a porpoise. ... Sunk tliough he be beneath the 
water)’ floor 

Bag of corpsegas sopping in foul brine. A quiver ofminnoavs, fat ofa spongy 
titbit, flash through the slits of liis buttoned trouserfly. God becomes man be- 
comes fish becomes barnacle goose becomes featlicrbed mountain. ... 

The sea,’ Professor Curtius has remarked, ‘the primordial element 
giver and taker of life, beats about die Ulyssean world of life-cxpcd- 
ence. As in Mr T. S. Eliot’s JFastc Laud, so through the work of Joyce 
runs the motif of the Drowned Man.’ It is interesting to note that Mr 
Eliot s Drosvncd Man’ was, like the prototype of Odysseus himself, a 
Phoenician trader. 


Ph]cb.is tlic Phoenician, a formight dead. 

Forgot the cry of gulls, and the deep sea swell 
And the profit and the loss. 

A current under sea 
Picked his bones in whispers. As he rose and fell 
He passed the stages of his age and youth 
Entering the whirlpool. 

In the first episode Stephen refers to Mullig.in’s rescue of a drowning 
man^ and hears a boatman speaking ofa drosvning case (the corpse was 
expected to appear, bobbing landward’, at about one o’clock), 
e ^'^npt up that way when the tide comes in.’ In Mr Dcasy'’s school 
Stephen heard his class repeat Lycidas. 


For Lyeddas, your sorrow, is not dead. 

Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor. 


Ks motlier he could not save. ‘Waters: bitter death: lost.’ 
t er reca s of this motif will be observed in later episodes. The 

wher insight into ‘ the vast repository 
are smmd ™ for “ every pulsation of the visible cos- 

^enhe^fo aI ^ aU eternity , that is to say, the ’ Akasic records’ alluded to by 
Stephen in the Aeolus episode. Mr Bloom, avatar ofa Phoenician adventurer, 

SJS'SiilSeg 5 /’ “ 
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lip 


rising of tte corpse to the surface, porpoise-like, attended by a 
of following fish, recalls a passage in the magic Book of Thoth dis- 
covered by Noferkephtah. ‘I saw the fishes of the deep for there was a 
divine power which made them rise to the surface of the waters (Cfi 
the powers of the ‘deathless Egyptian Proteus, who knows the depth 
of every sea’.) The last sentence of the passage quoted above ( God be- 
comes man’, etc.) is a variant of the kabahstic axiom of rnetempsychosis 
(as well as an allusion to the protean ebb and flow of hving matter). 
*a stone becomes a plant, a plant an animal, an anim a man, a man a 


spirit, and a spirit a god.’ 

Come. I thirst. Clouding over. No black clouds anywhere, are there? Thun- 
derstorm. AUbright he falls, proud Ughtning of the mteUect Luajer dico ^,i 
vescit occasum. No. My cockle hat and staff and his my sandle shoon. Where? To 

ing wiU find itself in me, tvithout me. All days make their end.^ 

The allusions to the Crucifixion and Hamlet (OpheHa s song, 
death by drowning) are a preparation for 
which I will discuss in the episode of ‘Scylla and Charybdis 

Stephen has a premonition ofthe ‘black crack o t un erw c 

the climax ofthe episode ofthe ‘Oxen of the Sun . It is characterise 
of Stephen’s pride that he can never forget he is wearmg the Bu 
cast-off shoes (anoflier ‘disguise’); Jfj^'gTteTwSn Esier 

suffered such disguisement gladly. You were g 

Osvalt’s shoe went on you; girl I knew in^Paris. tens, qiie pet ^ ' 

It has already been mentioned that the art o usepiso e _ 

logy’, md the analogy bewcen fc Jja 

Speech and the transformations of Proteus, the movemen . 

is obvious. Language is always in a flux of becoimng, e or o , 
any attemptto Lestits trend is the folly of a Canute. Moreover, by the 
study of language we can often diagnose the processes of chmge 
operating in the world about us; for the written signs remain. (Coines- 
pondmg to philology, we have, on the esotenc p ane, le o 
‘signatures’, already discussed.) In the beginnmg, as e 
has declared, was the gesture. The earliest language (accor 
^vas that ofthe gods, of which Homer sp<^s: the gods caU^^“ 
Briareus, men Ll him Egeon’. die gods call the nver S^an^e 
•Xanthe’, the bird Cyminiis ‘Chalcis’. The second language was the 
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heroic - the smata of Homer. Last of all came ‘popular’ speech and the 
use of an alphabet. (There are several allusions to the alphabet m tliis 
episode and perhaps the speech of the giant Sir Lout, quoted hereafter, 
is a survival of the spoken equivalent of the heroic semata.) The popu- 
lar’ speech was, Vico suggests, adopted by a free convention of the 
people (how characteristic of the epoch, this theory of a ‘free conven- 
tion’!), for it is a law of nature that the common speech and script 
are the people’s domain; even the emperor Claudius failed to compel 
the Romans to adopt three new letters proposed by him. 

Coming to more recent times, we find the mutability of language 
still more apparent; all the academicians have failed - perhaps for want 
of some fair goddess Eidothea to counsel them - to arrest the trans- 
formations of popular, even written, speech. No sooner has the lexico- 
grapher completed his colossal task than tout est a recoinmencer, Proteus, 
inconstant snake, has sloughed his skin. 

The monologue of Stephen in this episode is as varied in its linguistic 
transformations and disguises as the Ubiquiste of C. T. Feret.^ 

L’Ubiquiste, Messieurs, Mesdames, vous salue. 

De douze gens j’habite en meme temps la peau, 

Des couleurs de Prot^e eclate I’oripeau 
Et ma forme ondoyante et diverse evolue. 

Toute la Compagnie en un seul. Et chacun 
Peut monter sans fa^on me toucher sur la scene. 

En has, en haut, devant, derricre, je suis un, 

Un seul, et cependant cela fait la douzaine. ... 


Je tiens dans im eclair mille roles, et seule 
La boite de mon corps n’est pas a double fond. 

In this episode there are fragments of French, German, Ladn, Spanish, 
Itahan, Greek, Scandinavian, and other languages. The sea has its own 
tongue. Listen: a four-worded wavespeech: seesoo, hrss, rsseeiss, ooos. 
Vehement breath of waters amid sea-snakes, rearing horses, rocks. In 
cups of rocks it slops; flop, slop, slap.’ The rough boulders of the strand 
are Sir Lout s toys. Mind you don’t get one bang on the ear. I’m the 
bloody well gigant rolls all them bloody well boulders, bones for my 

I. L’Arc d’Ulyssc. Charles-Theophile Feret. 
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stepping-stones. Feefa^vfum. I zmcllz ac bloodz oWz 

Often his thoughts are couched in ^ 

with coloured emblems hatched on its ficl , 

field tenney a buck, trippant, proper, unattired He ^ 

speech. Before him ‘ the bloated carcass of a dog lolled on ^^derw a 
and a boat sunk in sand. Uu cache eusnhie, Lotus Vemlo f iSte ’ 
prose. These heavy sands are language tide and xwnd 
The sight of the rtvo cockle-pickers returning rom 
protean sequence of thought and dialect. 

Sioddering .hd, b,g, .l.=y ''-TL'KS 

.U„d„p ,l.pp=a .1.C ci»n,, - - M “rhi.Un.s 

unshaven neck. With woman steps sh gUplIprit crusted her bare feet. 

mort.2 Spoils slung T g^ijina lief lord his helpmate, bing 

About her wmdraw face her h»« under her brown 

awast, to Romeville. When night hidesherbody sflavs calli^S^^ 

shawl from an archw.ay wlierc sheficnd’s whiteness under her 

rum lingo, for, O, my dimbcr wappmg • „n, 

rancid rags. FumbaUy’s lane that night: the tanyard sm . 

White thy famhks, red thy gan 
And thy qiiarrons dainty is. 

Conch a hogshead with me then. 

In the darknians clip and kiss. 

Mo,«» detodion Agui.d .unWy cdl, 

1. Cf. Blake's variation on the in Jernsaiem. 

‘Hark! hear the Giants of " delight in their blood on our Altars. 

“We smell the blood of *= Mills , 

The hvmg and the dead shdl g jj^d Scofield. ^ 

For bread of the Sons °f ° d by Stephen, the Rogues’ or Gipsies 

a. Here, and in the stan^ h^eaft^ ^^omd by ^ -Egyptians’; they were 

Cant language is ^.„rv Wl as ‘ outlandish people caUmg themselves 

described in a proclamation ot Henry , • fj-oui theMiddle English Gyptian, 
Egyptians’. (The name ‘ Gipsy Wuage of this passage is a natural conse- 

contracted from Egyptian 0^ , p^utians’ (itself, of course, appropriate to 

quence of Stephen’s sight of t = ^ Cant terms used here. Mort:a free 

the Proteus theme). I append a g ^ Gipsies, appointed according to 

woman’, one for comrnon “p ? f ij,-,,. niimst to Romevilie: Go away to Lon- 
their custom (see The Slang Dir i meant originally first-rate or noted, as 

don (Old Cant: Bynge a wastefi To wap: make® ove. Dimher wapping dell: 

in Rome booze (used m „ds. Gan: mouth. Qnarrons: body. Couch a hogs- 

pretty, loving wench. Famblcs. nan ^ 
headhc down and sleep. Darknians. mght. 
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in a phantom ship. The womb-tomb (birth-death) rhyme has interest- 
ing Shakespearian and Blakean associations. 

The earth that’s nature’s mother is her tomb; 

What is her bur)'ing grave, tliat is her womb.^ 

The Door of Death I open found 
And the Worm Weaving in the Ground; 

Thou’rt my Mother from the Womb, 

Wife, Sister, Daughter, to the Tomb, 

Weaving to dreams the sexual strife 
And weeping over the Web of Life. ^ 

This episode concludes the first part of Ulysses, the Telemachia, and 
closes with Stephen’s sight of a gallant three-masted schooner, the Rose- 
vean (as we learn later) ‘from Bridgwater with bricks’, wliichis bear- 
ing a wavewom wanderer, W. B. Murphy of Carrigaloe, Odysseus 
Pseudangelos, to his own native shore. 

He turned his face over a shoulder, rere regardant. Moving through the air 
high spars of a threemastcr, her sails brailed up on the crosstrees, homing, up- 
stream, silently moving, a silent ship. 

I. Romeo and Juliet, ii, iii, 9 . 10. 
a. Blake, The Cates of Paradise. 
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The House 
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Kidney 

Economics 

Orange 

Nymph 

Narrative (mature) 


With this episode Mr Bloom’s day begins: i6 June 1904; this date is 
esteemed, I am told, by certain advocates of a reformed calendar, a holv- 
day, stj’led Tiloomsday. It is 8 a.m. Within the residence of Mr Bloom, 
7 Eccles Street, there is still cool twilight, but, outside, the streets are 
already warming up, and there is a hint of thunder in the air. As Mr 
Bloom moves softly about the basement kitchen (for Madame Marion 
Tweedy, that popular soprano, awaits, as usual, her little breakfast in 
bed) kidneys are ‘in his mind’, for he cats with relish ‘ the inner organs 
of beasts and fowls’. The cat requests and receives milk on a saucer. The 
cat arid Mr Bloom arc on excellent terms. There is much of the ewi^ 
weihlich about the hero of Ulysses; he is no servile replica of his Homeric 
prototype, for he has a cat instead of a dog, and a daughter instead of a 
son. Before setting out for his marketing Mr Bloom inspects tlie lining 
of his hat to sec if the pseudonymous card of ‘Henry Flower’ is safely 
t ere, and verifies the presence of the potato mascot in his trouser 
poc 'ct. Passing Larry O Rourke’s public house he greets tlie proprietor 
an indulges in some characteristic speculations about the profits made 
by Dublin’ curates ’.1 


Where do they got the money? Coming up redheaded curates fi"om the 
tinsing empties and old man^ in the cellar. Then, lo and behold, 
they blossom out as Adam Findlaters or Dan Tallons. Then think of the com- 
pention. General tliirst. Good puzzle would be cross Dublin without passing a 
WVi" ley can t. Off the drunks perhaps. Put down three and carry five, 

wnat IS that? A bob here and there, dribs and drabs. On die wholesale orders 

ps. nnjS a double shuffle with the town travellers. Square it with the 
boss and we’ll spHt the job, see? 


2 public-house employees are known as ‘curates’. 

IS the drink a customer leaves in his glass. 
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He reaches his destination, the butcher’s shop of the Hunganan Jew, 
Dlugacz, to find that only one kidney is left, and passes an anxious 
moment wondering if the servant of the people next door, who is 
there before him, wiU take it. Fortunately, she buys sausages and Bloom 
gets Ms kidney. For a moment Dlugacz and Mr Bloom, mutually ob- 
fervant, wonder whether they should hail each other as compatnots. 
‘No: better not: another time.’ The servant walks away. Mowed by 
Mr Bloom’s regard. 

Pleasant to see first thing in the morning. Hur^ up, damn it. Make hay whfie 
the sun shines. She stood outside the shop in sunhght and sauntered lazity to the 
right. He sighed down Iris nose: they never understand. Sodachapped hands. 
cLted toeLus too. Brown scapulars in tatters, defendmg her both ways. The 
sting of disregard glowed to weak pleasure in Hs breast. For another: a con- 
staUe off duty cuMed her in Eccles’ Lane They ^e them sizeable. Prime 
sausage. O please, Mr Policeman, I m lost in e woo 

From a pUe of c«t shaets on the bntche.’s table he pick, ttp a page: 
■the moiel 6™ at Kinneteth on the lakethote of T.benat . Jfcdy 
the heat has warmed his latent memory of the East and now the ad- 
vertisement picture of blurred cattle croppmg in silver heat gives form 
to his daydream. ‘ Agendath Netaim: planter s company. To purchase 
vast sandy tracts from Turkish government and plant with eucalyptus 
trees. ... Orangegroves and immense meloi^elds. The melon, as we 
learn in ‘Ithac^,l js a fruit for which Mr Bloom has, on e postenon 
grounds, amarked predilection. And^e man whom Stephen metmthe 
‘street of harlots’, in his dream, held a melon against his face Mr 
Bloom visualizes ‘silvered powdered ohve-trees. Quiet long days: 

/-jPTons too Wonder is poor Citron still alive m 
S™Ke”rade. And Mastiansky with the old cither^ Pleasant 
evenings we had then. Molly in Citron s basketchair Nice to hol^ cool 
waxen &uit,holdin the hand. UftittothenostnlsandsmeUtheperfume. 

Like that, heavy, sweet, wUd perfume. i n ^ 

‘A cloud began to cover the sun whoUy slowly wholly. Grey. Far 
The cloud that Stephen watched, ‘shadowg the bj m deep green 
Under its shadow Mr Bloom’s mood, like Stephen s is darkened, and 
he thinks of the Dead Sea: ‘no fob, pedless, sui^ dp m the earth . 
(Compare widi this Stephen’s thought - a bowl of bitter waters .) 

I. Ulywer. page <590. 
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No wind would lift those waves, grey metal, poisonous foggy waters. Brim- 
stone they called it raining down: the cities of the plain; Sodom, Gommorah, 
Edom. All dead names. A dead sea in a dead land, grey and old. Old now. It 
bore the oldest, the first race. A bent hag crossed from Cassidy’s clutching a 
naggin bottle by the neck. [The milkwoman of ‘Telemachus’: ‘Old Gummy 
Granny’.] The oldest people. Wandered far away over all the earth, captivity 
to captivity, multiplying, dying, being bom everywhere. It lay there now. 
Now it could bear no more. Dead. ... 

Grey horror seared his flesh. . . . Cold oils shd along his veins, chilhng his 
blood: age crusting him with a salt cloak. Well, I am here now. Morning mouth 
bad images. Got up wrong side of the bed. Must begin again those Sandow s 
exercises. On the hands down. 

There are two letters and a card lying on the hall floor. On one of 
the letters, addressed to his wife, he recognizes the handwriting of Boy- 
lan ( Blazes Boylan’) her impresario and the most recent of her lovers. 
His quick heart slowed at once.’ The other letter and card are from his 
daughter, Milly. He takes both letters and the card upstairs to Marion, 
who greets him with: ‘ Hurry up with that tea ,I’m parched.’ Obedient, 
he goes down again, sets the tea to draw and his kidney to fry. He care- 
fully lays out his wife’s breakfast on a tray - ‘Bread and butter, four, 
sugar, spoon, her cream.’ Madam is served. She tells him that Boylan 
is bringing the programme of the concert at which she is to sing ‘Love s 
Old Sweet Song’. 

Mrs Bloom, like many of her sex, is apt when she wants something 
to revert to the language of gesture. Now Mr Bloom marks her point- 

Anger and lifts, one by one, various articles of clothing for her to 
see. 

‘No: that book.’ 

Other stocking. Her petticoat. 

‘It must have fell down,’ she said. 

hosK^ explain metempsychosis,^ ‘met-him-pike- 

^That meam the transmigration of souls.’ 

O, rocks! she said. Tell us in plain words.’ 

Mr Bloom glances at the title. 

Ruby, the Pride of the Rtitg. Hello, fllustration. Fierce Italian with carriage whip. 
1. See Part One, Chapter 3, § i, ' Met-Mm-pike-hoses’ . 
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Must be Ruby pride of die on the floor naked. Sheet kindly lent. The ftwtister 
Maffci desisted and flung his victim from him with an oath. Cruelty behind it all. 
Doped animals. Trapeze at Heiigler’s. Had to look the other way. Mob gaping. 
Break your neck and we’ll break our sides. Families of them. Bone them young 
so they metempsychosis. That we hve after death. Our souls. That a man’s soul 
after he dies. Dignam’s soul — 

Regretfully Mrs Bloom: ‘There’s nothing smutty in it.’ 

Mr Bloom, by nature informative, continues to expound to his wife 
the meaning of metempsychosis. 


The Bath of the Nymph over the bed. Given away with the Easter number of 
Photo Bits: Splendid masterpiece in art colours. Tea before you put the milk in. 
Not unlike her with her hair down: slimmer. She said it would look nice over 
the bed. Naked nymphs: Greece: and for instance all the people tkit Uved then. 

He turned the pages back. , 

•Metempsychosis’, he said, ‘is what the ancient Greeks called it. They used 
to believe you could be changed into an animal or tree, for instance. What 

they called nymphs, for example.’ . , 1 r 1 . 1 

Her spoon ceased to stir the sugar. She gazed straight before her, inhahng 

through her arched nostrils. , ^ 

‘There’s a smell of bum,’ she said. ‘Did you leave anything on the fire? 

He runs down just in time to save his kidney from incineration. 
(Several motifk which will frequendy recur in the course of Ulysses are 
introduced in this passage: Ruby, the Pride of the Rms, metempsychosis, 

tiic Nymph, the monster Maffci.) , 

Eating liis breakfast, Mr Bloom reads Mil ys letter. She has just 
turned fifteen and is apprenticed to a provinaal photographer. 

There is a young student [she svrites] comes here some cyenmgs named 
Bannon liis cousins or something arc big swells he sings Bo> l.an s (I was on the 
pop of writing Blazes Boylan’s) song about those seande girls. Tell him silly 
Milly sends my best respects. Must now close with fondest love. 

The jingling rh^mies of ‘Boylan’s song’ run in Mr Bloom’s head as 
he cats die kidney. 

All dimpled (hecks and curls, 

VnuT head it simply r.i'irls. 
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(We have already heard of this Bannon in ‘Telemachus’. ‘I got a 
card from Bannon. Says he found a sweet young thing do\vn there. 
Photo girl he calls her.’) 


Milly too [Mr Bloom muses]. Young kisses: the first. Far away now past. 
Mrs Marion. Reading lying back now, counting the strands of her hair, smiling, 
braiding. 

A soft qualm regret flowed dotvn his backbone, increasing. Will happen, yes. 
Present. Useless; can’t move. Girl’s sweet fight lips. Will happen too. 


Mr Bloom now visits the earth-closet at the end of his garden, where 
he reads the prize story m Tit-Bits, ‘Matcham’s Masterstroke’ by 
Philip Beaufoy, Playgoers’ Club, London, and considers tlie possibihty 
of himself composing a ‘prize titbit’. 


Might manage a sketch. By Mr and Mrs L. M. Bloom. Invent a stor)- for 
some proverb which? Time I used to try jotting down on my cuff what she said 
dressing. . . . Biting her nether lip, hooking the placket of her skirt. Timing her. 
9.15. Did Roberts pay you yet? 9.20. What had Grctta Conroy^ on? 9.23. What 
possessed me to buy tl^ comb? ... 


He recalls tliat fateful dance at which his wife first met Boylan. 

Rubbing smartly in turn each welt against her stocking calf. Morning after 
the bazaar dance when May’s band played Ponchiclli’s Dance of the Hours. Ex- 
hours, noon, tlten evening coming on, tlicn night hours. 
W.islnng her teeth. That was the first night. Her head d.incing. Her fansricks 
chekmg Is that Boylan well off? He has money. Wliy? I noticed he had a good 
sme o us breath dancing. No use humming then. Allude to it. Strange kind 
nusic t lat .1st night. The mirror was in shadow. ... Peering into it. Lines in 
her eyes. It wouldn’t pan out somehow. 

Evening hours, girls in grey gauze. Night hours then black widi daggers 
to Irl'xi pink, then golden, then grey, then black. Still true 

to hfc also. Day, then the night. 

Hours is an important tlicmc in Ulysses; it sug- 
gests symbolically the time-structure of the entire book. 

,1 o 1 1° L * Church toU the hour, reminding Mr Bloom of 
tlic funeral he has soon to attend. 


Hfif/jo/ Ihi^hol 
Hei^hot Hci(;hoI 
Heiglw! Hciyiltol 

I. Gretu Conroy figures in Uic story ‘Tlic Dead’ in DMhers. 
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Quarter to. There ag.iin: the overtone follotving through tlic air. A third. 
PoorDignani! 

* 

To Mcnelaus’s inquiry concerning the fate of Odysseus, Proteu 
answer; ‘Hirn I L on an island shedding plcn.eoos tears m fc h.U 
of the nymph Calypso, who holds him there per orce, so 
conre .0 his own country, for he has by^ him no sh.ps vsnth oars, and 

no companions to send liim on the way. i j r,, m the 

The4ofOgygia,Cdypso'shom.svasev.a^— 
west ofthe Toman seas. To return from It U y nn his 

teen days, keeping the constellation of the om 

lef, hand Ihis” acLding to Dr Merry, proves that 
north-west to south-east. It has been suggeste y sot beyond 

that the home of the Atlantid Calypso may i^c mav actually 

and north-wes, ofthe Strait of Gibraltar and that 0818“ “JroTpply 
be identified with Ireland. But, however temptmg . m.£ h= to ap j 
this somewhat farfetched hypothesis «. the PJ'""' . 
soned eondusions of M. Berard (summarrred " „ 

graph) as to the habiu. of Calypso nrust “°'“Sig by 

be seen, the author of Ulyssei m Jje early life of 

allmions in Mr Bloom’s monologue J of M. 

Marion Bloom, nee Tweedy, seems to imp y 

Berard’sview. _ ^ ,ea’ a woodland isle, where there is a 

Calypso hves m a navel of *e s , daughter of 

great cave and meadows of violet P ^^orld’s end, upholds 

the giant Atlas, that Uymg Herodotus) beside the pillars 

the sky. The pillar Adas is relieved Atlas for a while at 

of Hercules; there is a legend that of ‘Atlas’ has been given 

his task of upholding the firmamen • vicinity of the Strait, 

in modem times to a known as Apes Hill, 

but originally Atlas was a ^ing ^ European ‘pillar’. Apes Hill 

on the Afirican coast facmg Gi ^ .^^ord meaning ‘the sup- 

was known to Strabo as ’ Greek ‘Atlas’. The Greek name of 

porter’, the exact equivalent o t e Viewed, as the Phoenician 

Gibraltar was ‘ICalpe’ (the coast, against the highlands of 

adventurers first saw it, from r sea wliich it flanks have exactly 
Algeciras, Gibraltar and the coastline. Moreover it was the bay 

the appearance of a ‘ cup set m 
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rather than the Rock that interested a Phoenician trader. The Greeks, 
coming later, adopted and translated tlie Semitic nomenclature, and 
continued to call Gibraltar the ‘bowl’, ‘Kalpe’. 

On the opposite shore, dominated by Calypso’s mountain sire, is a 
little island named Perejil (Spanish ‘parsley’) which corresponds in 
many respects to Homer’s description of Ogygia, densewooded and 
studded with clumps of violets. But, as M. Bdrard points out, Homer s 
description of Calypso’s isle is evidendy a composite picture. For ex- 
ample, the four Ogygian springs referred to in the Odyssey are not to 
be found in Perejil. These springs were evidently -‘imported’ by Homer 
from the African or Spanish coast. The ‘nautical instructions’, probably 
of Phoenician origin, which Homer adapted for his account of Calyp- 
so s isle, gave doubtless a general description of the western ‘end of the 
world , including Mauretania, Gibraltar, and the Spanish littoral; 
these Homer has combined in his description of Ogygia. That island 
has, therefore, both ‘Moorish’ and Spanish characteristics. 

The name of Calypso is clearly derived from the Greek kaliipto (1 
hide, veil). Ogygia seems to be the Greek adaptation of a Semitic root 
which means to surround’.^ The island is low-lying, secret, dominated 
by the columns of the two coasts, an omphalos. Yet, by a curious trans- 
ference, the name of the obscure islet, Nesos Kalupsous (the island of 
me hiding-place) was chosen by early seafarers to designate the main- 
land of Spain. The Semitic root s-p-n-i is tlie exact translation of the 
Greek kalupto. I-spania, Spain, is the land-of-the-hiding-pince, a mysterious 
Far West, whose secrets the astute Phoenician traders were too pru- 
dent lightly to divulge. 

Some three thousand years have passed since Odysseus abode, not 
without domestic, if spelaean, consolations, in the dark retreat of the 
ve e nymph. We have now Mr Bloom, wanderer in quest of ad- 
vertisements, not adventure, a patient captive in the domestic penum- 
ra o No 7 Eccles Street, servant of that inconstant nymph, the 
aug ter of Major Brian Cooper Tweedy (sometime stationed at 
1 ra ter on service) and a Spanish Jewess, Lunite Laredo (‘lovely 

name she had’). r j , v 

Mrs Bloom was bom at Gibraltar. Inalyrical passage of the ‘Cyclops’ 


dences ofse^ the bowl. There is thus a presage of the correspoi 

watches ‘the'rmo nf u in the first episode, where Stephi 

tones tiierm^ofbayandskyhnc’.‘ai.o.Wofbitterwate^’. 
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cpifo^c $bc is hnilcd: ‘Priac of Olpf'i rocky mount, tl'.c rnvcniuircci 
tlnichtcr of T^vccclv. There «l'.e rjev: to peerless 5>c.miy where loqiut 
nnd'^^lmond scent the air. The pardats of .Matneda knew her step; tJtc 
garths of olives knew and bowed.' Her father's second chnsttatt name 
‘Cooper’ is probably another allusion to 'C.tlpe' (there is a close ety- 
mological affinity between these names), and ‘Tweedy may be a sug- 
ecstion of Mrs Bloom’s Penelope .aspect.' as a wc.avcr of v.e is, we 
as of tltc mingled strands of her birth (urea!: ‘a wool-and-cotton fabne 
ustiallv with two colours combined in the yarn’)."- She is perhaps only 
a quarter Spanish, but to her husband die is a typical Spanish beaut)-. 
Thus, alluding to the woman who caused Paniell’s downfall, he muses: 
•she rtka v.-as Spanish or half so. types that wouldii t do things by halves, 
p.TS5ion.ilc abandon of die south, casting even shre o <. cccn^ to tic 
winds.’ Sometimes, too, be recognircs a strain of Moonsh blood m her 
‘That’s where Molly can knock spots oil them [ homemade Irish 

beauties”]. It’s the blood of the soutli. Moorish. i . v • <t ? 

The key-word to the first part of Ulyfscs (the Tclcm.achia) is Usur- 
pers’; Stephen w.as living in .a world of usurpers and serving alieti 
powen, spiritual and temporal. Mr Bloom too though m a dihcrcm 
way. the way of die flesh, not of the spint, is a reluctant exile m Ireland. 
He is never quite at home amongst the noble Danes of Dublin. Den- 
mark’s a prison.’ A prisoner perforce he languishes - there is no better 
word for his vague malaise. A secret voice unceasingly urges liis re- 
turn to the warm light and blue shadosvs of the East. 

Somewhere in the List: early morning: set oil at dassm, travel round hi front 
of the sun steal a day’s march on liim. Keep it up for ever "cv- grow a ^ 
older technially. W.alk along a strand, strange land, conie to a ci > 
there, old ranker too. old Tweedy’s big momtaches leaning on a 1°«S k'ud ofa 
spear. Wander through ass-ned streets. Turbaned faces going 
of carpet shops, big man, Turko die terrible.^ seated crossleggod smoUng a 

1. ^niis side of Mrs Dloom is discussed in my notes on the last episode. ‘Pene- 

, -1 • --^..ir.Mnt and we may be sure that none of the 

2. In Ulysses ‘'«ry detail is sigmfim - ^ of esoteric thought: 

names arc irrelevant. Tlic ""P°r“"^ And an analysis of tlic 

™ rd ”£ rd «:: sr .!:;»- «~5 

T -S' 
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coiled pipe. Cries of sellers in the street. Drink w.iter scented wth fennel, sher- 
bet. Wander along all d,ny. Might meet a robber or nvo. Well, meet him. Get- 
ting on to sundown. The shadows of the mosques along the pillars: priest w 
a scroll rolled up. A shiver of the trees, signal, the evening wind. I pass on. 
Fading gold sky. A mother watches from her doorw'ay. She calls her children 
home in their dark language. High wall: beyond strings twanged. Night s 7 
moon, violet, colour of Molly’s new garters. Strings. Listen. A girl playing one 
of those instruments what do you call tliem: dulcimers. I pass. 

In the next episode, the ‘Lotus-eaters’, his mind is still steeped in the 
languors of tliis Orient imagiuairc. For all his brisk activity Mr Bloorn s 
heart is set on rest. ‘Just loll dierc: let ever^'thing rip.’ The meeting with 
Dlugacz, a reminder of racial affinities, symbolizes tlic Recall of Odysseus 
from the far island of Calypso eastwards to his own country. The sun- 
burst, to the Irish a national emblem, is to Bloom a symbol of orient 
splendour; grey twilight, a cloud over the sun, of the sliadow of death. 
Throughout the episode tliere is a rhythmic interchange of shadow an 
sunhght. The ‘hollow cave’ where Calypso held Odysseus captive has 
its counterpart in the ‘yellow nsdlight’ of the bedroom presided over 
by the Nymph, whence Bloom emerges into the orange brightness 
of the streets. ‘ He crossed to the bright side, avoiding the loose cellar- 
flap of number seventyffive.’ Here, as so often in Ulysses, w'hat seems 
meticulous realism is profoundly symbolic. The ‘cave’ motif re- 
appears in the allusion to ‘ dark caves’ of carpet shops, the gloom of the 
privy. ‘He pulled back the jerky shaky door and came forth from die 
gloom into the air. In the bright light, hghtened and cooled of limb, 
he carefully eyed his black trousers. ... A dark wliirr in die air liigh up. 
... They tolled the hour: loud dark iron.’ The same contrast is brought 
out in the Dance of the Hours’. Darkness is of the prison-house, die 
shackles of the flesh, all that withholds Mr Bloom from Zion, Odysseus 
from Ithaca. 

The domain of the AgendathNetaim company was to be planted with 
eucalyptus, the well-hidden’ flower (perhaps, the ‘vide-shading 
tree); the streets seen by Mr Bloom in his day-dream are awned; he 
often thinks of his wife (Calypso, the veiled nymph, to him, but Pene- 
lope as she sees herself) in oriental dress, wearing a yashmak, as when, 
hallucinated, in Circe’s den, he beholds her, ‘a handsome woman in 
Turkish costume beside her mirage of date palms standing before him. 

InBook XXI of the Odyssey, when Penelope makes a formal andfinal 
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.npcmucc to the 5 ttiton ctromintt in her hnlh. .he ‘hehj np h.cr glistcr- 
in^ tire before her fu-ch Tint, in the nest cpi.odc Mr Hlootn pictitres 
hL\on Mookintt nt me. the .heel tip to Iter eye., Spannii, .ntellmp 
hcnclf u-hen 1 fiN-ne, the hnk. in my cniT. (it notev.-orthy thnt 
och time the re.tder of Vly^ns h.-ts the privilege ol bchohhng licr, 

Marion Bloom is between tlic sheets.) < wi,„ tbrv 

Arain in the ‘Sirens- ep.sotle. Mr Bloom womlcrs. Wh> do t ies 

hict their ears with seaweed ha.r? And Turks the.r month, why.' Her 
evt over the sheet, a y.a.shmak. land the way in. A cave. No adnntunec 

'”£^7.'; nlo'o..,. ...ore .Vi, .. .1.0 .livi™ 0...1 

‘ipIviKliil nia.lcrpiccc' ..bi'vc [lie lic.l ili.t. .'it. t ' 
veils Everv dav a ration of cream is t.akcn m for Marions uNclustsc 
sen . ns , nvmnli Calvpso, to an immort.al the 

rcca cmcnt:* .ambrosia for the nv«r'' , 

rcgaicinuu _ placed beside Itim all m.anncr of food 

liroav..™., »a .he i.»a.o..ia. pi.cca b«.ac k, »mb,o».. ™a 

7mr.-= A, .be rlim,v of .he .N>«..r C to-'"' )■ ' “ >'""7” 

, 1.. ni -1, ..Utter serves cxtr.aordiii.inlv to Ins guest... 

S,=ph„..naM.DIo«,, 

the snscous cream ortlinanis reserss 

Marion (Mollv)'. Tins .cr.ri„5 of ao.bro... to hi. yom.s £00... In. ,o„ 
bntnot iocoiainc .o .1.0 Ho.h, no. conrolnu......!, ha. a peenhar ..gm- 

Lneo, ooniing a”, die .cnrico rioc f.o.n a Jc.v, .onlcs, ,uo.. ofa .on- 

a'arhnc.. of nigh, the grave, .and .ho golden hour, 
domain of Hello, .he QnieUene,. .here .. .trerehed a gorrarner ved of 
uviligh., ‘the shepherd’s hoor: the horn oflioldmg hour of tt)St . Tin 
the cvmiing houm arc lighrly veiled m ganze, while the le.hal ,nght- 

h„„,..vearblaeh..ri,hdage nde 

S™fTc°S" 

. . r.i... Vinuge its ‘economics’; tlic ‘art’ of this episode is 

1. Tliat is the custom of the house, us i- i 

‘economics’. 

2 . Odyssey. v: lt)t>-9- of the veil in the famous gesture of Isolde. Tlic 

nightSed by Tristan is the love-night of death, oC mMcrcnu.chcus, and in 
the fluttering of the veil tlierc is 

l.ichestod. 
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of la petite mart, it is like a mouche to set off the white lure of living flesk 
(since imperfection is a rowel to desire), a dusky yet benign recall of 
the htdc time man has to Hve as the hours dance dcathwards. 

Soles occiderc ct redire possunt; 

Nobis, aim scmcl occidit brevis lux, 

Nox est perpetua una dormienda. 

Da mi basia tnille, dcindc centum. ... 



5. THE LOTUS-EATERS 


SCENE 

The Bath 

HOUR 

10 a.m. 

ORGAN 

Genitals 

ART 

Botany, chemistry 

SYMBOL 

Eucharist 

TECHNIC 

Narcissism 


Mr Bloom sets out for his day’s work at about lo a.m. His first 
errand is to wsit the Westland Row post office where he hands across 
the counter the card of ‘ Henry Flower’ and receives tlie homage of a 
trusting t3'pist to ‘Dear Hcnr5'’s’ second blooming. On his svay to the 
post office he passes a tea-merchant’s and the sight of the ‘finest Ceylon 
brands’ of tea exposed in the window evokes lus eternal Drmi^ mch 
Osteii. 

The fat east. Lovely spot it must be: the garden of the world, big lazy leaves to 
float about on, cactuses, flowery meads, snaky lianas they call them. Wonder is 
it like that. Those Cinghalcsc lobbing around in the sun in Mcc far iiimle. Not 
doing a hand’s turn all day. Sleep six months out of twelve. Too hot to quarrel. 
Influence of the climate. Lethargy. Flowers of idleness. The air feeds most. 
Azotes. Hothouse in Botanic gardens. Sensitive plants. Watcrlilies. Petals too 
tired to. Sleeping sickness in the air. Walk on roseleaves. Imagine trying to eat 
tripe and cowhccl. Where was the chap I saw in that picture somewhere? Ah, 
in the dead sea, floating on his back, reading a booh with a parasol open. 
Couldn’t sink if you tried: so thick with salt. Because the weight of the water, no, 
the weight of the body in the water is equal to the weight of the. Or is it the 
volume is equal of the weight? It’s a law something like that. Vance in High 
school cracking his fingeijoints, teaching. The college curriculum. Cracking 
curriculum. What is weight really when you say the -weight? Thirtynvo feet 
per second, per second. Law of falling, bodies: per second, per second. They aU 
Call to the ground. The earth. It’s the force of gra-vity of the earth is the weight. 

Leaving the post office he scans and muses on the recruiting posters, 
‘bearskin caps and hackle plumes’. ‘Redcoats. Too showy. That must 
be why the women go after them. Uniform. Easier to enlist and drill.’ 

Before he can open his letter he encounters one M'Coy, who figures 
in the story ‘Grace’ in Dubliners. 
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Mr M'Coy had been at one time a tenor of some reputation. His tvife, tvlio 
had been a soprano, still taught young children to play the piano at low terms. 
His line of hfe had not been the shortest distance between two points and for 
short periods he had been driven to Uve by his wits. . . . Mr M'Coy had recently 
made a crusade in search of valises and portmanteaus to enable Mrs M Coy to 
fulfil imaginary engagements in the country. 

Mr Bloom, aware of this unpleasing habit, detects the usual gambit in 
M'Coy’s opening announcement. 

‘ My missus has just got an engagement. At least it’s not settled yet. 

Valise tack again. By tlic way no harm. I’m off that, thanks. 

Mr Bloom effectively checks M'Coy’s move by announcing that 
Mrs Bloom too is shortly starting for a concert tour in the north. 

Didn’t catch me napping that wheeze. The quick touch. Soft mark. I d like 
my job. Valise I have a p.irricular fancy for. Leather. Capped comers, riveted 
edges, double action lever lock. Bob Cowley lent him his for the Wicklow 
regatta concert last year and never heard tidings of it from that good day to this, 
Mr Bloom, strolling towards Brunswick street, smiled. My missus has just 
got an. Reedy freckled soprano. Cheeseparing nose. Nice enough in its way: for 
a little ballad. No guts in it. You and me, don’t you know? In the same boat. 
Softsoaping. Give y'ou the needle that would. Can’t he hear the difference? .•■ 
Thought that Belfast would fetch him. I hope tliat smallpox up there doesn t get 
worse. Suppose she wouldn’t let herself be vaccinated again. Your wife and my 
wife. 

M Coy further annoys him by interfering with his observation of an 
elegant lady’ climbing on to an ‘outsider’ on the opposite side of the 
road. Tied to the spot by his interlocutor, he has to allow a passing tr.am 
to eclipse a. promising vision of silk stockings. 'Curse your noisy 
pugnosc — this for the 'honking’ tram-driver. 

Escaped from the toils of the valise-hunter, Mr Bloom observes a 
hoarding which announces that Mrs Bandman Palmer will play 
tonight. ' Like to see her in that again. Hamlet she played last night. Male 
impersonator. Perhaps he w’as a woman. Why Ophelia committed 
suicide? The thought of suicide recalls his father’s end (the memory is 
amplified in tlie ‘Hades’ episode), and the old Jew’s fondness for tlie 
scene 

where the old blind Abraham recognizes the voice and puts his fingers on his 
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‘Nathan’s voice! His sons voice! I 
fatlier to die of grief and misery in my 
left the God of his father.’^ 

Every word is so deep, Leopold. 


hear the voice of Nathan who left his 
arms, who left the house of his father and 


At last he finds a deserted street where he can open Us paste restante 
letter, in which a yeUow flower with flattened petals is enclosed. What 

does she say? ’ 


I got your last letter to me and thank you very much for it. Why did you 
enclie the stamps? I am awfully angry with you, I do wish I could y°“ 

for that. I called you naughty boy because I do not Idee that other word. Please 

teUmewhatistherealmeaningofthatword Areyounothappymyourhome 

you poor httle naughty boy? ... I often think of the beautiful name yon have 
bear Henry, when will we meet? I think of you so often you have no idea. I 
have never felt myself so drawn to a man as you. I feel so bad about. Please 
write me a long letter and tell me more. Remember if you do not I will pumsh 
you. So now you know what I will do to you, you naughty boy, if you do not 
wrote (sic). ... Henry dear, do not deny my request before my patience are 
exhausted. Then I will tell you all. Goodbye now naughty darling. I have such 
a bad headache today and write by return to your longing 




P.S. -Do tell me what kind of perfume does your wife use. I want to know. 


He tore the flower gravely &om its puAold, smelt its almost no smell and 
placed it in his heart pocket. Language of flowers. They like it because no-one 
mn hear. Or a poison bouquet to strike him doavn. Then, waling slowly for- 
ward, he read the letter again, murmuring here and there a word.- Angry tuhps 
wth YOU darling manflower punish your cactus if you don t please poor forget- 
menot how I long violets to dear roses when we soon anemone meet all 
naughty nightstalk wife Martha’s perfume. 


Mr Bloom owes diis epistolary romance with Martha to an adver- 
tisement he inserted in the Irish Times: ‘Wanted smart lady typist to aid 
gentleman in Uterary work.’ He chose Marflia - it can hardly have been 
on account of her literary competence - from forty-four aspirants to 
the post. As he passes under a railway arch he tears up the envelope. 
‘You could tear up a cheque for a hundred pounds in the same way- 


I'. TOs is one rfSc rare instances where the author of Ulysses explains his teeh' 
nique to die reader. 
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Bloom says to him: ‘You can keep it. I was jmt going to throw it 
away.’ Thhse words act like a charm on Bantein Lyons, who, exclaim- 
ing TU risk it’, hurries off to a bookmaker s. The significance of Mr 
Bloom’s innocent remark will appear later: it 

race and is destined to provoke a partial pogrom later m the day. Mr 
Bloom strolls on towards the ‘ mosque of the baths , for the sweet clem 
smells of the chemist’s shop and the lemony soap have oncntcA^s 
desire to a ‘womb of warmth’, the Hammam. As he turns under die 
shadow of the minarets, he has a brief regret diat the 
sunhght which ‘in slim sandals’ ran to meet him m Eccles Street is 

already passing westwards away. 

wo.’. ,.»■ 

which in the stream of Ufe we trace is dearer than them aU. 

* 

On the tenth day we set foot on the land of the lotus-eaters, who eat a flowery 
their inidday mM y ^ . make search what manner of men 

ot aa » 

bnng ndings nor . and forgetful of returning. Therefore I 

MUng men, ever .^.^eeping, and sore against their wil], and dragged 

^e^ bTn^A the fench^, imd b°md them in the hollow barques. But I com- 

ma^edtherestofmyW;^—^ 

Sghtton Sey embarked and sate upon die benches, and sitting orderly they 
smote the grey sea water with their oars. 

Unlike most of die barbarians encountered by Odysseus on his 
1 1 o T ..ctrvfronians, and the rest, the Lotus-eaters were 

feUy folk7.pJy *' 

f,aa.dfioa™.l. Home* umtad) heve.^vedan oSeal eneomiom 
fioni the French Marine, as being ires hospitahers. 
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The name ‘lotus’ seems to have been applied by the Greeks to several 
distinct members of the vegetable kingdom, as well as to the plant which 
we now know as the lotus, the water-lily. Thus Herodotus and Poly- 
bius see in the lotus a tree which bears fruit like dates or figs (perhaps 
they' mean the mango-tree), ‘but much more odorous’, and elsewhere 
Homer seems to mean by ‘lotus’ some kind of grass or clover, a good 
fodder for horses. ’But here lotus is probably a Semitic root in the guise 
of a Greek homonym; it obviously means one of the many opiates for 
which oriental races have such a predilection. There is a Semitic word 
lot (it appears in the Old Testament) which signifies a certain kind of 
perfume, perhaps narcotic. In the episode of the ‘Lotus-eaters the 
lotus is evidently considered both as a scented flower and an opiate. 
The scented soap and the odours at Sweny’s have already been men- 
tioned; there arc several other references to scents - ‘Cochrane’s ginger 
ale (aromatic)’, the ‘almost no smell’ of Martha’s yellow flower, the 
smell of frcdi printed rag paper’. Martha asks ‘what kind of perfume 
does your wife use? ’ Mr Bloom visualizes Marion in bed, ‘the sheet up 
to her eyes, smelling herself’. 

But it is chiefly by its narcotic virtue that the lotus dominates this 
episode. The opening passage (already quoted), Mr Bloom’s dream of 
a an - Kcnii^t dii das Laud ...? - where the tea-flowers bloom," place* 
of this chapter; languor and far tiieiite. The letter from Martha 
Ilford recalls to his mind a picture he once saw: Martha and Mary. 


e IS sitting in tlicir liousc, talking. Mysterious... Nice kind of evening fed- 
uig- o niore v.andcring about. Just loll there: quiet dusk: let cvcrytliing rip. 

places you have been, strange aistoms. The other one, jar 
d'c supper: fruit, olives, lovely cool water out of the 
e smmeo ike the hole in the wall at Ashtowm. Must carry a paper goblet 
V t time go to the trotting matches. She listens svith big dark soft eyes. TcU 
h.r: more and more: alt. Then a sigh: silence. Long long long rest. 

Widcleaved flowers, cool well-water, quiet lakes of lotusland, these 
t. 0-frj'i7, iv: r.03, c,04. 

’o Nirvana’. It was in the 
f =nna. 0:iK (1,4 wught the law of deliverance froin 

oblivion, insicht' drcaiy romid of rcincaniations, desired 
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are the stuff of which his daydream is made.' Even the thought of the 
brewery with its milUon barrels of porter is interwoven witli the lore 
of the lotus. ‘The bungholes sprang open and a huge Ml flood le^ed 
out, flowing together, winding through mudflats all over the level 
land, a lazy pooling swirl of Hquor hearmg along wideleaved flowers 

The lotus-eaters appear under many aspects in this episode; the cab- 
horses drooping at the cabrank (‘gelded too. Mi^t be happy M 
the same that way’), doped communicants at All Hallows (land of the 
saints), ‘hypnotized-hke’ soldiers on the recruitmg poster, pkcid 
eunuis (‘one way out of it’), the watchers of cncket around 
under sunshades’), and, finally, Mr Bloom himself, flowerlike, buoyed 
lightly upward in the bath. There are many references to sleep and nar- 
cotics^ The cabhorses are ‘too full for words’. ‘ A wise tabby, a bhiMng 
sphinx, watched from her warm sUl. Pity to disturb them. Mahomed 

^ rL* Tint- fn wake her. Mr Blooin pictures a 

cut a piece out of his mantle not to wake ncr. iv ^ 

group of Negro converts Hstening to their missionary. 

I . Lg- with blub lips, .utrunced, tog. S.Jl 1*. l.p « »P bke 

milk, I suppose,’ 'Good idee the Ulm^Srapeftes ■ 

The eoSatise is the symbol of J1 He lto 

along by tbem. muting. Wing smpped 

at each, took out a comm . ... Now I bet it makes 

water?) offit and put It neatly into her mo 

Jem S'JJ’’ ‘ Same in the theatre, all in the same swim.’ 

There’s a big idea behmd ^^e eucharist ‘lulls all pain’. 

Sf ‘^1 j ^rin the church^will ‘wake this time next year’. 

The old fellow sleeping ^ 

Thus those who ate there forgetful of returning. 

tidmgsnortocomeback> ch ^ 

A water ‘Lourdes cure, waters of 

lotus-flower^ and to Je ^ hour, he watches the flowing tide 

1. Cf. Stephen’s thoughts as, ^ ° Bloom’s mind and Stephen s). It 

(one of several instances of th flower unfurling. 

flows purling, widely flovnng, • B „oometric.al correspondence, that for the 

2 . If each episode of h 5„,ootli chalice roundness of the lotus is 

‘Lotus-eaters’ would be the circle - t ^ frequent in tins episode, 

distinctive.) Allusions w circle . Bcrard points out, made a characteristic 

3. The poet of the OdyfO'has.^M. F ^^^^^^^^j^^ff-^^gottnig, 

A’,,* inotsmund the Semitic word fchh^^ 

L-nOto, yrfln, thus associatmg it wtli Letnc, 
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pooling STOrl ’; ‘the low tide of holy water’, etc. The 
above all in tlic same swim’ is another allusion to this 

encloses a flower, Martha writes to Mr Bloom 
chanfj'r f r '• ^ think of the beautiful name you have.’ This 

slionU ^ ^ veritable florilcgium and it is appropriate that it 

of the her” passage fixing attention on the name (and pseudonym) 

formerlv of ”s; ^ ^fcrcncc to his father. The latter, Rudolph Virag, 
name m ‘ni y^^oly in die kingdom of Hungary, changed his 
‘flower’ setding in Ireland; virag in Hungarian means 

lotus bas obvious afSnitics with the 

and if die r bi the form of the silent monologue 

found that 1^ ^ other episodes be compared, it will he 

latchit intJospective than usual, is, in fact, 

you beaf^d^pT aU tlic time vAth a tender interest ‘Will 

episode we see omphalos.’ (In the last line but two of the 

bath.) Mr Bloom bterally following Stephen’s advice, in the 

and the litde Ian ^^“'y^b^ng of an adept in the rites of oriental ecsusy 

voice, drueecd hv ■ of himself, lulled by the echo of his inner 

chanted davs ‘Re •^be louis-catcr dreams out en- 

his right hand wirl. °i ° quiedy inlialing his hairoil and sent 

Pladi No wor-i'^r ®u“ I’™'’ “■> I-”-’ »f“ 

eaters. ' ^ sublime indifference of Tennyson’s Lotus- 

In the holwTo°iStoT “ 

On the hills like Cnrt ^° bvc and he reclined 

For they lie beside the' “rcless of mankind. 

Far below them in the^^ and the bolts are hurled 

Round their golden hou^s"^^*’ J are lightly curl’d 

they smile in secret gloaming world: 

Bhght and famine, plaeue 

Clanging fights, anj flamino- irT*'' ^nake, roaring deeps and fiery sands. 

But Mr Bio ’ ^ sinking sliips, and praying hands. 

rather, one may surmi^i^^ borne lies farther east than Attic Olympus; 

Devas in dazed^contemnlah” slopes of Mount Mem where 

contemplation await Nirvana. 



THE LOTUS-EATERS ^43 

The episode as a whole is dominated by nvo arts (now esteemed 
sciences): botany and chemistry. Both of these contribute to the para- 
phernalia of eucharistic glamour: ‘flowers mcense, candles as Mr 
Bloom obsersres. The arts of botany and the cheimsts are allied, the 
latter owes much to his prccunors. the herbalists Homely ^ 

Mr Bloom remarks, ‘are often the best: strawberries for he teeth, 
netdes and rainwater: oatmeal they say steeped in ^““cnnilk T 
orangeflower. Pure curd soap. Water is so fresh. Nice smeU these soaps 

have.’ 

The chemist turned back page after page. Sandy shrivelled smeU 
have. Shrunken skull. And old. Quest for the 

mists Druffs 'iGC you after mental excitement. Lethargy • ^ n i j 

among herbs, omtrnents, Smdl^most aire yol^like the dentist’s 

p«lo. A,. DUt. Fol. tor. ^ J „ herb ro 

'“'h'''iib"r,rorrfS 

cure himself had a bit ot pluck, omp r'kUmfr.rm Overdose of lau- 

expect it. Clever of nature. 

T -11 1, rh.t this firacment of Mr Bloom’s silent monologue 

It will be seen g ^ sentences 

includes a number of the toe eucharist motifs are com- 

the narcissus, water, chemistry, 1 . 

pounded in the chaUce of Mr Bloom s abluuon. 

•Enjoy n b.rh .ow, dto rroogl. of »«», cool cnnmd, genfle repd 

Stream. This is my body. v n. full naked, in a womb of warmth, 

He fore.™ hj pale bodyrectod«.to^^^^ 

oiled by scented meltmg soap, Y ^ lemonyeUow ... a langmd 

rippled over and sustamed. buoyed hghtly upwaro, 

floating flower. 
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upholstfrv j crumbs of a departed piaiic party, its 

convevs M l>nttonless, a properly lugubrious vehicle, 

him to th S'lion Dedaliis, and Martin Cuiming- 

ance In ^‘Snam's hearse. This is the first appeal 

is still the licrti”/ ^‘=dalus, Stephen’s consubstantial father. He 
ihe Artict ' acti we came to know in A Portrait of 


days - remembit “ as I daresay you svill one of these 

young fcUow I tell you I eJavJ^ S^dcinen. When I was a 

Everyone of us conM A ni>sclf. I mixed with fine decent fellows, 

fellow Was a cood arm ° “’’S' ®t>o fellow had a good voice, another 

. Bood oiZt " .'Xi'; S" ”"S. 

so on. We kept the b?II r,all ' ^ l ^"°*ar could tell a good story and 
of life and we were noL f enjoyed ourselves and saw a bit 
Stephen -at least I hope we w citlicr. But we were all gentlemen, 

the kind of fellows i^int ^ too. That’s 

I’m talking to you is a awoaate with, fellows of tlie right fa'dney. 

oflnsfathe.NMt;:a a son should be afraid 

chap. We were more like brmhrr^fl^”*r treated me when I ivas a young 

day he caught me st^oki^^i than father and son. I’ll never forget the fust 
day with some mancens like mvflf ^°"di Terrace one 

because we had pipes stuck in thought we were grand fellows 

passed. He didn’t say a 

out for a walk together and when Sunday, we were 

«».nd„a, J 

tte 4., _ Of coZS » 

carry u offas best I could. - If you want a good 
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smoke, he said, tr)' one of these cigars. An American captain made me a p 

of them last night in Queenstown.’ . , . , i .. u 

Stephen heard his father’s voice break into a laugh wbch was ahnost a so . 

‘He was the handsomest man in Cork at that tme, y o e wa . 
women used to stand to look after him in the street. 

Here is Mr Dedalus talking with some of his cromes m a bar at Cork, 
the scene of his youthful exploits. 

‘We’re as old as we feel, Johnny. And just finish what you 
we’ll have another. Here, Tim or Tom or w^tever your 
same again here. By God, I don’t feel more than eig teen myse . £ 

sonofLetherenmhalfmyageandl’mabetterrnanthanhetsanydayofthe 

‘Saw it mild now, Dedalus. I think it’s time for you to take a back seat,’ 
said the gentleman who had spoken before. t,,-m or I’ll 

vault a fivebarred gate against him or ^ th^erry Boy and the best 

the country as I did thirt)’’ years ago along ^ 

■"i til b» you b„e ,■ ,«d *0 Wo old uppiug I* „d 

'’‘•^.1X0” ?Wo « good o » bb lb..’. > =» “y. >“■> 

Mr Dedalus. 

It is not great 

Sroct,tS"bIr=«*..,peotno— ^ 

os inttoven and exravett. dork ibougbts, 

ments. yet prudently W’ in his own home, 

was more akm to Stephen, that ° jjory ‘Grace’ {Diih- 

Martin Cunningham is known to re ^ intelHgent. His 

liucrs) as ‘a ^'^^roughly sensibk m^.jn ^uen ^ 

blade ofhuman knowledge, aim li^d been tempered by brief 

association widi cases in the poltee cou > , . ^irally good- 

nalurcd and tolcran., ° „„„al, and for rboso 



THE EPISODES 

in the Royal Irish Constabulary Office in Dublin Castle. His inexplic- 
a c cbts were a byword in his drclc; he was a debonair young man.’ 

rather colourless; Mr Bloom finds him ‘a nice fellow’, 
s e cab rattles ov’er the cobbled streets, past a patch of ripped-up 
roa way (the underworld is already appearing), the cortege is saluted 
on Its way by passers-by; a fine old custom’, Mr Dedalus remark. 

^ young man, clad in mourning, a wade hat’: Stephen. 
J 1 "i Stephen’s Jidiis Achates, Mulligan, is a ‘bloody 

ou e ye ruffian , a countegumper’s son. A few drops of rain faO. 

Bloom thinks, like through a colander. I tliought it 
would. My boots were creaking I remember now.’ 

tlie four men is scrappy and topicil; it is clear 
e ce rishmen, anyhow', would be tlie better for a drink, and 
“ nr-parlour. As die w-asherwoman by die Anna Liffcy ob- 
tlif. m IRnke; Ireland sober is Ireland sriff. At this hour of 

ocr Mr Dcdalus’s verve is in defect and his tem- 

cinin nr y : his comments on the passers-by arc merely mali- 
keenincr Bloom is the one whose thoughts arc most in 

his deirl f rt ’ dogs’ homc they pass reminds him of 

stock > ‘Pn •"» scion, perhaps, of the longlivcd Argos 

¥hv will bT/ Affiosf Leopold, is my last wish. 

Pinid aiv o"'- 5 --^= •• He took it to hmrt. 

sententiouJrnm^^'l- usually arc.’ Presendy some 

turn his thoiicrbf ^ ° °^l’'=cs on die ‘disgrace’ of the suicide’s end 

turn his thoughts again to his father’s tragic death. 

wife’sTaSrioveThasISual’? I’ls qw'ff’ and the sight of liis 

distract his ov™ !! ^ 'disquieting effect on Mr Bloom, who, to 

wn attention, meticulously e.\-amines his nails. 

The d’-'d. ‘ 1 - those of his right hand. 

Worst man in Dublin ^ m him that they she sees? Fasdnation. 

is. Instinct. But a tvne lilcr^l, alive. They sometimes feel what a person 

And after: thinhine alone J ^ ^ j"“ looking at them: well pared, 

remembering. What cam t ® Ht softy. I would notice that from 

when the flesh falls off Rm rl,^' suppose tlie skin can’t contract quickly enough 

Hips. Plump. Night o^hedttS;:!; 

The sight of the ‘tall blackbearded figure’ of a well-known Dublin 
I. Odyssey, xvn: 290-323. 
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moneylender, Reuben J. Dodd, elicits an imprecation from Mr Deda- 
lus; ‘ the devil break the hasp of your back ! We have aU been there, 
Martin Cunningham laments. Mr Bloom, in haste to disclaim con- 
fraternity, begins to tell hov. ‘Reuben J.’s’ son 

out succLs. The youth jumped into the Liffey md was fished out by a 
boatman whom Wen J.’ rewarded with a flonn. One and eight- 

pence too much,’ is Mr Dedalus’s dry comment. 

At last they reach Glasnevin cemetery, where some °^her moumers 
have already arrived. The service in the mortuary ^hap d ^gms, 
accompanied by the silent commentary of Mr Bloom s monolog . 

They halted by the bier and the priest began to read out of his book with a 
fluent croak. ... 

Non wires in jmliciwn cwn servo mo, Domine. n-nuiem mass. 

M.akes them feel more important to be praye altarlist. Want to 

Crape weepers. Black edged notepaper. our nam j 

feedUsfttingin there all themoi^gmt^e^^^^^^ 

for the next please. Eyes of a toad too. W of bad eas. 

gets swelled after cabbage. Air of the P in the vaults of 

Must bo an infernal lot of bad gas round p hore a hole 

saint Werburgh’s lovely old organ hun re an rushes: blue, 

in the coffins sometimes to let out the bad gas and bum it. Out rus 

One wliiff of that and you’re a goner. ... j nut of the boy’s bucket 

The priest took a stick with a knob at the end o^t ou^ oDhe boy 

and shook it over the coffin. Then be 'V.a Cut-het As you were before 

again. Then he came back and put it back in the bucket. As yo 

you rested. It’s all written down: he has to o it. 

El nc nos indiicas in lentationeni. thoucht it would be better 

Tlie server piped the answers in the treble I often mougn 

to have boy servants. Up to fifteen or so. f “ J;^ft‘ 5 ";^„;;befedupMtli 

Holyw.aterthatvvas,Iexpect.Sha^gsleepouto^ 

that job, shaking that thing over aU the corpses they up. 

In poradiswn. naradisc. Says that over ever>'body. 

Said he was going to paradise or is p 

Tiresome kind ofajob. But he has to say some 

1- -ind ‘shove the coffin on 

The service ended the omphalos); ‘in the 

their out’. They past O ^ 

middle of his people, old Dan O . B . , u- 1 » 

T ,nrnrtlancc with his last wish, his heart 

I. Daniel O’Connell died at Genoa ^ 
was taken to Rome, his body buned at 
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near the grave of Mrs Dedalus, Simon Dedal us breaks down and weeps. 
‘I’ll soon be stretched beside her. Let Him take me whenever He likes.’ 
The mourners arc joined by Mr Keman (another of the characters in 
‘ Grace’), ‘a commercial traveller of die old school, of Protestant stock, 
diough converted to Cathoheism at the time of liis marriage. He was 
fond of giving side-dnrusts at Cadiolicism. ’ He makes a characteristic 
remark to Mr Bloom. 

‘The service of the Irish church, used in Mount Jerome, is simpler, more 
impressive, I must say.’ 

Mr Bloom gave prudent assent. The language of course was another tiling. 
Mr Keman said with solemnity: 

‘I am the resurrection anti the life. That touclics a man’s inmost heart.’ 

The conservator, Jolm O’Connell, tells them a funny story ‘to cheer 
a fellow up’, as Martin Cunningham points out, ‘pure goodhearted- 
ness: damn die thing else’. 

The cofFm dived out of sight, c.ased down by the men straddled on die gravc- 
tresdes. They struggled up and out: and all uncovered. Twenty. 

Pause. 

If we were all suddenly somebody else. 

Far away a donkey brayed. Rain. No such ass. Never see a dead one, they say. 
Shame of death. They hide. Also poor papa went away. 

Gcnde sweet .air blew round thcb.arcd heads in a wliisper. Wliisper . . . The 
gravediggers took up their spades and flung heavy clods of cLay in on die coffin. 
Mr Bloom turned his face. And if he was ahve .all the time? Whew! By Jingo, 
that would be awful! No, no: he is dead, of course. Of course he is dead. 
Monday he died. They ought to have some law to pierce the heart and make 
sure or an electric clock or a telephone in die cofiin and some kind of a canvas 
airhole. Flag of distress. Three days. Radier long to keep them in summer. Just 
as well to get shut of them as soon as you’re sure there’s no. 

The clay fell softer. Begin to be forgotten. Out of sight, out of mind. 

Hynes die reporter (a character in ‘Ivy Day in the Committee 
Room’) notes the names of mourners present and suggests they go 
round by ‘ the cliief ’s grave’. 

With awe Mr Power’s blank voice spoke: 

‘Some say he is not in that grave at all; That the cofFm was fiUed with stones. 
That one day he will come ag.iin.’ 

Hynes shook his head. 
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‘Parnell will never come again,’ he said. ‘He’s there, all that was mortal of 
him. Peace to his ashes!’ 

Passing a statue of the Sacred Heart, Mr Bloom censures the anato- 
mical inaccuracy of the sculptor, but himself boggles at a classical 
reminiscence. ‘The Sacred Heart that is; showing it. Heart on his sleeve. 
Ought to be sideways and red it should be painted like a real heart. Ire- 
land was dedicated to it or whatever that. Seems anything but pleased. 
Why this infliction? Would birds come then and peck like the boy with 
the basket of fruit but he said no because they ought to have been afraid 
of the boy. Apollo that was.’ He watches an obese grey rat wriggle 
under the phnth of a crypt; the sight of ‘the grey ahve’ crushing itself 
in under the entrance to the charnel-house fixes itself in his memory 
and is recalled several times in the course of the day. He remembers that 
the last time he was here it was to attend the funeral of Mrs Sinico (see 
‘A Painful Case’ in Dubliners). As he is leaving the cemetery he en- 
counters the solicitor, John Henry Menton, who has never forgiven 
Mr Bloom a trivial triumph. 

Got his rag out that evening on the bowling green because I sailed inside 
him. Pure fluke of mine: the bias . . . Got a dinge in the side of his hat. Carriage 
probably. 

‘Excuse me, sir,’ Mr Bloom said beside them. 

They stopped. 

‘Your hat is a little crushed,’ Mr Bloom said, pointing. 

John Henry Menton stared at him for an instant without moving. 

‘There,’ Martin Cunningham helped, pointing also. 

John Henry Menton took ofFliis hat, budged out the dinge and smoothed 
die nap with care on Hs coatslecve. He clapped the hat on his head again. 

‘It’s all right now,’ Martin Cunningham said. 

John Henry Menton jerked his head down in acknowledgement. 

‘Thank you,’ he said shortly. 

They walked on towards the gates. Mr Bloom, chapfallen, drew behind a 
few paces so as not to overhear. Martin laying dosvn the law. Martin could wind 
a sappyhead like that round his little finger without his seeing it. 

Oyster eyes. Never mind. Be sorry after perhaps when it dawns on him. 
Get the pull over him that way. 

Tliank you. How grand we are this morning. 



Ijo the episodes 

There are, in this episode, many recalls of the ‘Nckuia.’’^ The four 
rivers of Hades have their counterparts in the Dodder, the Liffey, and 
the Grand and Royal Canals of Dublin. Patrick Dignam, deceased, is an 
avatar of Elpcnor who, it will be remembered, broke hk neck in a 
fall from the roof of Circe’s house, where he had been sleeping, heav)' 
%vidi stune. The end of Dignam, a ‘comical little teetotum always stuck 
up in some pub comer’, as Mrs Bloom describes him, was equally sud- 
den and due to a series of siirul.ar indiscretions.- There is a direct allu- 
sion to the name of Elpenor in Mr Bloom’s description of Dignam. 
‘Blazing face: red-hot. Too much John Barleycorn. Cure for a red 
nose. Drink like the devil till it turns adehtc.’® M. Bcrard derives the 
name ofEl-penor from a Semitic root meaning ‘the blazing-face’. The 
first shade encountered by Odysseus on the shore of Erebus was that of 
Elpenor. ‘At the sight of him I svept and had compassion on him; and 
uttering my voice spake to him winged words: “Elpenor, how hast 
thou come beneath the darkness and the shadow? Thou hast come fleeter 
on foot than I in my black ship.’” Thus Bloom, arrived at the grave- 
yard, soliloquizes: ‘Coffin now. Got here before us, dead as he is’, and, 
later, at die mortuary chapel, when the co£5n is l)’ing on the bier, four 
tall yellow candles at its comers, ‘always in front of us’. 

This episode has a number of other Homeric parallels, more easily 
recognizable, nearer the surface, than the symbolic recalls in other epi- 
sodes. This comparative directness of allusion may be ascribed to the 
near affinity of the ancient and modem narratives, each ofwhich records 
a visit to the abode of the dead - the domain of Hades, Glasnevin ceme- 
tery. Thus the amiable Cunningham is doomed tothelabour of Sisyphus 

pressing a monstrous stone with hands and feet, striving to roll it towards the 
brow of a hill. But oft as he was about to hurl it over tlie top, the weight would 
drive him back, so once again to the plain rolled the stone, die pitiless thing. 
And he once more kept heaving and straining, and the sweat the while was 
pouring down liis limbs, and the dust rose upwards from his head. 

1. The episode of the Odyssey which describes the visit of Odysseus to the 
nether world (Book xi), generally known as the 'Nekiita’, is really a ‘Nekiio- 
tnanlcia’, an evocation of the shades, like the calling up of Samuel by the witch of 
Endor or that of Melissa by Periander’s envoys. 

2. ‘Pareil accident’, as M. Bdrard apdy remarks of Elpenor’s end, ‘n'arrive 
qu'apres line loii^iie betweric.’ 

3. Cf. the reflections of young Patrick Aloysius Dignam (page 241): ‘His face 
got all grey instead of being red like it was.’ 
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The ‘pitiless thing’ for Cunningham is ‘that awful drunkard of a wife 
of his. Setting up house for her time after time and then pawning the 
furniture on him every Saturday almost. Wear out the heart of a stone, 
that. Leading him the life of the damned. Monday morning start afiresh. 
Shoulder to the wheel.’ The last words are also, perhaps, an evocation 
of the doom of Ixion. The toil of the Danaids has its Ulyssean counter- 
part m the never-ending trouble of an old tramp. ‘On the curbstone 
before Jimmy Geary the sexton’s, an old tramp sat, grumbling, emptying 
the dirt and stones out of his huge dustbrown yawning boot. After life’s 
journey.’ 

On its way to the cemetery the cab is held up by a drove of branded 
cattle 

lowing, slouching by on padded hoofs, whisking their tails slowly on their 
clotted bony croups. Outside them and through them ran raddled sheep bleat- 
ing with fear. 

‘Emigrants,’ Mr Power said. 

‘Huuuhl’ the drover’s voice cried, his switch sounding on their flanks. 
‘Huuuh! out ofthat!’ 

Thursday of course. Tomorrow is killing day. 

The driver with his switch may be likened to ‘ the great Orion driving 
the wild beasts together over the mead of asphodel ... with a strong 
mace aU of bronze in his hands, that is ever unbroken’. 

Father Coffey wears the mask of Cerberus. ‘Father Coffey. I knew 
his name was like a coffin. Dominenamine. BuUy about the muzzle he 
looks. Bosses the show. Muscular Christian. Woe betide anyone that 
looks crooked at him: priest. Thou art Peter. Burst sideways like a 
sheep in clover Dedalus says he will. With a belly on him like a poi- 
soned pup.’ There is another, more direct, allusion to Cerberus, whose 
name Mr Bloom cannot recall, in his comment on the hawker s bar- 
row of cakes at the entrance to the graveyard: Simnel cakes those are, 
stuck together: cakes for the dead. Dogbiscuits. Who ate them? 

The caretaker, John O’Connell, personifies Hades himself; he was a 
well-known Dublin character, of a longevity worthy of his prototype. 
‘John O’Connell. He never forgets a friend.’ All the mourners make a 
point of speaking well of the caretaker - an echo of the Euripidean 
eulogy of Hades and such euphemisms as the designation of the Eume- 
nides, la veuve for the guillotine and so forth. ‘ Quiedy, sure of his 
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ground, he traversed die dismal* fields.’ There is an epic turn in this 
phrase, a recall of ‘the dank house of Hades’ and the Cimmerian land 
shrouded in clouds and mist. Mr Bloom remembers with surprise that 
John O’Connell is a married man. 

Wonder how he had the gumption to propose to any girl. Come out and live 
in the graveyard. D.ingle that before her. It might thrill her first. Courting death 
... Shades of night hovering here with all the dead stretched about. The shadows 
of the tombs when churchyards yawn and Daniel O’Connell must be a des- 
cendant I suppose who is this used to say he was a queer breedy man great 
catliolic all the same like a big giant in the darL Will o’ tlie wisp. Gas of graves. 
Want to keep her mind off it to conceix’c at all. Women especially arc so 
toucliy. 

To Mr Bloom die ‘gumption’ which got John O’Connell liis wife 
was, perhaps, not unlike tliat which won Proserpine for her dark lord, 
most ‘ catholic’ “ of all the gods; but awe of Hades has stayed the can- 
dour normal to his silent monologue. 

The mourners pass the monuments of Daniel O’Connell and Parnell, 
the shades of Heracles and Agamemnon. The latter hero, like Parnell, 
came to his end through a woman; ‘there is no more faith in women’. 
When Odysseus had greeted these and other heroes ‘the soul of Ajax 
alone stood apart, being still angry for the viaory wherein I prevailed 
against liim, in die suit by die ships concerning the arms of AcliiUcs, 
that liis lady mother had set for a prize; and the sons of the Trojans 
made award and Pallas Athene. Would diat I had never prevailed and 
won such a prize.’ The attitude of John Henry' Menton and the epi- 
sode on the bowling green recall the aloofiiess of Ajax who, like Men- 
ton, requited a proffered service with a snub and passed ‘grandly’ on. 

The incident of the man in the mackintosh (which will be recalled by 
Mr Bloom several times in the course of his day) offers interesting 
possibilities for Joycean interpretation in the light of Homeric prece- 
dent. When the gravediggers are about to lower the coffin to its 
resting-place, Mr Bloom, looking round, wonders: ‘Now who is that 
lankylooking galoot over there in the macintosh? Now who is he I’d 

1. The derivation of ‘ dismal’ is dies nmli; here the word is, perh.aps, a foretaste of 
the dies irae that is to come in the halls of Circe. 

2. The etymolo^ of the name ‘Hades’ is uncertain, but the most plausible of 

the derivations which have been suggested is &om aSca or so that Hades 

would mean ‘the all-embracer’ — the exact equivalent of ‘catholic’. 
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like to know? Now I’d give a trifle to know w’lio he is. Always some- 
one turns up you never dreamt of. A fellow could live on his lonesome 
all liis life. Yes he could. Still he’d have to get someone to sod him after 
he died though he could dig his own grave. ...’ When the ceremony is 
over, Hynes, the reporter, makes his round recording the names of 
those present. 

‘And tell us,’ Hynes said, ‘do you know that fellow in the, fellow was over 
there in the...’ 

He looked around. 

‘Madntosh. Yes I saw him. Where is he now?’ 

‘M'Intosh,’ Hynes said, scribbling. ‘I don’t know who be is. Is that his name?’ 

He moved away, looking .about liini. 

‘No,’ Mr Bloom began, turning and stopping. ‘I say, Hynes!’ 

Didn’t hear. What? Where has he disappeared to? Not a sign. Well of all the. 
H.as anyone here seen? Kay ce double ell. Become invisible. Good Lord, what 
became ofhim? 

There is something uncanny about this Burberry’s dummy dubbed 
M'Intosh, die thirteenth moumcr,^ and Mr Bloom adds the incident 
to the growing repertoire of memories whence he apdy draws as 
Bloomsday moves on towards Penelope’s night. In the ‘Euniaeus’ epi- 
sode, when Mr Bloom and Stephen, slowly convalescent from the 
drugged ecstasy of the brothel (where M'Intosh has, of course, made 
a spectral entry and disappearance), sit talking in die cabman’s shelter, 
the former, reading the Telegraph, feds recorded amongst the mourners 
present ‘L. Boom, C. P. M'Coy, Dash M'Intosh and several others’. Mr 
Bloom, though nettled by the mutiladon of his name, points out to 
his companion the names of M'Coy and Stephen ‘who were con- 
spicuous, needless to say, by their total absence (to say nothing of 
M'Intosh)’ at Dignam’s funeral. 

In the Nekuia there is a curious passage, unusually ambiguous for the 
Odyssey, dealing with the Melampus legend (Odyssey xi: 281-98). 
This passage (suspected to be an interpolation) seems to have been 

I. One sees this M'Intosh as one of those ominous and more-than-unnecessary 
persons in an Ibsen play - Gregers Werle in the JVild Duck, for instance, which 
concludes: 

GKEGERS [looking Straight before him]: In that case, I’m glad my destiny is what it is. 
belling: Excuse me. What is your destiny? 

GREGEBS [going] : To he the thirteenth at table. 
eelling; Tlie devil it is! 
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introduced to lead up to the longer digression in the fifteenth hook of 
the Odyssey (corresponding to the ‘Eumaeus’ episode in Ulysses), 
relating to Theoclymenos. Telemachus is about to embark from Pylos, 
on his way back to Ithaca, where he is destined to meet his father at 
Eumaeus’s hut. 

Thus he was busy thereat and praying and making bumt-offering to Athene, 
by the stem of the ship, when a man came nigh him, a stranger, that had slain 
his man and turned outlaw from Argos. He was a soothsayer, and by his lineage 
he came of Melampus, who of old time abode in Pylos, mother of flocks, a 
rich man and one that had an exceeding goodly house among the Pylians, but 
afterward he had come to the land of strangers, fleeing from his country and 
from Neleus the great-hearted, proudest of living men, who kept all his goods 
for a full year by force. AU that time Melampus lay bound with hard bonds in 
the halls ofPhylacus, suffering great pains for the sake of the daughter of Neleus, 
and for the dread bUndness of soul which the goddess, the Erinnys of the grievous 
stroke, had laid on him. Howsoever he escaped his fate, and drave away the 
lowing kiae &om Phylace to Pylos and brought the maiden home to his own 
brother to wife. 

There follows a lengthy genealogy tracing the descent of Polypheides 
from Melampus, and concluding: ‘Apollo made the high-souled Poly- 
pheides a seer far the chief of human kind, Amphiaraus being now 
dead. He removed his dwelling to Hypheresia, being angered with his 
father, and here he abode and prophesied to all men. This man’s son it 
was, Theoclymenos by name, that now drew nigh and stood by Tele- 
machus.’ The speculations of M. Berard as to why this irrelevant per- 
sonage is introduced and his lineage traced at such length are pertinent 
to the M'Intosh mystery. 

Here, as in other instances, an interpolation is enclosed at both ends by the 
same line [thus the M'Intosh ‘interpolation’ is preceded by ‘burying him. We 
come to bury Caesar and followed by the words ‘Only man buries. ... Bury the 
dead’]; the relevance of this passage is of the slightest when tlie part played by 
this Theoclymenos in the Odyssey is considered. This famous seer, whose genea- 
logy is given us in thirty almost incomprehensible verses, must liave been asso- 
ciated (in some legend which has not survived) with the later life of Ulysses or 
Telemachus. He figures only in the last books of the Odyssey and then merely 
to repeat the same banal prophecies (Books XV and xvi) and to warn die 
suitors (Book xx). ... In the Epic Cycle the Odyssey was followed by the Tc- 
Icgony; was this Theoclymenos one of the heroes of the Telegony? Did he 
figure in the first lines of that epic as a compeer of Telemachus and Ulysses? 
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And was some aUusion made in those opening lines to the manner in which 
Telemachus rescued liim at Pylos? Was it in order to explain t at a usion at 
this obscure and pointless passage was intercalated in the Odyssey} 

M. Berard goes on to point out the mystery which surrounds the 
movements of Theoclymenos after his arrival in Ithaca. When Odysseus, 
disguised as a beggar, arrives at tlie palace, the suitors discuss w ere e 
is to sleep; Theoclymenos tliey seem to ignore. ‘Where did the latter 
sleep that night? He did not accompany the suitors or Telemachus; 
he did not stay with Ulysses. It is unlike Homer thus to abandon one 
ofhis characters without having assured him bed and s le ter. ^ et next 
day he reappeared at the palace when the slaughter of the smtors was 
about to begin.’ There is a strangely modem touch about tlm mystery 
MAN FROM RYLOS as a ncwspaper-man of today wo ^ ' 

Indeed, M'Intosh-Theoclymenos is always with us; he is the hunch- 
back one never fails to see in the left-hand comer-seat o t e on row 
of the gallery on every first night, the bearded Russian pn^t w o 
misses an international football match, that old woman m a 
coat with a packet of peppermint lozenges who is a ways in e 
in the Nisi Prius court when mixed cases of equity ® § ' 

The itat civil of such queer fish is written on their ^ t 

Romans, Ibsen, when living in their city, were merely the Cappellone - 

the Mow with the big hat ^ 

The ambiguous prophecy or liresias J of 

Robert Emmet, die text of whose ‘last words is ated -^^^e 
the episode of the ‘Sirens’. ‘ When my country ^ 

nations of the earth, then and not till then, let my ept ap 1 • 

assummg that Emmet had die of Lland’s fiee- 

he was, in reality, impetratmg a long P nnnqnam 

dom - a double-edged postulate like th a wavfarer 

in hello perihis, and akin to that shall come from 

■wno takes an. oar for a wnmo Wing-tan^ 

the sea, which the Theban seer jilSgarded by the reader. 

Even though such echoes of the Neb 

theeffectofthetechmeof incubism a pp , ^ . 

in itsdf to produce - and “PP"” J;„,^e„dtatofHomer’s 
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are expressly made to the latter; the gravediggers, for instance, are 
numbered, and Mr Bloom, recalling Shakespeare’s scene, admires liis 
‘profound knowledge of the human heart’. The air presses down 
upon the mourners; the very earth seems to open in fissures to receive 
them. Pacilis descensus ... ‘The carriage, passing the open drains and 
mounds of rippedup roadway before the tenement houses, lurched 
round the comer.’ The tramp’s huge boot ‘yawns’ as he empties the 
dirt out of it. ‘They follow: dripping into a hole one after the other.’ 
The idea of the bed, ‘bed of death ghostcandled’ (see ‘Proteus’), is 
woven into Mr Bloom’s soliloquy. His father’s suicide. ‘Thought he 
was asleep at first. Then saw yellow streaks on his face. Had shpped down 
to the foot of the bed.’ He pictures his own death. 

Well it is a long rest. Feel no more. It’s the moment you feel. Must be 
damned unpleasant. Can’t believe it at first. Mistake must be: someone else. Try 
the house opposite. Wait, I wanted to. I haven’t yet. Then darkened death- 
chamber. Light they want. Whispering around you. Would you like to see a 
priest? Then rambling and wandering. Delirium all you hid all your Ufe. The 
death struggle. His sleep is not natural. Press his lower eyeUd. Watching is his 
nose pointed is his jaw sinking arc the soles of his feet yellow. Pull the pillow 
away and finish it off on the floor since he’s doomed. 

There is a downward movement, the stifling pressure of an incubus 
from beginning to end. Mr Bloom sees a barge in a lock: ‘a man stood 
on his dropping barge between clamps of turf. . . . Dropping dovm, lock 
by lock, to Dublin,’ The horse which draws tlie hearse has a tight collar 
‘pressing on a bloodvessel or something’. Various forms of burial, 
prehistoric positions of inhumation, some of which, perhaps, are allu- 
sions to Jetvish ritual, are recalled - closing up the orifices, cremation, 
sea-burial, the Parsee fires, mummification. Mr Bloom has a grotesque 
inspiration in sepulchral economics: ‘Holy fields. More room if 
they buried them standing.^ Sitting or kneeling you couldn’t. Standing? 
His head might come up some day above ground in a landslip with 
his hand pointing. AU honeycombed the ground must be: oblong cells.’ 
One of the gravediggers bends to ‘pluck firom the haft [of his spade] a 
long tuft of grass’ - a ritual gesture. Tlierc is a persistent use of morm- 
ary metaphor, apt to deepen the Cimmerian® dusk of the chamel- 

1. Thus kings and warriors were buried in pagan Ireland. 

2. The Semitic root fc-m-r signifies ‘darkness’. Thus Kimcn'nisusedintheBible 
to describe an eclipse of the daylight, a sudden darkness. 
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house; ‘fellow like that mortified if women are by’, ‘whole place gone 
to hell’. ‘Every mortal day a fresh batch.’ The ghoulish rat serves as a 
link between the graveyard and the Lestrygonian (esurient) motifs; 
in Mr Bloom the baser or, rather, basic appetites are rarely dormant. 
‘ One of those chaps would make short work of a fellow. Pick the bones 
clean no matter who it was. Ordinary meat for them. A corpse is meat 
gone bad. Well and what’s cheese? Corpse of milk.’ Mr Bloom lunches 
frugally off a cheese sandwich (compensated at teatime by a more 
substantial meal). 

The bodily organ related to this episode is the heart. 

‘I am the resurrection and the life. That touches a man’s inmost heart.’ 

‘It does,’ Mr Bloom said. 

Your heart perhaps but what price the fellow in the six feet by two with his 
toes to the daisies? No touching that. Seat of the affections. Broken heart. A 
pump after all, pumping thousands of gallons of blood every day. One fine day 
it gets bunged up and there you are. Lots of them lying around here: lungs, 
hearts, livers. Old rusty pumps; damn the thing else. The resurrection and the 
life. Once you arc dead you are dead. That last day idea. Knocking them all up 
out of their graves. Come forth, Lazarus! And he came fifth and lost the job. 
Get up! Last day! Then every fellow mousing around for liis liver and his lights 
and the rest of his traps. Find damn all of himself that morning. Pennyweight 
of powder in a skull. Twelve grammes one pennyweight. Troy measure. 

The Epic glory reduced to a little dust in a skull, piilvis ct umbra. ... 

Thinking of the suicide’s degradation, Mr Bloom muses; ‘they have 
uo mercy on that here or infanticide. Refuse Christian burial. They used 
to drive a stake of wood through his heart in the grave. As if it wasn’t 
broken already. . . . ’ Mr Bloom’s heart, anyhow, is in the right place. 
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The scene of this episode is the office of the Freemans Journal and 
National PressJ which Mr Bloom visits in order to arrange for the 
publication of an advertisement of Alexander Keyes’s 'high class 
licensed premises’. He also hopes to persuade the editor that the Tele- 
graph, an evening paper under the same management, should give his 
client a ‘puff’ in the ‘ Saturday pink’ edition of tliat journal. Mr Keyes 
has had an inspiration which Mr Bloom explains to Councillor Nan- 
netti, business-manager of the Freeman. ‘Like that, see. Two crossed 
keys here. A circle. Then here the name of Alexander Keyes, tea, wine 
and spirit merchant. ... The idea is the house of keys. You know, 
councillor, the Manx parliament. Innuendo of home rale. Tourists, 
you know, from the isle of Man. Catches the eye you see. Can you do 
that?’ Mr Bloom undertakes to produce the design in question, which 
has already appeared in a Kilkenny paper; it is this errand which, in 
the next episode but one, takes him to the national library. 

Besides the business activities of Mr Bloom, this episode depicts the 
inner hfe of a daily paper and there are realistic descriptions of the 
Telegraph editor, Myles Crawford, and of a conversation on journalistic 
topics between him and some of his cronies, Mr Dedalus, Professor 
MacHugh, Ned Lambert, and others. After Mr Dedalus has left - the 
eloquence of one Dan Dawson, as reported in the Freeman and retailed 
viva voce by Ned Lambert, has given liim a thirst - in quest of refresh- 
ment, Stephen appears, in his role of ‘bullock-befriending bard’, 
escorted by Mr O’Madden Burke. Stephen has come to deliver Mr 

1. This office was burnt down during the rising of 1916. The paper ceased 
publication in the twenties, after an existence of a century and a half. 
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Deasy’s letter on the epidemic of foot-and-mouth disease. He is regaled 
with a symposium of joumah’stic reminiscence, and profits by his tem- 
porary affluence to lead the editorial party to a neighbouring bar, 
‘ “Chip of the old block!” the editor cried, slapping Stephen on the 
shoulder. “Let us go.’” 

In this episode Stephen and Mr Bloom come near each other hut do 
not meet. The foreman has insisted that, if Keyes is to get his ‘Httle 
puff’ in the Telegraph, the advertisement must be renewed for three 
months. Mr Bloom hurries off in search of Keyes to arrange the matter. 
Meanwhile Stephen arrives. When Mr Bloom returns Stephen is already 
leading his thirsty retinue barwards, walking beside MacHugh. The 
editor follows, in conversation with O’MoUoy. Mr Bloom hurries, 
breathless, towards the former. 'Just this ad. I spoke with Mr Keyes 
just now. He’ll give a renewal for two months, he says. After he’ll see. 
But he wants a par to call attention in the Telegraph too, the Saturday 
pink What will I tell him, Mr Crawford? ’ 

The editor’s reply is terse and rude. 

Mr Bloom catches sight of Stephen in front. ‘Wonder is that young 
Dedalus the moving spirit. Has a good pair of boots on him today. Last 
time I saw him he had his heels in view.’ 

Thus in this episode, as in the subsequent scene at the national 
library, Mr Bloom and his spiritual son come within an ace of meeting 
each other. That meeting and the culminating recognition take place 
only when Bloomsday nears its climax, in the Maternity Hospital and 
Brothel scenes; destiny is fulfilled only at the third attempt. 

In ‘Aeolus’ the text is split up into brief sections, each headed with a 
caption composed in the journalistic manner.^ An early section in 
which O’MoUoy is described handing round cigarettes is headed: 
THE CALUMET OF PEACE. A reference to the Nelson Column is 
headed; horatio is cynosure this fair june DAY;inalater sec- 
tion Professor MacHugh remarks to Stephen: 'You remind me of 
Antisthenes, a disciple of Gorgias, the sophist. It is said of him that none 
could tell if he were bitterer against others or against himself. He was 

I. It svil! be noticed that the style of the captions is gradually modified in the 
course of the episode; the first arc comparatively dignified, or classically allusive, in 
tlie Victorian tradition; later captions reproduce, in all its vulgarity, the slickness 
of the modem press. This historico-literary technique, here inaugurated, is a pre- 
paration for the employment of the same method, but on the grand scale, a styhstic 
tour de force, in a later episode, the ‘Oxen of the Sun’. 
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the son of a nohle and a bondwoman. And he wnote a booh in which 
he took away the palm of beauty from Argive Helen and handed it to 
poor Penelope.’ This passage is headed: 

SOPHIST WAI.I.OPS HAUGHTY HELEN SQUARE ON PROBOSCIS 
SPARTANS GNASH MOLARS 
ITHACANS VOW PEN IS CHAMP 

The conversation in the editorial office turns mainly on joumahstic 
‘ shop ’. Ned Lambert reads Dan Dawson’s speech: ‘ the traiisceiiileitt trans- 
hiceiit glow of our mild Irish twilight that mantles the vista far and wide till 
the glowing orb of the moon shines forth to irradiate her silver effnlgitut^^’ • 
‘High falutin stuff,’ tliinks Mr Bloom. ‘Bladderbags.’ ‘Doughy Daw!’ 
MacHugh cries. 

WHAT WETHERUP SAID 

All very fine to jeer at it now in cold print but it goes down like hot cake that 
stuff. He was in the bakery line too wasn’t he? Why they call him Doughy 
Daw. Feathered liis nest well anyhow. ... Daughter engaged to that cli.ap in the 
inland revenue office wicli the motor. Hooked that nicely. Entertainments open 
house. Big blow out. Wedierup always said that. Get a grip of them by the 
stomach. 

This Wetherup is mentioned again in Ulysses (page 621) in a similar 
context - a statement of the advantages of keeping a good table and 
open house. Nothing more is known of this curiously named person- 
age, whose only claim to immortality seems to he in the phrase quoted 
above. 

Professor MacHugh, in a rhetorical flight, compares the Irish and 
Greeks, pioneers of spirituahty, with materialist empire-builders of past 
and present times. 

‘The Greek! Kyriosl Shining word! The voweb the Semite and the Saxon 
know not. Kyricl The radiance of the intellect. I ought to profess Greek, the 
language of the mind. Kyric clcison! Tlic dosct-m.iker and tlie cloaca-maker will 
never be the lords of our spirit. We arc liege subjects of the catholic chivalry of 
Europe that foundered at Trafalgar and of the empire of the spirit, not an iiii- 
pcriiitn, that went under with tlic Athenian fleets at Aegospotami. Yes, yes. They 
went under. Pyrrhus, mbled by an oracle, made a last attempt to retrieve the 
fortunes of Greece. Loyal to a lost cause. ... ’ 

‘They went forth to battle,’ Mr O’Madden Burke said crc\’Iy, ‘but they 
alwaysfeU.’ 
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Myles Crawford tcUs tlic talc of 'the great Gallalicr’ (sec the story 
of tills successful journalist in Dubliners: ‘A Little Cloud’), who 
brought off a scoop at the time of the Phoenix Park political murders 
(i88i), by telcgraplung details of the murderers’ movements to the 
Neu> York World in an ingenious code, based on an advertisement in a 
back number of the Freeman. 

‘History!’ Myles Crawford cried. ‘The Old Woman of Prince’s Street was 
there first. There was weeping and gnashing of teeth over tliat. Out of an 
advertisement. Gregor Grey made the design for it. That gave him the leg up. 
Then Paddy Hooper worked Tay Pay who took him on the Star. Now he’s 
got in widi Blumenfield. That’s press. That’s talent. Pyatt! he was all their 
daddies.’ 

‘damn dever,’ Lenelian said to Mr O’Madden Burke. 

Lenehan, the practised parasite (see ‘Two Gallants’ in Dubliners), is 
much in evidence in tliis episode, and, amongst other witticisms, 
launches a conundrum which sticks in Mr Bloom’s mind and is recalled 
by him several times in the course of the day. 

Q. What opera resembles a railway line? 

A. The Rose of Castilk, See the wheeze? Rows of cast steel. Gee! 

MacHugh quotes ‘the finest display of oratory he ever heard’, an 
extempore speech by John F. Taylor in reply to one ‘pouring the proud 
man’s contumely upon the new movement’ for the revival of the Irish 
tongue. 

‘Mr chairman, ladies and gentlemen: Great was my admiration in listening to the 
remarks addressed to the youth of Ireland a moment since by my learned friend. It 
seemed to me that I had been transported into a country far away from this country, into 
an age remote from this age, that I stood in ancient Egypt and that I was listening to the 
speech of some high-priest of that land addressed to the youthful Moses. ... And it 
seemed to me that I heard the voice of that Egyptian high-priest raised in a tone of like 
haughtiness and pride. I heard his words and their meaning was revealed to me. 

FROM THE FATHERS 

It was revealed to me that those things are good which yet are corrupted 
wliich neither if they were supremely good nor unless they were good could 
be corrupted. Ah, curse you! That’s saint Augustine.^ 

I. It is characteristic of this episode that the Father of the Church chosen by 
Stephen in his citation and expletive should be one of the greatest rhetoricians of 
all time. 
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the son of a noble and a bondwoman. And he wrote a book in which 
he took away the palm of beauty from Argive Helen and handed it to 
poor Penelope.’ This passage is headed: 

SOPHIST WALLOPS HAUGHTY HELEN SQUARE ON PROBOSCIS 
SPARTANS GNASH MOLARS 
ITHACANS VOW PEN IS CHAMP 

The conversation in the editorial office turns mainly on journalistic 
‘ shop’. Ned Lambert reads Dan Dawson’s speech: ‘ the transcendent trans- 
lucent glow of our mild Irish twilight that mantles the vista far and wide till 
the glowing orb of the moon shines forth to irradiate her silver effulgence’. 
‘High falutin stuff,’ thinks Mr Bloom. ‘Bladderbags.’ ‘Doughy Daw!’ 
MacHugh cries. 

WHAT WETHERUP SAID 

All very fine to jeer at it now in cold print but it goes down like hot cake that 
stuff. He was in the bakery line too wasn’t he? Why they call him Doughy 

Daw. Feadiercd his nest well anyhow Daughter engaged to that chap in the 

inland revenue office with the motor. Hooked that nicely. Entertainments open 
house. Big blow out. Wetherup always said that. Get a grip of them by the 
stomach. 

This Wetherup is mentioned again in Ulysses (page 621) in a similar 
context - a statement of the advantages of keeping a good table and 
open house. Nothing more is knowui of this curiously named person- 
age, whose only claim to immortality seems to he in the phrase quoted 
above. 

Professor MacHugh, in a rhetorical flight, compares the Irish and 
Greeks, pioneers of spirituahty, with materiahst empire-builders of past 
and present times. 

‘The Greek! Kyriosl Shining word! The vowels the Semite and the Saxon 
know not. Kyriel The radianee of the intellect. I ought to profess Greek, the 
language of the mind. Kyrie cleisoni The doset-maker and the cloaca-maker will 
never be the lords of our spirit. We arc liege subjects of the cathoHc chivalry of 
Europe that foundered at Trafilgar and of the empire of the spirit, not an //«- 
perium, that went under with the Athenian fleets at Aegospotami. Yes, yes. They 
went under. Pyrrhus, misled by an orade, made a last attempt to retrieve the 
fortunes of Greece. Loyal to a lost cause ’ 

‘They went forth to batdc,’ Mr O’Madden Burke said greyly, ‘but they 
always fell’ 
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Myles Crawford tcUs tlic talc of ‘the great Gallaher’ (see the story 
of tills successful journalist in Dubliners'. ‘A Little Cloud’), who 
brought off a scoop at the time of the Phoenix Park political murders 
(i88i), by telegraphing details of the murderers’ movements to the 
'New York World in an ingenious code, based on an advertisement in a 
back number of the Freeman. 

‘History!’ Myles Crawford cried. ‘The Old Woman of Prince’s Street was 
there first. There was weeping and gnasliing of teeth over that. Out of an 
advertisement. Gregor Grey made the design for it. That gave him the leg up. 
Then Paddy Hooper worked Tay Pay who took him on the Star. Now he’s 
got in with Blumenfield. That’s press. That’s talent. Pyatt! he was all their 
daddies.’ 

‘damn dever,’ Lenehan said to Mr O’Madden Burke. 

Lenchan, the practised parasite (see ‘Two Gallants’ in Dubliners), is 
much in evidence in this episode, and, amongst other witticisms, 
launches a conundrum which sticks in Mr Bloom’s mind and is recalled 
by him several times in the course of the day. 

Q. What opera resembles a railway line? 

A. The Rose of Castille. Sec die wheeze? Rows of cast steel. Gee! 

MacHugh quotes ‘the finest display of oratory he ever heard’, an 
extempore speech by John F. Taylor in reply to one ‘pouring the proud 
man’s contumely upon the new movement’ for the revival of the Irish 
tongue. 

'Mr chairman, ladies and gentlemen: Great was my admiration in listening to the 
remarks addressed to the youth of Ireland a moment since by my learned friend. It 
seemed to me that I had been transported into a country far away from this country, into 
an age remote from this age, that I stood in ancient Egypt and that I was listening to the 
speech of some high-priest of that land addressed to the youthful Moses. ... And it 
seemed to me that I heard the voice of that Egyptian high-priest raised in a tone of like 
haughtiness and pride. I heard his words and their meaning was revealed to me. 

FROM THE FATHERS 

It was revealed to me that those things are good whidi yet are corrupted 
which neither if they were supremely good nor unless they were good could 
be corrupted. Ah, curse you! That’s saint Augustine.^ 

1. It is characteristic of this episode that the Father of the Church chosen by 
Stephen in his citation and expletive should be one of the greatest rhetoricians of 
all time. 
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‘ W^iy wilt you Jews not accept our adtiire, our religion and our language? You are 
a tribe of nomad herdsmen; u'e are a mighty people. You have no cities nor no wealth; 
our cities are hives of humanity and our galleys, trireme and quadrireme, laden with all 
manner merchandise, furrow the waters of the known globe. You have but emerged 
from primitive conditions; we have a literature, a priesthood, an age-long history and a 
polity. ... You pray to a local and obsatrc idol; our temples, majestic and mysterious, 
are the abodes of Isis and Osiris; of Horns and Ammon Ra. Yours serfdom, awe and 
humbleness; ours thunder and the seas. Israel is weak and few are her children; Egypt is 
an host and terrible are her arms. Vagrants and daylabourers are you called; the world 
trembles at our name. 

‘But ladies and gentlemen, had the youthful Moses listened to and accepted that view 
of life, had he bowed bis head and bowed his will and bowed his spirit before that arro- 
gant admonition he would never have brought the chosen people out of their house of 
bondage nor followed the pillar of cloud by day. He would never have spoken with the 
Eternal amid lightnings on Sinai's mountaintop nor ever have come down with the 
light of inspiration shining in his countenance and bearing in his arms the tables of the 
law, graven in the language of the outlaw.’^ 

He ceased and looked at them, enjoying silence. 

OMINOUS -FOR HIM 

J. J. O’Molloy said not without regret: 

‘ And yet he died without having entered the land of promise.’ 

‘A sudden - at - the - moment - though - from - lingering - illness - often 
- previously - expectorated - demise,’ Lenehan said. ‘And with a great future 
behind him.’ 

The opening passage of this eloquent oration and the oriental com- 
parison involved are suggestive of the transmigration motif discussed 
in an introductory chapter. The ‘Promised Land’ theme is further 
developed in the course of this episode in the anecdote invented by 
Stephen, entitled A Pisgah Sight of Palestine or the Parable of the Plums, 
an ironic fable of two ancient Dublin vestals who consume twenty-four 
ripe plums on the summit of Nelson’s monument, spitting out the 
plumstones slowly between the railings on to the panorama of Dublin 
frir below. 

Then we came to the isle Aeolian, where dwelt Aeolus ... in a floating island, 
and all about it is a waU of bronze unbroken and the cliff runs up sheer from the 

1. It is significant also that this was the passage fi:om Ulysses chosen by Joyce for 
a gramophone record (H.M.V., Paris) of his voice, as being the most rhetorical 
passage in the book and thus most easily reproducible (at the time of reading: 

1923). 
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sea. His twelve children too abide there in liis halls, six daughters and six lusty 
sons; and, behold, he gave his daughters to liis sons to wife. And the steaming 
house echoes all around its outer court by day. 

Odysseus stayed a whole month with Aeolus and was kindly treated 
by him. On his departure Aeolus gave him a wallet containing all the 
noisy winds, closely bound with a silver thong, ‘for him Cronos made 
keeper of the winds, either to lull or to rouse what blasts he will’. Sped 
by a favouring zephyr, Odysseus arrived wnthin sight of his home and 
could even perceive his folk tending the beacon fires. But, when he 
laid him down to sleep, his ship’s company, imagim’ng that the wallet 
was stuffed with treasure, loosed the silver thong. The winds broke 
out and drove the ship violently back to the isle Aeolian. And now 
Aeolus’s temper had changed; he cursed Odysseus, ‘ vilest of Hving 
men’, and bade him begone with all speed. 

The characteristic of the palace of the King of the Winds is its noisi- 
ness. This is not (as implied in Butcher and Lang’s translation) the 
sound of revelry by day, but a continued roaring of the prisoned winds. 

xvicnjev Ss ve SSp,a neptcTevKyi^sTai 

Mr Bloom’s approach to the editorial office, lorded over by Myles 
Crawford, Ruler of the Winds, is attended by a chaos of noises, trams 
‘right and left parallel clanging ringing’, the thud of ‘loudly flung 
sacks of letters’ loaded in venrulion mailcars, and a rumble of barrels. 
‘Grossbooted draymen rolled barrels dulltliudding out of Prince’s 
stores and bumped them up on the brewery float.’ (The last words are, 
perhaps, a subsidiary recall of the ‘floating island’ of Aeolus.) ‘He 
passed in through the sidedoor and along the warm dark stairs and pas- 
sage, along the now reverberating boards. ... Thumping, thumping. 
Through a lane of clanking drums he made his way towards Nannetti’s 
reading closet.’ All through the opening passage of this episode we hear 
the surge and thunder of the printing-press and Mr Bloom has difS- 
culty in making himself audible to Nannetti, who, accustomed to this 
tumult, ‘slips his words defdy into the pauses of the clanking’. (This 
passage indicates that Mr Bloom has a soft voice, excellent in a can- 
vasser as in a woman. No direct description of the hero of Ulysses is 
given in any part of the work and we have to build up our impression 
of his manner and appearance from such small hints as this.) 

This analogy between the daily press and the palace of the winds is , 
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seen to te curiously appropriate if we consider the factual basis of 
Homer’s anthropomorphic description of the isle of Aeolus, girt with 
a wall of bronze, which can be identified, beyond all reasonable doubt, 
with the island of Stromboli. Among the volcanic products found on 
this island is a metallic ore which adheres in flakes to the surface of the 
rocks. This substance is smooth-polished and brilliant as a mirror. 
Another volcanic product is pumice-stone; though recently there have 
been no such eruptions at Stromboli, ancient deposits of pumice-stone 
are found on the island and at certain periods StromboU may have re- 
sembled the isle of Santorin as it was seen by the French traveller, 
Thevenot. 

Flames suddenly rose from the sea-bed in the harbour and from morning till 
evening there was an eruption of pumice-stone, which was hurled up into the 
air with the noise of a cannonade. The air was poisoned and many persons died. 
The waters of the Arcliipclago were so thickly strewn with floating blocks of 
pumice-stone that, when the wind blew from a certain quarter, the harbours 
were blocked and ships could only enter when their company had opened a 
way with poles. 

This is the most probable explanation of the floating island of Aeolus. 
The Aeolian island rose sheer from a wide belt of buoyant pumice- 
stone on which it seemed to float. 

Zeus made Aeolus keeper of the winds. Thus, speaking of the isle of 
Strongule (Stromboli), Martianus CapeUa observed: ‘The smoke and 
flames of Strongule announce the direction of the winds; to this very 
day the islanders can predict in advance the wind to be expected.’ This 
belief that by observation of a volcano it is possible to foretell the 
direction from which the wind will come is based apparently on the 
fact that the winds appear to have some influence on the nature of a 
volcanic eruption. Thus Spallanzani in his Voyages mentions that on 
Stromboli ‘when there is a northerly wind, the smoke is white and 
thin and there are few explosions; when the wind is southerly the smoke 
is thick and black and spreads widely over the island; explosions are 
frequent and violent.’ This information was given him by the islanders, 
who further affirmed that, when the smoke is thick and explosions are 
frequent, these phenomena precede the coming of a southerly wind by 
several days. Spallanzani was, personally, unable to decide whether 
there was any truth in the alleged possibility of making meteoro- 
logical forecasts by observation of the volcano. Strabo’s view seems 
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more rational. ‘Observation shows that wind fans the flames of the 
volcano and calm weather calms them.’ 

This ancient dispute as to whether the volcano is a meteorological 
prophet, a ‘lord of the winds’, or the ‘lord’ is really a servant, obedient 
to the winds’ caprice, has an obvious journalistic analogy, on which it 
is needless to insist. 

The brazen walls of the palace of Aeolus have, perhaps, their counter- 
part in the tramlines, ‘rows of cast steel’, which encircle the office. The 
episode begins with a description of the trams starting from the termi- 
nus, bound for various parts of the city, slowing, shunting, changing 
trolley, swerving, ghding parallel. Towards the close of the episode we 
read of a short circuit, the doldrums: ‘at various points along the eight 
hues tramcars with motionless trolleys stood in their tracks, bound for 
or from Rathmines, Rathfamham, Blackrock, Kingstown and DaUcey, 
Sandymount Green, Ringsend and Sandymount tower, Donnybrook, 
Palmerston Park and Upper Rathmines, all still, becalmed in short cir- 
cuit.’ The idea of ‘circulation’, in its journalistic as well as its urban 
application, recurs frequently in this episode and it is relevant that 
Stromboh was known to the Greeks as Strongule, the circular island. 

A buoyant debris, vomited by the printing machines, like pumice 
from a volcano, litters the offices - ‘strewn packing-paper’, ‘hmp 
galleypages’, hght ‘tissues’ which, ‘rustling up’ in every draught, 
‘floated softly in the air blue scrawls and under the table came to earth’. 

It win be remembered that Aeolus’s conduct towards Odysseus dis- 
played that capriciousness which, as sailors know to their cost, is char- 
acteristic of die keeper of the winds. After a friendly welcome and 
generous gifts at his first visit, Aeolus, on the enforced return of his 
guest, had nothing but harsh words for him. Thus, too, the Editor, 
when Mr Bloom hurries off to ‘fix up’ the matter of Keyes’s ‘ad’, 
genially waves him away. 

‘Begone!’ he said. ‘The world is before you.’ 

‘Back in no time,’ Mr Bloom said, hurrying out. 

But, when Mr Bloom returned, the Editor’s mood had changed and 
he refused to listen to his soft-voiced suppliant. ‘A bit nervy. Look 
out for squalls.’ And Mr Bloom, prudent mariner, thought it safer 
not to insist 

Odysseus had almost reached his destination, Ithaca, and could sec 
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the bcncons burning on the coast, when the communistic zeal of his 
men frustrated their homecoming and die tempest drove him bach. 
Tlie theme of undesen'ed frustration, of a goal nearly, but not quite, 
attained, recurs under several aspects in diis episode. There is, for in- 
stance, the case of Moses who ‘died without having entered the land of 
promise’, Mr Bloom’s eleventh-hour failure to secure the promise of a 
‘puff’ for his chent in the evening paper; of J. J. O’Molloy who tries 
to get a loan from the editor but has to ‘take the svill for the deed ; 
who st.arts to tell a story about cliief Baron Palles - ‘everything was 
going swimmingly’ - when he is brusquely interrupted by Lcnehan, 
and that is the end of his attempt. J.J. O’Molloy himself, indeed, was one 
of life’s failures; ‘cleverest fellow at the junior bar he used to be’, but 
ill-hcaldi frustrated die promise of his youth: ‘a might-have-been'. 

Bushe, K.C., is anodier who failed to ‘arrive’. 

‘Bushc?’ the editor s.iid. 'Well, yes. Bushe, yes. He has a strain of it in Iiis 
blood. Kendal Bushe or I mean Seymour Bushe.’ 

‘He would have been on the bench long ago,' the professor said, ‘only for ... 
But no matter.’ 

(The professor’s aposiopcsis guards its secret; in die cause of Bushe’s 
frustration wc have one of the few instances in Ulysses of a mystery un- 
resolved.) 

The journalist’s metier, like die wedlock of the children of Aeolus, in- 
volves an illicit union, of aspiration and compromise, of literature and 
opportunism; occasionally, too, the journalist, sensitive to die w.iy the 
wind is blowing, scaires his transfer from conservative to Icft-sving 
organs, or vice vena - a party mis.alli.ancc.‘ ‘Bulldosing the public!’ 
the editor exclaims. ‘Give them soiiicdiing with a bite in it!’ ‘Suffi- 
cient for the d.ay is the newspaper thereof.’" The practice of journal- 
ism involves the ancient art of rhetoric; the pressman, in fact, has some 
of the functions of the orator in a Greek city state. * Cities are taken’, an 
old adage ran, ‘by the cars’; in our times, by the eyes as well. It was 
dicrcforc fitting that thb episode should teem with oratorical effects. 

I. TIic Freemen itself (I quote from the O'Ccr.neU Cenlenary Record), in the 
courtc of its long career, 'passed tlirough strange vicissitudes, at one time for, at 
anotiieragairut, Irith i.’itercsts'. 

a. Tlic rendering of diis phrase in the French translation may interest; it is 
seldom tliat a translation succeeds in being even tener than an epigrammatic 
original: d d-.s-v.ie jcur s-.iffii ion ipiotiiien. page l$6.) 
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The orator relies on argumentation to produce that conviction which 
is the object of his art, and, according to Aristode, the foundation of 
argumentation is the enthymeme, or syllogism with one premise sup- 
pressed; the general technique of this episode is, therefore, ‘ enthymemic . 
The hearer of oratory may be a mere seeker of aesthetic enjoyment, a 
Oewpoc, or one who forms a judgement on what is to come, or on what 
is past. There are duree kinds of oratory (according to Aristode), 
appropriate respectively to each of the three kinds of hearer; the deU- 
herative (y^voi; GuppouXeuTixov), the forensic (y. Stxavixov), and 
the expository (y. eraSeixTWov). All three kinds are illustrated in this 
episode. The flowery prose of Dan Dawson is expository; the fragment 
(quoted hereafter) of a speech by Seymour Bushe, defending an accused 
person in the Childs murder case (several times mentioned in the course 
of Ulysses) is forensic; Taylor’s speech, comparing the arrogance of an 
Egyptian high-priest with that of Mr Justice Fitzgibbon, ‘pouring the 
proud man’s conmmely’ upon a proposed revival of the Irish tongue, 
is deliberative.^ The reference to the Childs murder, a case of fratricide, 
recalls to Stephen the Ghost’s speech in Hamlet: 

And in the porches of my ear did pour ... 

Shakespeare’s metaphor returns to Stephen’s mind in his evocation 
of another Irish orator, the great tribune Daniel O’Connell. After listen- 
ing to MacHugh’s declamation of Taylor’s speech - ‘That is oratory’ - 
Stephen muses; ‘Gone with the wind. Hosts at MuUaghmast and Tara 
of the kings.^ Miles of ears of porches. The tribune’s words howled and 


1. This speech is an apt example of the manner in which eloquence aided by the 
rhetorical device of a far-fetched, not to say false, analogy, can produce conviction 
in tlie listener’s mind. The resemblance between the movement for a revival of the 
Irish tongue and the situation of the Chosen People in the land of Egypt was really 
of the slightest: the question at issue for the latter -was not the revival of a dead or 
moribund tongue, nor is there any reason to believe that the Egyptians sought to 
impose tlieir culture on the Jews. The speaker uses tlie argnmentiim ad hominem by 
comparing his hearers’ race with the Chosen People, an argiimentum ad fideiii in 
exploiting for the purposes of his similitude their belief in the miraculous origin of 
the tables of the law, and an argiimcntum ad passiones in his description of the brow- 
beating of a small, inspired race by the arrogant spokesman of a mighty empire. 
Yet it is impossible to read, a fortiori to hear, this speech without being in some 
measure convinced by the speaker’s eloquence. 

2, At the Tara political meeting (August 1843) Tlie Times estimated that a 
million Irish assembled to hear O’Coraidl’s oratory; at MuUaghmast (October 
1S43), at a similar meeting, O’Connell was crowned by the sculptor Hogan. 
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scattered to the four winds. A people sheltered within liis voice. Dead 
noise. Akasic records of all that ever anywhere wherever was. Love 
and laud him: me no more.’ Stephen’s reference to Akasic records (the 
expression recurs in a subsequent paragraph) is a reminder of the eso- 
teric behef in the indestructibility of thoughts and words. On a higher 
plane ‘consciousness is in indirect relations with the all hut uifinite 
memory of Nature, which is preserved with imperishable perfection 
in the all-embracing medium known to occult science as the Akasa.’^ 
Each thought, sUent or expressed, has its own immortahty, an Akasic 
record. Thus Stephen, remembering his dead mother’s trinkets locked 
away in a drawer and her vanished laughter (‘ phantasmal mirth, folded 
away: musk-perfumed’), thought: ‘Folded away in the memory of 
nature with her toys.’ It is fitting that this, the only mention of the 
Akasa in Ulysses (in whose structure, however, this theory of the in- 
destructibility of thought has an important place) should occur in the 
‘Aeolus’ episode, for Akasa (Sanskrit for sky) is the invisible sky of the 
mystics, the propeller or aerial vehicle of immaterial energy as well as 
its storehouse, just as air in movement is the vehicle of oratory, ‘words 
scattered to the four winds’. 

The thirty-two pages of this episode comprise a veritable thesaurus 
of rhetorical devices and might, indeed, be adopted as a text-book for 
students of the art of rhetoric. Professor Bain has remarked that in the 
course of the plays ‘ Shakespeare exemplifies nearly every rhetorical 
artifice known’. Doubtless this might be said of any copious writer, 
such as Miss Braddon or Scott, whose work extends over many decades 
and scores of volumes, but the gathering together under the pen within 
the space of thirty-two pages, in the one episode of Ulysses which deals 
exclusively with rhetoric, of nearly all the important, misleading enthy- 
memes elenchated by Quintilian and Iris successors, and the making 
out of such elenchation a lively organic part of a very Hving organism, 
is a hoax of quite another colom. An enumeration of some of the 
technical devices employed (the list given hereunder is far from being 
exhaustive) has more than a merely academic interest, for it shows that 
the joumahst of today has invented nothing; all the tricks of his trade 
were already known and classified by the Schoolmen. 

Only in two instances is the rhetorical artifice employed mentioned 
by name in the text. One is the passage where J. J. O’MolIoy quotes the 
I. A. P. Sinnett, Tlie Growth of the Soul, page 216. 
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forensic eloquence of Seymour Bushe, describing the Moses of Michel- 
angelo; 'that stone ejlgy in frozen music, horned and terrible, of the human 
form divine, that eternal symbol of wisdom and prophecy which, if aught that 
the imagination or the hand of sculptor has wrought in marble of soultrans- 
figured and of soultransfiguring deserves to live, deserves to live.’ ‘His slim 
hand with a wave graced echo and fall.’ Here the terms ‘echo’ and 
‘fall’ are technically exact. The other instance is Professor MacHugh’s 
comment on Stephen’s fable: Two Dublin Vestals. 

‘ Arme Keams has the lumbago for which she rubs on Lourdes water given 
her by a lady who got a bottleful from a passionist father. Florence MacCabe 
takes a crubeen and a botde of double X for supper every Saturday.’ 

‘Antithesis,’ the professor said, nodding twice. 

The advertisement of Alexander Keyes with its design of two crossed 
keys (to illustrate which Mr Bloom ‘crossed his fingers at the tip’ - a 
ritual gesture), in imitation of the emblem of the Manx parliament, ‘ an 
innuendo [yet another rhetorical allusion is here] of home rule’, forms 
part of the queer assortment of mental flotsam, firagments of which 
bob up at frequent intervals to the surface of Mr Bloom’s consciousness 
in the course of the day. Seemingly irrelevant, this motif is, nevertheless, 
associated with one of the ‘magical’ themes of Ulysses, the legend of 
Mananaan MacLir, the founder of the Manx nation. The Book of 
Fermoy relates that Mananaan was a necromancer, who had the power 
of enveloping himself in a mist (cf. the ‘steaming home’ of Aeolus) to 
outwit his enemies. The name MacLir means ‘son of the sea'; Aeolus, 
too, is the son of Poseidon, the ocean’s ruler; each, firom a seagirt 
palace, controls the air of the multitudinous seas. ‘Airs romped around 
him [Stephen], nipping and eager airs. They are coming, waves ... the 
steeds of Mananaan’ (‘Proteus’ episode, page 35). (The ‘nipping airs’ - 
‘waves, steeds of Mananaan’ association is perhaps a preparation for the 
subsequent Aeolus-Mananaan analogy.) Later, a mention of King Lear 
(page 177), that stormiest of plays, recalls to Stephen the lines: 

Flow over them with your waves and with your waters, Mananaan, Mananaan 
MacLir... 

Mananaan is mentioned in a ‘mystical’ context in the episode of the 
‘Oxen of the Sun’, and, finally, in the ‘Circe’ episode, makes a gro- 
tesque entry in person. In the cone of the searchlight behind the coalscuttle, 
ollave, holyeyed, the bearded figure of Mananaan MacLir broods, chin on 
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knees. A cold semvind blows from his druid mantle. About his head writhe 
eels and elvers. . . . He roars ‘ witli a voice of waves ’ ; wails ‘ with a voice 
of whistling seawind’. (Here Stephen’s vision of the god of Man is 
combined, by the chemistry of dreams, with a memory of A. E. (Mr 
Russell), ‘oUave, holyeyed’, whom he has seen earlier in the day at the 
National Library.) The first word uttered by Mananaan is the mystic 
monosyllable aum, which is held by some occultists to be ‘a resume 
of every science, contained in the three letters A (creation), u (conser- 
vation), M (transformation) ’. The knowledge of this word was the first 
step, according to mystics of the east, to knowledge of that sriU higher 
word, which rendered him who came to possess its key nearly the 
equal of Brahmatma himself. That ultimate word was engraved in a 
golden triangle and preserved in a sanctuary of which Brahmatma 
alone held the keys. Thus Brahmatma ‘bore on his tiara tivo crossed keys, 
symbol of the precious deposit of which he had the keeping’.^ Crossed 
keys are, therefore, an emblem of the ultimate word of existence as well 
as of Mananaan, lord of spirits of the air, and Alexander Keyes, spirit 
merchant. This linking up of the vulgar with the esoteric, as here in the 
sequence: Alexander Keyes’s ‘ad’ - Keys - Isle of Man - Mananaan - 
AUM -Brahmatma’s secret word, is characteristic of the Joycean method 
and it is appropriate that several items of the series should be named in 
the ‘Aeolus’ episode, for Mananaan MacLir, that northern ‘paynim, 
who at his pleasure kept by necromancy the land of Man in mists ’, is own 
brother to Poseidon’s son, ruler of the fog-girt^ isle of Aeolia. 

A gale of wind is blowing through this episode, literally and meta- 
phorically. Doors are flung open violently, Myles Crawford blows vio- 
lent puffs fiom his cigarette, the barefoot newsboys, scampering in, 
create a hurricane which lifts the rustling tissues in to the air; swing-doors 
draughtily flicker to and fro. ‘They iways build one door opposite 
another for the wind to. Way in. Way out.’ Mr Bloom describes the 
ways ofjoumalists and the decline of O’Molloy in windy metaphors. 

Practice dwindling. Losing heart. Gambling. Debts of honour. Reaping the 
whirlwind. ... Believe he does some literary work for the Express. Wellread 
fellow. Myles Crawford began on the Independent. Funny the way those news- 
paper men veer about when they get wind of a new opening. Weathercocks. 

1. Isis Unveiled, ii: 31. 

2. ‘It arrive souvent que lafnmle se r(pand stir Vile entihe et Vohscurcit comme tin 
brouiltard phivienx.’ Spallanzani. 
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Hot and cold in the same breath. Wouldn’t know which to believe. One story 
good tin you hear the next. Go for one another baldhcadcd in the papers and 
then all blows over. Hailfellow well met the next moment. 

As Swift observes, ‘some maintain these Aeolists to have been very 
andent in the world’. (I have already noted that all the ardBces ex- 
ploited by the modem pressman were the stock-in-trade of the rhetor 
in the Agora.) The source of the Aeolists’ inflatus, Swift tells us, was 

in a certain region well known to the Greeks, by them called SxoTta, or the 
land of darkness. And although many controversieshave arisen upon that matter, 
yet so much is undisputed, that from a region of the likedenomination themost 
refined Aeolists have borrorved their original, from whence in every age the 
zealous among their priesthood have brought over their choicest inspiration, 
fetching it in their otvn hands from the fountain head in certain bladders, and 
disploding it among the sectaries in all nations, who did, and do, and ever will, 
daily gasp and pant after it.^ 

Not otherwise do our modem Aeolists ensure with punctual emphasis 
our daily gasp, relayed on wings of wind from a land of darkness, or 
loose on us a wallet of canards bound with a silver thong. 

Professor MacHugh recaDs an Aeolian epithet of classical times. 
‘Fiiit Ilium. The sack of windy Troy. Kingdoms of the world. The 
masters of the Mediterranean are fellaheen today.’ ‘Aeolisms’ abound 
in the course of the episode; ‘big blow out’, ‘the vent of his jacket’, 
‘windfall when he kicks out’, ‘the moving spirit’, ‘if I could raise the 
wind’, ‘a cure for flatulence', etc. Mr Bloom, when he leaves the noisy 
isle, has a file of ‘capering newsboys in his wake, the last zigzagging 
white on the breeze a mocking kite, a tail ofw’hite bowknots’. 

‘Red’ is the colour associated with this episode; its appropriateness 
to the theme, the blood-warming, flag-w’agging, red-ragging stunts 
of newsmongers, out to stimulate their circulation, is obvious. There 
are no crimes described in Ulysses and few allusions to such subjects, 
but in this episode we hear of two cases of murder. In the first pages we 
find references to red mail-vans, to the ‘rougy cheeks’ of the tenor 
Mario, and to ‘Red Murray’, a Freeman employee. Stephen’s blood is 
‘wooed by grace of language’ and he blushes. Crawford, the editor, 
has a ‘scarlet-beaked face, crested by a comb of feathery hair’; his straw 
hat ‘aureoles his scarlet face'. This Aeolus-Crawford, lord of the air. 


I. A Tale of a Tub, section virr. 
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has much of the bird in liis appearance; like the librarian, he is a ‘bird- 
god, moony-crowned’. When he reappears in the ‘Circe’ episode he 
‘strides jerkily, a quiU between his teeth. His scarlet beak blazes within 
the aureole of his straw hat. ... His cock’s wattles wag.’ He walks in 
jerks, gawkily, like a long-legged bird, apt symbol of the rhetoric art, 
spindle-necked, heavy-billed, a scarlet flamingo. 

EXAMPLES OF RHETORICAL FORMS 
IN THE 'AEOLUS’ EPISODE 


PAGE 

I08 THE WEARER OF THE CROWN 
Grossbooted draymen rolled barrels 
duUthudding out of Prince’s 
stores and bumped them up on 
the brewery float. On the 
brewery float bumped dull- 
thudding barrels rolled by gross- 
booted draymen out of Prince’s 
stores. 

lop steered by an umbrella. 

All his brains are in the nape of his 
neck. 

Fat folds of neck, fat, neck, fat, 
neck. 

Co-ome thou lost one, 

Co-oine thou dear one. 

THE CROZIER AND THE PEN 
They watched the knees, legs, 
boots vanish. 

no Working away, te.iring away. 

in More Irish than the Irish. 


If you want to draw the cashier is 
just going to lunch. 

Hell of a racket they make. 

Maybe he undentands what I. 

113 Silt ... Almost human the way it 

sUt to call attention. 

Doing its level best to speak. 

114 mangiD, kcirtaP. 


DEVICE 

Metonomy 

Chiasmiis (a sentence in which the terms 
of the second of two parallel phrases 
reverse the order of the first) 


Metaphor 

Diasyrin (‘a pulling to pieces’: mild 
sarcasm) 

Anaphora 

Diaeresis 

Concrete Synecdoche 

Asyndeton 

Epiphora 

Ploce (the using of a name, in the same 
phrase, both as a name and to signify 
the qualities of the person or persons 
to whom it is applied) 

Enthymeme 

Hyperbaton (transposition - as in Silver 
and gold have I none) 

Anacoluthon 

Onomatopoeia 

Prosopopoeia 

Metathesis 



AEOLUS 


173 


PAGE 

And then the lamb and the cat and 
the dog and the stick and the 
water ... 

Citronlemon. 

115 ‘The ghost walks.’ 


DEVICE 

Polysyiiil^toit (plethora of conjunctions) 

Idiotisiii (‘Bloomism’) 

Hypotyposis (vision). The classical 
example of this visionary imagina- 
tion of things not present as being 
before the eyes is a passage &om 
Pope’s ‘Elegy to an Unfortunate 
Young Lady’: 

‘ Wfiat hetkoning ghost along the moon- 
light glade 

Invites my steps, and points to yonder 


Agonizing Christ, wouldn’t it 
you a heartburn ...? 
tho’ quarrelling ... 

’neath the shadows ... 
o’er 

pensive bosom 
overarching ... ovcrarsing 
‘A recently discovered fragment of 
Cicero’s.’ 

117 Peaks towering high on high 
Blessed and eternal God! 

‘The moon,’ professor MacHugh 
said. ‘He forgot Hamlet.’ 


shade? 

'Tisshe; bnt why that bleeding bosom gored, 
JVhy dimly gleams the visionary sword? ^ 
Another example of hypotyposis is 
Stephen’s vision of Dante’s three 
rhymes as ‘three by three, approach- 
ing girls’. 

Apostrophe 

Apocope 

Aphaeresis 

Syncope 

Solecism 

Paradiastole . 

Irony (Professor MacHugh is referring 
to Dan Dawson’s high-falutin speech) 
Paregmenon 

Ecphonesis . 

Prolepsis (antidpation: sure enough, m 
his next words Dan Dawson features 

the glowing orb of the moon) 


the vista far and wide 
‘Doughy Daw!’ he cried. 

118 ‘North Cork militia! We won 

every time! North Cork and 
Spanish officers ! ’ 

O, HARP BOHAN ! 

1 19 ‘That’ll be all right,’ Myles Craw- 

ford said more calmly. ‘Never 
you fret. That’s all right.’ 

‘I hear fcetstoops.’ 


Synonomy 

Hypochoristna 

Paralogism 

Synaeresis 

Exergasia (use of different phrases to 
express the same idea) 


Anagram 



THE EPISODES 


174 

PAGE 

‘It wasn’t me, sir. It was the big 
fellow shoved me, sir.’ 

120 ‘The accumulation of the anno 

Domini.’ 

121 ‘ Steal upon larks.’ 

‘ Seems to be,’ J. J. O’Molloy said 
... ‘but it is not always as it 
seems.’ 

THE CALUMET OF PEACE 

’Tiros rank and fame that tempted 
thee, ... 

’ Tivas empire charmed thy heart. 

122 ‘We haven’t got the chance of a 

snowball in heU.’ 

‘Vast, I allow: but vile.’ 


‘The Roman ... brought to every 
new shore on which he set his 
foot (on out shore he never set 
it) only his cloacal obsession.’ 

‘Our old ancient ancestors ...’ 

‘Youth led by Experience visits 
Notoriety.’ 

123 ‘That old peltcrs.’ 

‘Was he short taken?’ 

‘By Jesus, she had the foot and 
mouth disease and no mistake! 
That night she threw the soup in 
the waiter’s face in the Star and 
Garter. Oho!’ 

124 Dominus! Lord! 

‘They went forth to battle but they 
always fell.’ 

‘Boohoo!’ Lenehan wept. 

125 7 can’t see the Joe Miller 

‘The Rose of Castille. ... Rows of 
cast steel. Gee!’ 

‘I feel a strong weakness.’ 

‘The turf,’ Lenehan put in. 

‘Literature, the press ...’ 


DEVICE 

Epanaphora (combined use o£ Anaphora 
and Epiphora) 

Metalepsis (one trope under another) 

Truncated simile 

Epanalepsis (beginning a clause vsdth a 
word that is made to end the next 
clause) 

Xenia 

Synoeceiosis 

Catachresis (metaphor bold to a degree 
of impropriety) 

Synchoresis (concession, a rhetorical de- 
vice for enlisting sympathy before a 
tirade) 

Parenthesis 


Tautology 

Abstract Synecdoche and Allegory 
Topika 

Anastrophe (word, that usually comes 
first, placed last) 

Parataxis 


Metaphrase 

Litotes 

Mimesis (he mimics the grief of Pyr- 
rhus’s followers) 

Antinomasia (use of a proper for a 
common name; here ‘Joe Miller’ for 
joke) 

Paronomasia 

Oxymoron 

Synalhroesmiis (accumulation by enu- 
meration) 
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the gentle art of advertise- 
ment.’ 

‘The vocal muse.’ 

‘Dublin’s prime favourite.’ 

126 ‘I caught a cold in the park. The 

gate was open.’ 

‘See it in your face. See it in your 
eye. 

127 ‘Look at here. What did Ignatius 

Gallaher do? (et seqi^.).' 


CLEVER, VERY 

128 ‘Madam, I’m Adam. And Able 

was I ere I saw Elba.’ 

‘That’s press.’ 

‘father of scare journalism and 
brother-in-law of Chris Calli- 
nan.’ 

‘damn dever.’ 

Would anyone wish that mouth 
for her kiss? How do you know? 

129 Underdarkneath 

mouth south: tomb womb 
‘I hold no brief, as at present 
advised, for the third profession 
but ...’ 

‘your Cork legs are running away 
with you.’ 

‘ Sufficient for the day is the news- 
paper thereof.’ 

‘He would have been on the bench 
long ago only for ... But no 
matter.’ 

130 Muchibus thankbus. 

13 1 ‘The speech of a finished orator 

... pouring in chastened diction, 
I will not say the vials of his 
wrath but pouting the proud 
man’s contumely on the new 
movement.’ 

132 ‘He looked (though he was not) 

a dying man.’ 

1 heard his taords and their meaning 
ivas revealed to me. 


DEVICE 


Pleonasm 

Atixesis 

Anaphora (redundant repetition of same 
words at tlie beginrung of clauses) 
Aiiacoenesis (‘communication’: thepiit- 
Yoursclf-ht-his-place method, used by 
the editor to explain Gallaher’s 
‘stunt’) 

Hysleron Proteron 

Palindrome (reversible sentences) 

Professional Jargon 
Zeugma 


Metathesis 

Apostrophe 

Anastomosis 

Homoioteleuton 

Epitrope (permission - a form of con- 
cession) 

Hibernicism 

Epigram 

Aposiopesis 


Parody 

Paraleipsis (omission of a possible argu- 
ment, which, however, is stated) 


Epanorthosis (correction of a possible 
misunderstanding) 

Epanalepsis (taking up the last words of 
a previous clause) 
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PAGE 

FROM THE FATHERS 
It was revealed to me that those 
things are good, etc. 

*Ah, curse you!’ 

You are a tribe of nomad herdsmen ... 

You have no cities nor no wealth ... 
You have but emerged from primitive 
conditions ... 
all manner merchandise 
had the youtliful Moses ... bowed his 
bead and bowed his will and bowed 
his spirit. ... 

133 ‘A sudden - at - the - moment - 

though - from - lingering - 
illness - often - previously - ex- 
pectorated - demise.’ 
expectorated (for ‘expected’) 

134 We will certainly refuse to partake 

of strong waters, will we not?’ 

‘I hope you will live to see it pub- 
lished.’ 

135 DEAR DIRTY DUBLIN 

‘ They had no idea it was that high.’ 

136 A newsboy cried: 

‘Terrible tragedy in Rathminesl 
A child bit by a bellows!’ 

K. M. A. 

137 ‘With a heart and a half if I 

could ...’ 

138 SPEEDPILLS VELOCITOUS 

AEROLITHS 

Poor Penelope. Penelope Rich. 

Hackney cars, cabs, delivery wag- 
gons, mailvans, etc. 

139 ‘Call it, wait,’ the professor said, 

opening his long lips to reflect. 
‘Call it. let me see ...’ 

ANNE WIMBLES 


DEVICE 


Sarcasm (the speaker ‘shows his teeth’ 
in rictus: Cf. Gk. Sarcos) 

Jncrementum (a piling-up of points in an 
argument) 


Archaeism 

Anabasis (gradation) 

Polyhyphenation 

Periphrasis 


Paragoge 

Tapinosis 

Charientism (mild sarcasm) 

The passage which follows is a Parable . 

Oratio recta-obliqua (giving, by quota- 
tion of a vulgar form, vivacity to the 
flatness of a third-personal report) 

Asiticlimax 

Abbreviation 

Hyperbole 

Neologism 

Epanodos (repetition in inverted order; 
here combined with antithesis) 

Aparithmesis (enumeration in detail of 
things in corresponding words of the 
same grammatical character) 

Aporia (dubitation) 

Hapax Legomenon 
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SCENE 

HOUR 

ORGAN 

ART 

SYMBOL 

TECHNIC 


The Lunch 

I p.m. 

Esophagus 

Architecture 

Constables 

Peristaltic 


Thoughts ofluncheon are never far from Mr Bloom’s mind through- 
out this episode. The only immediate business he has in hand is a visit 
to the national Hbrary to trace, in a back number of the Kilkenny People, 
an advertisement which he has promised one of his customers to get 
repubhshed. Meanwhile he profits by the empty hour to indulge his 
‘wanderlust’, his hobby of seeing the habitations of many men and 
observing their various minds. ‘A sombre Y.M.C.A. young man, 
watchful among the warm sweet fumes of Graham Lemon’s, placed a 
throwaway in a hand of Mr Bloom. ... Ehjah is coming. Dr John 
Alexander Dowie, restorer of the church in Zion, is coming.’ Dilly 
Dedalus, ‘lobbing about’ outside Dillon’s auction-rooms, excites Mr 
Bloom’s compassion. ‘Must be selling off some old furniture. ... Good 
Lord, that poor child’s dress is in flitters. Underfed she looks too. 
Potatoes and marge, marge and potatoes. It’s after they feel it. Proof of 
the pudding. Undermines the constitution.’ Crossing a bridge, he 
watches a brewery barge puff its way seawards, the guUs flapping 
strongly about it. “Wait. Those poor birds.’ Compassionate, he buys 
two Banbiuy cakes. 

He broke the brittle paste and threw its fragments down into the Liffey 

They wheeled, flapping weakly. I’m not going to throw any more. Penny quite 
enough. Lot of thanks I get. Not even a caw. They spread foot and mouth 
disease too. If you cram a turkey, say, on chestnut meal it tastes like that. Eat 
pig like pig. But then why is it that saltwater fish are not salty? How is that? 

The timeball on the Ballast Office reminds him of Sir Robert Ball’s 
Story of the Heavens, and the cryptic word ‘parallax’ enters his mind. ‘I 
never exacdy understood.’ That is perhaps why this word so fascinates 
Mr Bloom - for we have not heard the last of ‘parallax’ by any means. 
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The oriental in Mr Bloom is ever in quest of the Word, and, just as any 
son may be the Messiah, so any word of mystery - why not ‘parallax’? 
- might be the Word Ineffable. But common sense asserts itself, the 
earth-sense of Mrs Bloom, who has a short way with such ‘abstruo- 
sities’ as parallax or metempsychosis: ‘met him pike hoses she called 
it. ... She’s right after all. Only big words for ordinary things.’ 

A procession of whitesmocked men marched slowly towards him along the 
gutter, scarlet sashes across their boards. Bargains. Like that priest they are this 
morning; we have sinned: we have suffered. He read the scarlet letters on their 
five tall white hats: H.E.L.Y.S. Wisdom Hely’s. Y lagging behind drew a 
chunk of bread from under his foreboard, crammed it into his mouth and 
munched as he walked. 

He remembers tbe time wben be worked for Hely and how he dis- 
liked the cort>/e of collecting debts at a convent. ‘ A nice nun there, really 
sweet face. ... It was a nun they say invented barbed wire.’ Days when 
MiUy was a kiddy. Her tubbing night. 

American soap I bought: elderflower. Cosy smell of her bathwater. Funny 
she looked soaped all over. Shapely too. Now photography. Poor papa’s da- 
guerreotype atelier he told me of. Hereditary taste. 

He walked along the curbstone. 

Stream of life... 

Those were good times, halcyon days, when Marion was gentle yet. 
‘ Swish and soft flop her stays made on the bed. Always warm from her. 
Always liked to let herself out. Sitting there after till near two, taking 
out her hairpins. Milly tucked up in beddyhouse. Happy. Happy. That 
was the night. ...’ 

His musing are interrupted by the greetings of Mrs Breen, an old 
flame, now married to an ‘old mosey lunatic’. 

‘There must be a new moon out,’ she said. ‘He’s always bad then. Do you 
know what he did last night?’ 

Her hand ceased to rummage. Her eyes fiixed themselves on him, wide in 
alarm, yet smiling. 

‘What?’ Mr Bloom said. 

Let her speak. Look straight in her eyes. I believe you. Trust me. 

‘Woke me up in the night,’ she said. ‘Dream he had, a nightmare.’ 

Indiges. 

Said the ace of spades was walking up the stairs.’ 

‘The ace of spades!’ Mr Bloom said. 
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She took a folded postcard from her handbag. 

‘Read that,’ she said. ‘He got it this morning.’ 

‘What is it?’ Mr Bloom asked, taking the card. ‘U.P.?’ 

‘U.P.: up,’ she said. ‘Someone taking a rise out of him. It’s a great shame for 
them whoever he is.’ 

‘Indeed it is,’ Mr Bloom said. 

She took back the card, sighing. 

‘And now he’s going round to Mr Menton’s office. He’s going to take an 
action for ten thousand pounds, he says.’ 

She folded the card into her untidy bag and snapped the catch. 

Same blue serge dress she had two years ago, the nap bleaching. Seen its best 
days. Wispish hair over her ears. And that dowdy toque, three old grapes to 
take the harm out of it. Shabby genteel. She used to be a tasty dresser. Lines 
round her mouth. Only a year or so older than Molly. 

See the eye that woman gave her, passing. Cruel. The unfair sex. 

Mr Bloom learns from Mrs Breen that their friend Mina Purefoy is 
in the lying-in hospital. Holies Street. ‘She’s three days bad now.’ As 
he walks on, undecided where to take his lunch, he inwardly condoles 
with the unfortunate Mrs Purefoy. 

Sss. Dth, dth, dth! Three days imagine groaning on a bed with a vinegared 
handkerchief round her forehead, her belly swollen out ! Phew ! Dreadful simply ! 
Child’s head too big: forceps. Doubled up inside her trying to butt its way out 
blindly, groping for the way out. Kjll me that would. Lucky Molly got over 
hers hghtly. They ought to invent something to stop that. Life with hard 
labour. TwiUghtsleep idea — 

The sight of a squad of constables reminds him how he got involved 
in a crowd of young medicals demonstrating against the Boer War. 
‘Silly billies: mob of young cubs yelling their guts out.’ Mr Bloom has 
little sympathy with political fanatics, though he takes an academic 
interest in the technique of conspiracy, James Stephens’s ‘ circles of ten’, 
for instance. (This James Stephens, a conspirator, who escaped from 
jail with the aid of the turnkey’s daughter, must not be confused with 
the eminent writer of the same name.) 

A heavy cloud hides the sun, and his mood is darkened by a sense of 
tlie endless, futile routine of things, trams passing one another, ingoing, 
outgoing, ceaselessly clanging along grooved circuits. 

Useless words. Things go on the same; day after day; squads of police 
marching out, back; trams in, out. Dignam carted off. Mina Purefoy on a bed 
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groaning to have a child tugged out of her. One bom every second somewhere. 
Other dying every second. Since I fed the birds five minutes. Three hundred 
kicked the bucket. 

Cityful passing away, other cityful coming, passing away too: other coming 
on, passing on. Houses, lines of houses, streets, miles of pavements, piledup 
bricks, stones. Changing hands. This owner, that. Landlord never dies they say. 
Other steps into his shoes when he gets his notice to quit. They buy the place up 
with gold and srill they have all the gold. Swindle in it somewhere. Piled up in 
cities, worn away age after age. Pyramids in sand. Built on bread and onions. 
Slaves Chinese wall. Babylon. Big stones left. Round towers. Rest rubble, 
sprawling suburbs, jerrybuilt, Kerwan’s mushroom houses, built of breeze. 
Shelter for the night. 

No one is anything. 

This is the very worst hour of die day. VitaUty. Dull, gloomy: hate this hour. 
Feel as if I had been eaten and spewed. 

He sees A. E. (Mr Geo. Russell) in conversation with a young woman 
and wonders if she is Lizzie Twigg, one of the numerous Dublin girls 
who answered his advertisement for a typist ‘to aid gentleman in 
literary work’. ‘My literary efforts have had the good fortune to 
meet with the approval of the eminent poet A.E.,’ she wrote. 

His eyes followed the high figure in homespun, beard and bicycle, a listening 
woman at his side. Coming from the vegetarian. Only weggebobbles and fruit. 
Don’t eat a beefsteak. If you do the eyes of that cow will pursue you through all 
eternity. They say its healthier. Wind and watery though. Tried it. Keep you 
on the run all day. Bad as a bloater. Dreams all night. Why do they call that 
thing they gave me nutsteak? Nutarians. Fruitarians. To give you the idea you 
are eating rumpsteak. Absurd. 

Mr Bloom enters a restaurant but the sight of the carnivores at tlieir 
feed revolts him. 

Men, men, men. 

Perched on high stools by the bar, hats shoved back, at the tables calling for 
more bread no charge, ssvilling, wolfing gobfuls of sloppy food,, their eyes 
bulging, wiping wetted moustaches. A palhd suetfaced young man polished his 
tumbler knife fork and spoon with his napkin. New set of microbes. A man 
with an infant’s saucestained napldn tucked round him shovelled gurgling soup 
down his gullet. A man spitting back on his plate halfinasticated gristle: no 
teeth to chewchewchew it. 

Nauseated, Mr Bloom backs out. ‘Couldn’t eat a morsel here. ... 
Out. I hate dirty eaters.’ 
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He remembers the time when he was employed in the cattle- 
market. 

Wretched brutes waiting for the poleaxe to split their skulls open. Moo. 
Poor trembling calves. Meh. Staggering bob. Bubble and squeak. Butchers’ 
buckets wobble lights. Give us that brisket off the hook. Plup. Bawhead and 
bloody bones. Flayed glasseyed sheep hung from their haunches, sheepsnouts 
bloodypapercd snivelUng nosejam on sawdust. Top and lashers going out. 
Don’t maul them pieces, young one. 

(‘Top’ and ‘lashers’ are butcher’s terms for certain parts of the slaugh- 
tered animal. The butcher is addressing an assistant who checks the meat 
as it is carried out.) 

It is not surprising that Mr Bloom, after his reminiscence of the 
variegated massacre of the slaughter-house, considers, almost approv- 
ingly, the daintier diet of the cannibal. The realism of such passages 
may seem repulsive to some of die omnivores who read them, but 
civilized man is apt to forget that as he dies so he lives ‘beastly’ (to 
quote Buck Mulligan) and, but for his soul, if any, has litde to brag 
about 

At last, in Davy Byrne’s, ^ after a cheese sandwich and a glass of Bur- 
gundy, Mr Bloom finds that his dark mood is passing and yields to an 
evocation of remembered beauty. 

Stuck on the pane two flics buzzed, stuck. 

Glowing wine on his palate lingered swallowed. Crushing in the winepress 
grapes of Burgundy. Sun’s heat it is. Seems to a secret touch telling me memory. 
Touched his sense moistened remembered. Hidden under wild ferns on Howth. 
Below us bay sleeping sky. No sound. The sky. The bay purple by the Lion’s 
head. Green by Drumleck. Yellow-green towards Sutton. Fields of undersea, 
the lines faint brown in grass, buried cities. Pillowed on my coat she had her 
hair, earwigs in the heather scrub, my hand under her nape, you’ll toss me all. 
O wonder! Coolsoft with ointments her hand touched me, caressed: her eyes 
upon me did not turn away. Ravished over her I lay, full lips full open, kissed 
her mouth. Yum. Softly she gave me in my mouth seed-cake warm and 
chewed. Mawkish pulp her mouth had mumbled sweet and sour with spittle. 

I. I am indebted to Mr Roger McHugh for permission to quote from a letter of 
his, describing ‘Davy Byrne’s’ which, like one of the liquors it supplies, is still 
going strong. ‘ Chroniium, steel, murals, initialled barman whom Joyce would 
have appreciated like tlie hely’s troupe. I saw an old man gazing mournfully 
into his glass and murmuring, “ This used to be a bloody lovely pub. A Bloody . . . 
Lovely ... Pub!” ’ Tears, idle tears. ... 
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I am looking for that. Yes, that. Try all pockets. Handker. Freeman. Where 
did I ? Ah, yes. Trousers. Purse. Potato. Where did I ? 

Hurry. Walk quietly. Moment more. My heart. 

His hand looking for the where did I put found in his hip pocket soap lotion 
have to call tepid paper stuck. Ah, soap there! Yes. Gate. 

Safe! 

# 

One of the preoccupations of the Homeric heroes as they landed at 
each unknown isle was to discover the kind of food on which the in- 
habitants lived. The Odyssean formula ‘men who live upon this earth 
by bread’ is not an empty periphrasis for ‘human beings’; the food a 
nation eats is, to a certain extent, the criterion of its civilization, just as 
the library of an educated man is usually the index of his mental make- 
up. Pausanias speaks contemptuously of the Arcadians as eaters of 
acorns and wearers of pigskins and there can be little doubt that Odys- 
seus and his companions would have rairked the Arcadians lower in 
the scale than ‘men who live by bread’. Dr Merry’s suggestion that the 
expression oitov eSovts? (bread-eaters) merely ‘distinguishes mortals 
from Gods and brutes, if it be anything more than a fixed epithet’, 
seems hardly to go far enough. It was expedient for wandering Greeks 
to ascertain the table-maimcrs of the folk whose land they had made - 
whether they were to encounter the charm of kindly lotus-eaters, the 
culture of the breadline, or- most urgent problem of all - the periods of 
cannibal hospitality.^ Had Odysseus known the diet of the ‘strong 
Lcstrygonians’, he would certainly have dissuaded his companions 
from mooring their ships between thejutting cliffs of tire port of Lamos. 
The decoy, ‘noble daughter of Lestrygonian Antiphates’, inveigled 
them to the hall of her fatlier, where ‘ they foimd his wife, huge of 
bulk as a mountain peak and loathly in tlieir sight’. She called renowned 
Antiphates who forthwith ‘clutched up one of the company and made 
ready his midday meal’. Then he raised the warcry and the huge Lcstrj'- 
gonians cast at the ships of Odysseus with great rocks ‘and anon there 

I. Tlius early Mediterranean travellers were less interested in tire nationality and 
lattguagc of the peoples they encountered than in the kind of food they ate. There 
were fish-eaters (lyOuo9dY°0> eaters of elephants, of grasshoppers (still used as an 
ingredient of an appetizing far-eastern cinT>’), and galactophages who lived on 
marc’s milk. TIic wandering epicure of those days liad a v.rst choice of plats 
re^hiianx, far surpassing that of any Parisian restaurant; but he ran the risk of 
having to furnish in his person the piAe <?e resistance. 
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rose from the fleet an evil din of men dying and ships shattered withal. 
And like men spearing fishes they bare home their hideous meal. ’ 

As in the Odyssey, so in the record of Bloomsday the pangs of hun- 
ger and rites of refection have their appointed place. The persistence of 
the ‘hunger motif’ in the Odyssey is noteworthy; it makes itself heard 
in season and out of season, as, for instance, when Odysseus is making 
an impassioned appeal to King Alcinous (Book vii) or, again, at the 
dramatic moment when Odysseus is about to re-enter his palace (Book 
xvii). The preoccupation when, where, and how to procure the next 
meal is ever with the wandering man, be he Greek or Jew. In the 
‘Lestrygonian’ episode, however, the esurient theme dominates all 
others and is developed to a climax of disgust, followed by a quiet close 
- Mr Bloom’s frugal collation of a sandwich and glass of wine. 

The technic of the episode is based on a process of nutrition: peri- 
stalsis, ‘ the automatic muscular movement consisting of wavelike con- 
tractions in successive circles by which nutritive matter is propelled 
along the ahmentary canal’. This process is symbolized by Mr Bloom’s 
pauses before various places of refreshment, the incomplete movements 
he makes towards satisfaction of the pangs of hunger which spasmo- 
dically urge him onward, and their ultimate appeasement. A direct 
reference to the movement of alimentation is apparent in Mr Bloom’s 
scheme for watching some coloured food (‘spinach say’) wind its way 
through the human body. ‘Then with those Rontgen rays searchlight 
you could. ... Watch it all the way down, swallow a pin sometimes 
come out of the ribs years after, tour round the body, changing bfliary 
duct, spleen squirting hver, gastric juice coils of intestines like pipes.’ 
Peristaltic, too, are the movements of ‘Lamppost’ Farrell, the eccen- 
tric pedestrian who zigzags along the Dublin streets, looping round the 
lamp-posts. There is, perhaps, another illustration of tliis technic in 
Mr Bloom’s reflections on the appearance of pregnant women. ‘Funny 
sight two of them together — Molly and Mrs Moisei. Mother’s meet- 
ing. Phthisis retires for the time being, then returns. How flat they look 
after all of a sudden! Peaceful eyes. Weight off their minds.’ The rise 
and fall of cities, rising again, falling again; the ‘same old ding-dong 
always’ of nature: increase, decay; the philosophies of each epoch, 
minced, chewed up (‘never know whose thoughts you’re chewing’), 
re-formed into tissue seemingly new for a next generation, hashed 
again and served up as the plat du Jotir to admiring modernists - every- 
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thing happens again, and again, and again. Yet, as Mr Bloom, despite 
his passing nausea, is aware, we come back to the banquet with appe- 
tite renewed, like the ‘ravenous terrier’ he watches in Duke’s Lane, 
which, choking up a ‘sick knuckly cud’, returns to its vomit with new 
zest. 

Here, as in the preceding episodes, the metaphors employed arc in 
harmony with the theme, and alimentary allusions add their pimgcncy 
to the heavy noonreek of Dublin’s luncheon-hour. Thus the pro-Boers 
are ‘young cubs yelling their guts out’, sentimental verse is ‘creamy 
dreamy stuff’, Mrs Bloom is ‘well nourished’, judges are ‘crusty old 
topers’, Paddy Leonard adjures Bantam Lyons if he is ‘worth his salt’ 
to give him the straight tip for the Gold Cup. The art of architecture, 
which is one of the subjects treated in this episode (the references to 
buildings range from the pyramids and the Chinese wall to the Dublin 
Museum, designed by Sir Thomas Deane), is blended with the nutritive 
theme in Mr Bloom’s allusion to ‘cream curves of stone’. Joyce’s 
method of selective terminology is further illustrated by the nomen- 
clature of persons or places seen or mentioned by Mr Bloom in his 
silent monologue. Thus he pauses at Butler’s monument house comer, 
remembers hotv he ‘played the monkey’ at Goose Green, recalls Vine- 
gar Hill and the ‘Butter Exchange Band’, passes the Provost’s House, 
occupied by the reverend Dr Salmon. 

There are some direct recalls of the Homeric description of the dis- 
aster which befell Odysseus’s companions atLamos. ‘Thegulls swooped 
silendy two, then all, from their heights, poimcing on prey. Gone. 
Every morsel. Aware of their greed and cunning he shook the powdery 
crumb from his hands. They never expected that.’ Mr Bloom pictures 
a communal kitchen with a ‘soup pot as big as the Phoenix Park. Har- 
pooning flitches and hindquarters out of it. ’ The descent of the gulls, 
pouncing on prey, recalls the onslaught of the Lestrygonians, swoop- 
ing down from their cliffs upon the unexpected quarr}% and the soup 
pot may be hkened to the ring of the harbour, where the crews of all 
the Achaean sliips save that of Odysseus (who had prudently moored 
without) were drowned or harpooned by die cannibals. Lestrygonian, 
too, is the theme of Mr Bloom’s limerick on the sad end of a worthy 
missionary, Mr MacTrigger, who was eaten up with zeal, and his 
dyspeptic ‘feel as if I had been eaten and spewed’. 

The callous king Antiphates is symbolized by Mr Bloom’s imperious 
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hunger; the sight and reek of food arc the decoy, his daughter, and die 
horde of the Lcstiy'gonians, may be likened to the teeth, Homer’s 
‘hedge of teeth’, a palisade of hungry sentinels. Famine, in fact, that 
greatest tyrant of all, has launched more ships and burnt more towers 
than Beauty herself, ruin of cities. Hunger could worst even the loyalty 
of Irish catholics, as Mr Bloom observes. ‘ Why I left the church of Rome? 
Bird’s Nest.’ (A society for the ‘conversion’ of catholics.) ‘They say 
they used to give pauper children soup to change to protestants in the 
time of the potato blight. Society over the way papa went to for the 
conversion of poor jews. Same bait. Why we left the church of Rome?’ 
The converts during the potato blight (1847) were knoswi as ‘soupers’ 
and the term ‘boiled protestants’ which the Irish sometimes use for 
boiled potatoes may owe its origin to this conversion d la Wethemp.'^ In 
diis connexion it is interesting to observe the Ulysscan word technique 
carried a stage further in Joyce’s later work, the mastication of food and 
its disintegration being reflected in a congruous treatment of language, 
as in the following description ofa hcav)' mc.al. ‘All the wtalmincs is 
beginning to sozzle in chewn, fiidgem, kates and epas and naboc and 
erics and oinnos on kingclud and xoxxoxo and xooxox xxoxoxxoxxx 
till I’m fustfed like fungstif.’ Here the ‘masticated’ words can easily be 
reconstructed by the reader; hates being ‘steak’, kiiigchid ‘duckling’, 
oituios ‘onions’ (avith, obviously, a tang of Greek wine) and so on. 
In the final stages of this metabolism alphabetic difTercnces arc reduced 
to a mimmum, letters becoming mere noughts and crosses (vowels and 
consonants) and a mess of cabbage (xoxxoxo), followed by boiled 
protestants cn purh (with a dash of beef extract), completes tlie bellyful. 

I. See Ulysses, page 117, ’what wetuebup said’. 



9. SCYLLA AND CHARYBDIS 


SCENE The Library 

HOUR 2 p.m. 

ORGAN Brain 

ART Literature 

SYMBOL Stratford, London 

TECHNIC Dialectic 

In the first episode of Ulysses, Haines, the Englishman, his curiosity 
aroused by a hint from Buck Mulligan, asks Stephen Dedalus what is 
his idea of Hamlet. 

‘No, no,’ Buck Mulligan shouted in pain. ‘I’m not equal to Thomas Aquinas 
and the fifty-five reasons he has made to prop it up. Wait till I have a few pints 
in me first.’ 

Nothing daunted, Haines persists in asking what Stephen’s theory is. 

It’s quite simple [Buck Mulligan explains]. He proves by algebra that Ham- 
let’s grandson is Shakespeare’s grandfather and that he is himself the ghost of 
his own father. 

Haines, baffled by Mulligan’s Hibernian exuberance, murmurs 
vaguely: ‘I read a theological interpretation of it somewhere. The 
Father and Son idea. The Son striving to be atoned with the Father.' 

The ‘paternity motif’, one of the leading themes of Ulysses, parodied 
by Mulligan, misimdcrstood by Haines, has a prominent place in the 
structure of the 'Scylla and Charybdis’ episode. It is, perhaps, on 
account of the dominance of this theme, which, applied to the mystery 
of Godhead, has been so fruitful a cause of misunderstanding and 
dissension in the Christian Church, that this episode is the subtlest and 
hardest to epitomize of all the eighteen episodes of Ulysses. 

‘Sc)’lla and Charjhdis’ deals almost entirely with Shakespearian 
criticism and especially vnth the personality of Hamlet, and records a 
long Platonic dialogue in the Dublin National Librar)' between Stephen 
Dedalus, Mr Best, John Eglinton (Magee), Air George Russell (A.E.), 
and ‘Quakcrlyster’ (the librarian) on tliese matten; it includes some 
lyrics, a short passage in blank vcnc and anotlicr in dramatic form. Thus 
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hunger; the sight and reek of food are the decoy, his daughter, and the 
horde of the Lestrygonians, may be hkened to the teeth, Homers 
‘hedge of teeth’, a paUsade of hungry sentinels. Famine, in fact, that 
greatest tyrant of all, has launched more ships and burnt more towers 
than Beauty herself, ruin of cities. Hunger could worst even the loyalty 
of Irish cathohcs, as Mr Bloom observes. ‘ Why I left the church of Rome? 
Bird’s Nest.’ (A society for the ‘conversion’ of cathohcs.) ‘They say 
they used to give pauper children soup to change to protestants in the 
time of the potato bhght. Society over the way papa went to for the 
conversion of poor jews. Same bait. Why we left the church of Rome? 
The converts during the potato blight (1847) were known as ‘soupers 
and the term ‘boded protestants’ which the Irish sometimes use for 
boiled potatoes may owe its origin to this conversion d la Wetherup.^ In 
this connexion it is interesting to observe the Ulyssean word techmque 
carried a stage further in Joyce’s later work, the mastication of food and 
its disintegration being reflected in a congruous treatment of language, 
as in the following description of a heavy meal. ‘All the vitalmines is 
beginning to sozzle in chewn, fudgem, kates and epas and naboc and 
erics and oinnos on kingclud and xoxxoxo and xooxox xxoxoxxoxxx 
till I’m fustfed like fungstif.’ Here the ‘masticated’ words can easily be 
reconstructed by the reader: kates being ‘steak’, kingclud ‘duckling, 
oinnos ‘onions’ (with, obviously, a tang of Greek wine) and so on. 
In the final stages of this metabolism alphabetic differences are reduced 
to a minimum, letters becoming mere noughts and crosses (vowels and 
consonants) and a mess of cabbage {xoxxoxo), followed by boiled 
protestants en puree (with a dash of beef extract), completes the bellyful- 

I. See Ulysses, page 117, ‘what wbtherup said’. 



9. SCYLLA AND CHARYBDIS 


SCENE The Library 

HOUR 2 p.m. 

ORGAN Brain 

ART Literature 

SYMBOL Stratford, London 

TECHNIC Dialectic 

In the first episode of Ulysses, Haines, the Englishman, his curiosity 
aroused by a hint from Buck Mulligan, asks Stephen Dedalus what is 
his idea of Hamlet. 

‘No, no,’ Buck Mulligan shouted in pain. ‘I’m not equal to Thomas Aquinas 
and the fifty-five reasons he has made to prop it up. Wait till I have a few pints 
in me first.’ 

Nothing daunted, Haines persists in asking what Stephen’s theory is. 

It’s quite simple [Buck Mulligan explains]. He proves by algebra that Ham- 
let’s grandson is Shakespeare’s grandfather and that he is himself the ghost of 
his own father. 

Haines, baffled by Mulligan’s Hibernian exuberance, murmurs 
vaguely: ‘I read a theological interpretation of it somewhere. The 
Father and Son idea. The Son striving to be atoned with the Father.’ 

The ‘ paternity motif’, one of the leading themes of Ulysses, parodied 
by Mulligan, misunderstood by Haines, has a prominent place in the 
structure of the ‘Scylla and Charybdis’ episode. It is, perhaps, on 
account of the dominance of this tlicme, which, applied to the mystery 
of Godhead, has been so fruitful a cause of misunderstanding and 
dissension in the Christian Church, that this episode is the subtlest and 
hardest to epitomize of all the eighteen episodes of Ulysses. 

‘Scylla and Cliarybdis’ deals almost entirely with Shakespearian 
criticism and especially with the personality of Hamlet, and records a 
long Platonic dialogue in the Dublin National Library between Stephen 
Dedalus, Mr Best, John Eglinton (Magee), Air George Russell (A.E.), 
and ‘Quakcrlyster’ (the librarian) on these matters; it includes some 
lyrics, a short passage in blank verse and another in dramatic form. Thus 
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the three forms of literature defined by Stephen in A Portrait of the 
Artist (page 251) - lyrical, epic, and dramatic - are all represented in 
this episode, whose ‘art’ is literature. There arc innumerable Elizabctlian 
echoes and Shakespearian idioms, and all die speakers at times tend to 
imitate the poet’s various styles and borrow his rhytlims. Synge, too, 
figures in the brief parodic speech put in die mouth of Buck Mulligan, 
when he is complaining that, while he and Haines tvcrc ivairing thirsty 
in a tavern for the arrival of Stephen with funds for the purchase of 
drinks, he had merely received a sententious telegram from the latter. 

‘It’s what I’m telling you, mister honey, it’s queer and sick we were, Haines 
and myself, the time himself brought it in. ’Twas murmur we did for a gallus 
potion would rouse a friar. I’m thinking, and he limp svidi Icdiing. And we 
one hour and two hours and three hours in Connery’s sitting dvil waiting for 
pints apiece.’ 

He wailed. 

‘And we to be there, mavrone, and you to be unbeknownst sending us your 
conglomerations die way we to have our tongues out a yard long like the 
drouthy clerics do be fainting for a pussful.’ 

The episode abounds in abrupt contrasts, formal speeches alternating 
with cloivnery, argot with metaphysics. Each of the speakers in the 
dialogue has his appropiate tempo; thus there is a choppy curtness 
about Stephen’s remarks, Mr Russell’s have a sinuous and studied 
smoothness, John Eglinton is shrewdly matter of fact. 

Mr Bloom makes a brief visit to the Library to consult the Kilkenny 
People (about Keyes’s advertisement) and leaves about the same time 
as Stephen, passing out between him and Buck Mulligan. 

A man passed out between them, bowing, greeting. 

‘Good day again,’ Buck Mulligan said. 

The portico. 

Here I watched the birds for augury. Aengus ofthebirds. They go, they come. 
Last night I flew. Easily flew. Men wondered. Street of harlots after. A cream- 
fruit melon he held to me. In. You will see. 

Here Stephen is unconsciously exercising die prophetic faculty which 
Irish tradition attributes to all bards, whedier of Avon or of Erin. There 
was an earlier allusion to this dream in Stephen’s ‘Proteus’ monologue. 
Stephen apparendy takes litde or no notice of MLr Bloom, though die 
latter, a wise ‘father’, observes Stephen with such marked interest as 
to elicit a lewd jest from the irrepressible Buck. The quiet, almost un- 
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noticed entry and departure of Mr Bloom, protagonist of Ulysses, the 
father whom Japhet-Stephen seeks, and the small apparent effect of his 
passage on the symposium of Dublin litterateurs rapt in the pure ecstasy 
of literary exhibitionism, adds a touch of dramatic irony to the episode. 

It is as if a company of eminent politicians were discussing round a 
London diimer-table some burning topic - say, the career and states- 
manship of Lenin. They argue the pro and the con with rising excite- 
ment as the argument tightens about a nucleus, the crux of their debate. 
There is a sudden lull in the conversation - is it twenty past die hour, 
or are they merely pausing to take breath? An apologetic knock is 
heard at the door; a waiter enters and in gutmral accents asks if he can 
take away the plates. The host nods impatiently. They recommence 
their discussion with renewed ardour; they have not even noticed the 
man s discreet entry and soundless exit. Yet that waiter was a budding 
Lenin, the next ‘Messiah’ - and they knew him not! 

Thus, for Stephen and the others, absorbed in their discussion of 
Hamlet and the mystical estate of fatherhood, that mystery ‘founded 
like the world, macro- and microcosm, upon the void’, Mr Bloom 
(Odysseus unrecognized by Telemachus), to whose atonement tvith 
his Second Person the huge, cosmic movement of Ulysses is tending, is 
merely a vague, importunate visitor who wants to consult the Kilkenny 
People, goodness knows why. Stephen is unaware of the link which 
unites him with prosaic Mr Bloom - indeed, at no time docs his con- 
scious self avow the union; it is, rather. Bloom, nearer to the cartli- 
mother, to the instinctive, who grasps, dimly albeit, the creator’s 
purpose regarding their complementary interrelation. Nevertheless, 
Stephen is clairvoyant enough to feel that there is ‘something in the 
air’;’^ he perceives Bloom with the inward eye, as Hamlet his father’s 
spirit, but wtithout Hamlet’s recognition. ‘A dark back went before 
them. Step of a pard, down, out by the gateway, under portcullis 
barbs.’ The episode ends on that trancclikc ‘calm of earth and heaven’ 
which, according to Plotinus, is an antecedent condition of tlic ‘ecstasy’ 
in which die Alone communes widi the Alone. 

Kind air defined the coigns of houses in Kildare street. No birds. Frail from 
the housetops two plumes of smoke ascended, pluming, and in a flaw of softness 
softly were blosvn. 

I. Tlie Bloom ‘aura’, perhaps, ‘fine lilie what do you call it gossamer, fine as 
anytliing’ {Ulysses, page 357). 
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CcAsi to strive, P«cc of the timid prints of Cyinbriinr. liicrophantic: from 
wide c.trtli an a!t,ar. 

Lei/d t"f l/:f (j.-dt 

.di:d lei car creeirJ srieLrs climb ta their netirils 
I'rcm ctir blejs't! cll.rrs. 

The allusion to atipurj' (‘Here I watched the birds. ... No birds.) 
is one of the many links between Ulysses and the Pi'rtmit, and illustrates 
the way in which ideas, once they have formed an .association in 
Stephen’s mind, ever after reappear together. In the earlier scene, stand- 
ing on the steps of the Lihrars'. under the portico, on a late March 
evening, he watched the flight of the birds and counted their ntunber: 
‘Six, ten, eleven: and wotidcrcd were they odd or even in number. 
Twelve, thirteen: for two came wheeling down from the upper sky. 

Their cty was shrill .itul clc.ir .and fine and falling like threads of silken light 
unwound from whirring spools 

And for ages men h.ul gared upward as he was garing at bird' in flight. The 
colonnade above him made him think vaguely of an ancient temple and the 
ashplant on which he leaned wearily of the nirved Stic); of an augur. A sense of 
fear of the imknowi moved in the heart of his weariness, a fear of symbols and 
portents, of the hawklike man whose n.imc he bore soaring out of his captbuty 
on osierwoven wings, of Thoth, the god of writers, writing with a reed upon a 
nblct and bearing on his narrow ibis head tlic cusped moon. 

Thus, in Ulysses, in this scene .it tlic Library, lie muse.s: ‘coffined 
thouglits around me, in mutnmycascs, cnib.ilmcd in spice of words. 
Thoth, god of libraries, a birdgod, moony-crown cd. And I heard the 
voice of that Egyptian high priest.' In paitUcil ehamhers leaded with tile- 
books.’ (The birdgod Thoth thus scrv'cs as mediator between the ideas 
literatmc-lihraiy .and birds-aii^iity.) 

The legends of D.icd.ilus, the hawklike man, and of Ic.irus, .also, are 
recalled by Stephen in die course of diis episode, 

Fabulousartificer.thchnwklikcman. You flew. Whereto? Newhaven-Dieppe, 
steerage passenger. Paris and back. Lapwing. Icarus. Pater, ait. Sealicdraggled, 
fallen, weltering. Lapwing you are. Lapwing he. 

The allusion here is to Stephen’s hurried return from Paris in obedi- 

I. A reminiscence of John F. Taylor’s speech, quoted in the ‘Aeolus' episode. 
ITicre is a touch of the birdgod Thotli in Acolus-Crawford, as there is a toucli of 
literature in journalism. 
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ence to his father’s telegram: mother dying come home father. It is one of 
many links between this and the ‘Proteus’ episode (the art of philology 
is naturally associated with that of literature), in which, as here, we find 
Egyptian motifs employed and references to the ‘Hamlet’ side of 
Stephen Dedalus, as, for example, ‘in the moon’s midwatches I pace 
the path above the rocks, in sable silvered, hearing Elsinore’s tempting 
flood’. The words ‘You flew’, besides their reference to the flight of 
Daedalus (and Stephen’s from Paris), are a preparation for Stephen’s 
dreamflight and the watching of the auspices. 

Such are a few of the numerous cross-correspondences and allusions, 
literary, legendary, or personal to Stephen Dedalus, which abound in 
this episode, many-headed and elusive as the monster Scylla herself. 
It remains to consider the general import of this quasi-Platonic dia- 
logue, in wliich Stephen plays the role of a Socrates, and of the curious 
conclusion to which the young symposiarch leads his reluctant elders 
along a dialectic tightrope. Briefly, this conclusion is that in the play of 
Hamlet the autlior identifies himself rather with Hamlet phe than with 
Hamlet _/i/s, and that, therefore, the groundling in his opinion of the 
personality of Shakespeare is clean abused. It must, however, be noted 
that Stephen never takes himself quite seriously in his role of dialecti- 
cian. Thus at one moment he asks himself: 

What the hell are you driving at? 

I know. Shut up. Blast you! I have reasons. 

Ampliiis. Adhiic. Itenim. Postca. 

Are you condemned to do this? 

When the symposium is over John Eglinton takes Stephen to task. 
‘“You are a delusion. You have brought us all this way to show us a 
French triangle. Do you believe your own theory? 

‘No,’ Stephen said promptly. 

For Stephen, in fact, it is die intellectual interest, the acstlictic value of 
tlic dialogue that counts, rather dian the trudi of its conclusion. Indeed, 
to his mind one conclusion is as good as another - provided, only, it be 
fitting. There is an aesthetic validity, acceptable to the spirit, and that is 
the only absolute. 

The discussion opens with a platitude from John Eglinton; ‘Our 
young Irish bards have yet to create a figure which the world will set 
beside Saxon Shakespeare’s Hamlet.’ Stephen, before replying to this 
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dictum, an opening gambit after Socrates' heart, carefully composes tlic 
setting of his stage. 

Composition of place. Ignatius I.oyola, mahe haste to help me! ... 

'It is this hour ofa day in mid June,’ Stcpheti said. ... ‘The flag is up on the 
plnvhousc by the banhside. The hear Sacherson prowls in the pit near it, Paris 
garden. Cain’asclitnhcrs who sailed with Drake chew tlicir sausages among the 
groundlings. ... 

‘The play begins. A player comes on under the shadow, made up in the cast- 
off mail of a court buck [a suggestive .analogy is here cstablishcti: Stephen is 
wearing ISuck Midligan’s casr-ofl' shoes), a wcllset man sviih a bass voice. It is 
the ghost, the king, a king and no king, and the player is Sh.akc$pc.irc. ... 

' iliimlcl, I am thy faiha's spirit , ... 

‘To a son he spc.ak.s, the son of his soul, the prince, young Hamlet .and to the 
son of his body, Haninct Shakespeare, who has died in Stratford that his name- 
sake may live for ever. 

‘Is it possible that that player Sh.ikcspc.arc, a ghost by absence, and in the 
vesture of buried Denmark, a ghost by dc.ath. speaking his own words to Iiis 
own son’s name (had H.amtiet Shakespeare lived he would have been prince 
Hamlet’s twin) is it possible, I want to know, or probable that he did not drasv 
or foresee the logical conclusion of those premises: you arc the dispossessed son: 
I am the murdered father: your mother is ilic guilty queen. Ann Shakespeare, 
bom Hatluway?’ 

Ann’s character is now discussed and John Eglinton cruelly likens her 
to X.antippe. From licr Socrates lc.init his dialectic, ‘and from lus 
mother how to bring thoughts into the world’. Yet all the lore he 
Icanit from women could not s.ivc him from ‘the archons of Simi Fein 
.and their naggin of hemlock’. 

‘He had a good groatsworth of wit,' Stephen said, '.and no truant memory. 
He carried a memory' in liis wallet .as he trudged to Romcvillc' wlaistling The 
girl I left behind me. ... That memory, I-Vmis and Adam's, lay in the bedchamber 
of every light-of-lovc in London. Is Katharine the shrew ill-favoured? Horten- 
sio calls her young and beautiful. Do you tliink the waiter oC Anthony and Cleo- 
patra, .a p.issionate pilgrim, and liis eyes in the back of hb head ...? Good: he left 
her and gained tlic world of men. But his boy'womcn arc the women of a boy. 

I. Romcvillc: cant word for ‘London’. In the ‘Proteus’ episode, seeing the 
‘ruffian and liis inort, spoils slung at her back’, trudging up the sand, Stephen 
recalled the line of the jargon song: Bing awast to Romcville then 
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Their life, thought, speech are lent them by males. He chose badly? He was 
chosen, it seems to me. If others have their will Ann hath a way. By cock, she 
was to blame. She put the comether on him, sweet and twentysix.’ 

John Eglinton points out that Shakespeare’s later plays breathe a 
spirit other than that of bitterness - the spirit of reconciliation. 

‘There can be no reconciliation,’ Stephen said, ‘if there has not been a sun- 
dering. ... 

‘If you want to know what are the events which cast their shadow over the 
hell of time of Kiii£ Lear, Othello, Hamlet, Troiliis and Cressida, look to see when 
and how the shadow lifts. What softens the heart of a man, shipwrecked in 
storms dire, Tried, like another Ulysses, Pericles, prince of Tyre? 

Head, redconecapped, buffeted, brineblinded. 

‘ A child, a girl placed in his arms, Marina. ’ . . . 

‘Marina,’ Stephen said, ‘a child of storm, Miranda, a wonder, Perdita, that 
which was lost. What was lost is given back to him: his daughter’s child. My 
dearest wife, Pericles says, was like this maid. Will any man love the daughter if 
he has not loved the mother?’ 

But, if he was touched by the appeal of his otvn image in his 
daughter’s child, belief in himself had none the less been untimely 
killed. ‘Assumed dongiovannism’, London, where ‘life ran liigh in 
those days’, cannot save him. There was in him ‘a new passion, a 
darker shadow of the first, darkening even his own understanding of 
liimself ’. Like King Hamlet’s, his soul has been stricken mortally, poison 
poured in the porch of a sleeping ear. 

The poisoning and the beast with two backs that urged it king Hamlet’s 
ghost could not know of were he not endowed with knowledge by his Creator. 
That is why the speech is always turned elsewhere, backward. . . . He goes back 
weary of the creation he has piled up to hide him from himself, an old dog 
licking an old sore. But, because loss is his gain, he passes on towards eternity 
in undimim'shed personality, untaught by the wisdom he has written or by the 
laws he has revealed. His beaver is up. He is a ghost, a shadow now, the wind 
by Elsinore’s rocks or what you will, the sea’s voice, a voice heard only in the 
heart of him who is the substance of lus shadow, the son consubstantial with 
the father. 

There follows a creed: ‘He Who Himself begot. ... Who let Him 

I. An imitation of Shakespeare’s rhymed endings. Tiiis is one of the rare men- 
tions of the name ‘Ulysses’ in the text. 
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bury, stood up, harrowed liell, fared into heaven and there these nine- 
teen hundred years sittctli on the right liand of His Owni Self. ... in- 
dicating the r<jppriichcmcnl wliich is gradually being made throughout 
this episode between Shakespeare and the Creator. 

‘A father [Stephen conrimies] is a ncccss.ir\’ cs-il. He wrote tlic play in the 
inontlis that followed his (.ithcr’s death. If you hold that he, a grewng man with 
two marriageable daughters, with thinyftvc years of life, tie/ inezze t!cl ezmmi’t 
i!i nostra vita, with fifty of experience is the beardless undergraduate from Wit- 
temberg then you must hold that his ses’cntswear old mother is the lustful 
queen. No. The corjsse ofjohn Shakespeare docs not walk the night. From hour 
to hour it rots and rots. He rests, disarmed of fatherhood, having dcrised that 
mystical estate upon his son. Roccaccio's Calandrino was the first and last man 
who felt himself with child. Fatherhood, in the sense of conscious begetting, is 
unknown to man. It is a mystical estate, an apostolic succession, from only be- 
getter to only begotten. On th.at mystery and not on the madonna whicli the 
cunning Italian intellect flung to the mob of Europe the church is founded and 
founded irremovably because founded, like the world, macro- and microcosm, 
upon the void. Upon incertitude, upon unlikelihood. Antor iiiatris, subjective 
and objective genitive, may be the only true thing in life. Paternity in.ay be a 
legal fiction. ...’ 

Judge Eglinton summed up. 

‘The truth is midway,’ he affirmed. ‘He is the ghost and the prince. He is all 
in all.’ 

‘He is,’ Stephen said. ‘The boy of act one is the mature man of act five. All 
in all. In Cymbclinc, in Othello he is bawd and cuckold. He acts and is acted on. 
Lover of an ide.al or a perversion, like Josd he kills the real Carmen. His unre- 
mitting intellect is the hommad lago ceaselessly willing that the moor in liim 
shall suffer.’ 

’Cuckoo! Cuckoo!’ Buck Mulligan clucked lewdly. ‘O word of fear!’ 

Dark dome received, reverbed. 

'And wliata character is lago!’ undaunted John Eglinton exclaimed. ‘When 
all is said Dumas /I/s (or is it Dumas phei) is right.i After God Shakespeare has 
created most.’ 

The playwright w'ho wrote the folio of this world [Stephen observes, in 
epilogue], and wrote it badly (He gave us light first and the sun tw'o days later), 
the lord of things as they arc whom the most Roman of catholics call dio beta, 
hangman god, is doubtless all in all in all of us, ostler .and butcher. . . . 

I. This coirfusion of substance, of the Dumas pirc-ct-fils, is a rcc.all of Stephen’s 
and Sabellius’s hypothesis. 
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To the Dubliners who heard and argued with the young Socrates 
in their midst, Stephen’s Shakespearian hypothesis seemed, doubdess, a 
juvenile paradox, and ‘Judge’ Eglinton’s gloss a happy compromise. If, 
however, the texture of this dialogue and, especially, the import of the 
‘theolologicophilolologicar^ excursions of Stephen’s argument be 
closely examined, it will be found that a good deal more is implied than 
the mere portrayal of Shakespeare as a Cocu Magnijique or the discovery 
of a new complex in Hamlet. The mystery of paternity, in its appli- 
cation to the First and Second Persons of the Trinity, to King Hamlet 
and the Prince, and, by imphcation, to the curious symbiosis of Stephen 
and Mr Bloom, is ever in the background of Stephen’s Shakespearian 
exegesis. AU through this chapter he is capturing in a net of analogies, is 
symbolizing (in the exact meaning of this word; throwing together), the 
protean manifestations of the creative force (one of whose dynamics in 
the animate world is the rite of procreation, paternity). God (Father 
and Son) - Shakespeare - Stephen Dedalus: all are vehicles of a Bke 
energy. And the artist himself, creator of the saga of Dubhn, the Viking 
city, is by a subtle cross-allusion drawn into the net. 

‘Why’, asks Stephen, ‘is the underplot of King Lear in which Edmund figures 
lifted out of Sidney’s Arcadia and spatchcocked on to a Celtic legend older than 
history?’ 

‘That was Will’s way,’ John Eglinton defended. ‘We should not now com- 
bine a Norse saga with an excerpt from a novel by George Meredith. Qiie voulez- 
voiis? Moore would say. He puts Bohemia on the seacoast and makes Ulysses 
quote Aristotle.’ 

There is, it so happens - hut not accidentally - in this very episode a 
phrase Hfted out of Meredith: ‘The sentimentalist is he who would 
enjoy without incurring the immense debtorship for a thing done.’ 

The motion is ended. Gravediggers bury Hamlet pke and Hamlet Jib. A king 
and a prince at last in death, with incidental music. ... If you Hke the epilogue 
look long on it: prosperous Prospero, the good man rewarded, Lizzie, grandpa’s 
lump of love, and nunde Richie, the bad man taken offby poetic justice to the 
place where the bad niggers go. Strong curtain. 

‘Nunclc Richie’, here, is die third brother of William Shakespeare 
and is ‘recorded in the works of sweet William’ in the character of 

I. Cf. Hamlet’s 'tragical-comical-historical-pastoral scene’ and Swift’s 'histori- 
theophysiologica! account of zeal’ {A Tale of a Tub). 
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Richard Crookback, that ‘ whoreson crookback’, wlio ‘makes love ton 
widowed Ann (wliat’s in a name ?), woos and wins her a whoreson 
merry widow. Riclrard the conqueror, third brother, came after Wil- 
liam the conquered. ’ (The last words quoted here recall Manningham s 
storv of the burgher’s wife who ‘b.adc Dick Burbage to her bed ; 
Shakespeare had overheard her invitation and forestalled the favourite, 
and, wlicn tlie latter came knocking at the gate, cried through the 
door: lyillidiii the eoiigiicrer awic heforc Richitni III.) Behind the Shake- 
spearian allusions in Stephen’s epilogue, there is here an undoubted 
rec.all of a passage* in the Proteus episode, wltcrc Stephen spe.aks of his 
own ‘nunclc Richie’ and his niece little Crissie, ‘a lump of love : 
another subtle indication of the William Shakcspcarc-Stcphcn Dcd.ihis 
correspondence. 

* 

Scylla is one of the few place-names used in the Oilysscy which have 
persisted unchanged till the present day. At the entiy to the Straits of 
Messina, the city of Scylla, perched on a cliff ‘that beetles o’er his b.asc 
into the sea’, still dominates the treacherous strip of water separating 
Sicily from the mainland. The city suffered severely in the earthquake 
of 1783 and the tip of the promontory on which it stands was detached. 
A c.avcni, opening to the west, ‘turned to Erebus’, once existed in the 
side of the cliff; it coll.apscd in the carthqu.ake. ‘The rock is smooth and 
sheer,’ Homer tells us, ‘as it were polished. And in the midst of the 
cliff is a dim cave turned to Erebus, towards the place of darkness. ... 
And therein dwcllcth Scylla, yelping terribl)'.’ Such ‘yelping’ caverns 
arc frequently found on the coast. Sometimes their clamour is caused by 
the passage of wind through a narrow opening, sometimes by the flust 
and reflux of waves along the rocky base. The name ‘Scylla’ is derived 
from a Semitic word shoula, a rock, and the full title of the promontoty 
was Skoula Krat’a, the sheer rock. Preferring, as usual, an anthropo- 
morphic interpretation of Phoenician toponomy, Homer makes Scylla 
the daughter of Kratais, ‘which bore her a banc to mortals’, and yield- 
ing to the temptation of making a pun on tlie exotic word Skouh, attri- 
butes to Scylla the voice of a little Greek bitch, shiihx. 

Opposite Scydla lies the whirlpool of Charybdis, who ‘ sucks down her 
black water and thrice a day she spouts it forth’. The name Charybdis 

I. page 35. 
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lias no signification in Greek; Lewy finds in it the transliteration of a 
Semitic name, which actually existed in Syria, Khar otibed, meaning ‘ tiie 
hole of ruin’: this meaning is reproduced in the Homeric epithet oXovj 
applied to Charybdis, ‘deadly’. Spallanzani gives an interesting descrip- 
tion of the insidious perils of the strait. 

When the wind is against the current and an inexperienced or imprudent navi- 
gator shortens sail to pass the narrows, his ship, the prey of opposing forces, is 
shattered against the rock of Scylla or wrecked on the shoals. For this reason 
twenr)'-four sturdy and courageous seamen keep watch night and day on the 
Messina shore. At the first sound of the warning camion they man their light 
boats and hasten to tow off the ship in distress. The current docs not extend 
right across the strait but follows a winding course and our mariners, aware of 
its deviations, can come to the rescue of the ship. But if the steersman refuse or 
forget to ask for their succour, for all his skill, he can hardly escape disaster. In 
the midst of whirlpools and the cross-sc.is stirred up by the violence of current 
and wind he cannot take soundings, nor can he cast anchor, for the seabed is 
rocky and affords no purchase. No skill in navigation will av.ail him; his only 
hope of safet)’ lies in the courage and skill of the rcsaic-party from Messina. 

The motifs of the sheer, steadfast rock of Scylla and die restless wliirl- 
pool of Charybdis, a sea of troubles, arc utilized in a symbolic sense in 
this episode. The stability of Dogma, of Aristode, and of Shakespeare’s 
Stratford is contrasted with the whirlpool of Mysticism, Platonism, the 
London of Elizabethan rimes. Shakespeare, Jesus, and Socrates, like 
Ulysses, the man of balanced genius, pass bravely out, though not un- 
scathed, from between these perils of the soul. ‘A man passed out 
bet^^’ccn them, bowing, greeting.’ The departure of Mr Bloom from 
the mctapliysicil twilight of the library' into a ‘shattering daylight of no 
thoughts’ symbolizes such an escape. This idea of evasion pervades the 
closing pages of the Portrait and was .already associated in Stephen’s 
mind with the conditions of Irish thought - the mystic school of the 
Celtic twilight* and over against it the sheer dogmatism of Jesuits and 
nation.alists. ‘When the soul of a man is bom in this country dicrc are 

I. It is noteworthy that the only explicit reference, in this episode, which de.ils 
with the .an of literanirc, to the Irish literary’ movement (chcwhcrc in Ulysres 
almost completely ignored) is placed in the mouth of ribald Buck Altilligan and 
wedged between ten lines of doggerel and the concluding ‘liarlcquinade’. Miilli- 
g.in’s obscene playlet, the cast of which is not (as he seems to c!.iim) original. The 
‘ruitied Pole’ and most of his compatiions were knossm to Oxford men of the 
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nets flung at it to hold it had; from flight. You t.ill; to me of nationality, 
Language, religion. I sh.all tr%’ to fly by those nets.’ 

‘Eliz.ibcthan London Lay as far from Stratford as corrupt P.aris lies 
from virgin Dublin.' Stephen, escaping, flesv to P.aris; Shakespeare to 
London; but e.ada \v.as destined to return to ‘ dial spot ofc.arth where he 
was bom’. 

In the dizzy whirl of Chan'bdis Shakespeare w.as long cndiralled. 

Twenty ye.an he lived in London and, during part of tiiat time, he dresv a 
salary equal to that of the Lord Chancellor of Ireland. His life w.as rich. I L's art, 
more than the art of feudalism, as Walt Whitman called it, is the art of surfeit. 
Hot herring-pies, green mugs of sad, honc5^auccs, sugar of roses, marchpane, 
pooseberried pigeons, ringocandics. Sir Walter Ualcigh, when they arrested 
him, had h.ilf a million francs on his hack including a pair of fancy stays. ... 
Twenty years he dallied there between conjugal love and its cliastc delights and 
sconatory love and its foul pleasures. [Hut) ... the note of banishment, hanish- 
ment from home, sounds repeatedly from the Tire of I'ciono onss’ard 

till Prospero brc.aks his stafl, buna it certain fathoms in the earth and drowns 
his book. . . . Man delights him not nor woman cither. I Ic returns after .a life of 
absence to that spot of earth where he was horn, where he has always been, 
man and hoy, a silent witness and there, his jouniey of life ended, he plants his 
mulberry tree in the earth. Then dies. The motion is ended. 

The idea of possible shipwreck between paired perils, of the con- 
straint of a dilemma, m.aiiifcsts itself under various aspects. In tlic open- 
ing lines of the episode the quakcr librarian purrs; ‘ And we have, have 
we not, those priceless pages of U'illichii Mcislcr: A great poet on a 
great brother poet. A licsitating soul taking arms against a sea of 
troubles, tom by conflicting doubts. ... The beautiful, incffcctu.al 
dreamer who comes to grief against hard facts [Scyila - "the rock].’ 

Stephen sees himself between ‘the Saxon smile and y.inkcc yawp’. 
His allegiance is claimed both by ‘corrupt Paris' and ‘virgin Dublin’. 
We arc reminded of the former by the comparatively frequent use of 
French words in this episode - as, for example, die references to Hamlet 
pere ctfUs. A French poster is mentioned: 

Hamlet 

oil 

Le Distrait 
Pihe dc Shakespeare 

‘It’s so Frcncli, the Frcncli point of view. Hamlet on...’ 

Tile absent-minded beggar,’ Stephen ended. 
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And Stephen is ever aware of the perils that beset him from his 
hearers - the ‘bane of miscreant eyes, glinting stem under wrinkled 
brows’, steadfast John, Scylla: and, on the other hand, Charybdis, the 
suavity of ‘beautifulinsadness Best’; he is aware, too, of the perils in- 
herent in his theme and in his dialectic skilfully steers a course between 
the maelstrom of metaphysics and reef of realism. 

The organ of the body to which diis episode is related is the brain, 
cruellest of all tlie instruments that man has forged for his own undoing. 
We feel a tensity of cerebration that is almost pain in Stephen’s dia- 
lectical progress towards a paradoxical conclusion, the cul-de-sac of a 
mystery. On that mystery the book Ulysses, all religion, and every 
explanation of the universe is founded - ‘upon the void. Upon incerti- 
tude, upon unlikehhood. ’ Tins spirit of incertitude is materialized in 
the ‘Circe’ episode, where phantoms of the ‘feast of pure reason’^ - 
Shakespeare among them - gesticulate mechanically, inane puppets, in 
a danse macabre. Like the writhing seaweed watched by Stephen on the 
Dublin foreshore, ‘lifted, flooded, and let fall. ... To no end gathered: 
vainly then released, forth flowing, wending back’. 

Joyce’s work [Professor Curtins has remarked in a penetrating article on 
Ulynes-] springs from a revolt of the spirit and leads to the destruction of the 
world. With implacable logic he presents in his walpurgisnight, amid larvae 
and Icnturs, a vision of the end of the world. A metaphysical nihilism is the 
subsuance of Joyce’s work. The world, macro- and microcosm, is founded upon 
the void. ... All this wealth of philosophical and theological knowledge, this 
power of psychological and aesthetic analysis, tliis culture of a mind schooled 
in all the literatures of the world, all these gifts serve but to spend themselves, 
to refute tlicmsclves in a world-conflagration, a flaming welter of metallic 
iridescence. What is left? An odour of ashes, the horror of death, sorrow of 
apostasy, pangs of remorse - Agenbitc of Inwit,® 

I. Ulysses, page $66. 

z. iWi/r Sthircizer Riiiiilschr.ti, Hr/i i, January' ipap. 

3. But all these arc excellent aesthetic material for the artist. I cannot help think- 
ing that the learned critic ovcre.'timatcs tlic pessimism of Ulysses, and, perhaps, 
docs not sufficiently bear in mind the fact tliat its autlior is an Itislunan. Both 
Stephen and Bloom h.avc tlicir consolatiotis - Stephen in liis art. Bloom in liis keen 
interest in material details. And botlt (Bloom especially) have a sense of humour. 
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SCENE 

HOUR 

ORGAN 

ART 

SYMBOL 

TECHNIC 


The Streets 

3 p-m. 

Blood 

Mechanics 

Citizens 

Labyrinth 


The structure of this episode is curious, and unique in Ulysses. It con- 
sists of eighteen short scenes foEowed by a coda describing a viceregal 
passage through Dublin. AE these scenes take place in the streets of 
Dubhn between the hours of 3 and 4 p.m., and their synchronism is 
indicated by the insertion in each fragment of one or more excerpts 
from other fragments, which serve to fix the correspondence in time. 
In its structure and its technic (‘ labyrinth’) this episode may be regarded 
as a smaE-scale model of Ulysses as a whole. The first, and longest, of 
the eighteen sections describes the peregrinations of Father Conmee, 
the Jesuit rector of Clongowes Wood CoEege, ‘the decentest rector 
that was ever at Clongowes’ (see A Portrait of the Artist). Other sections 
describe the movements of Stephen Dedalus, of Mr Bloom, of a one- 
legged saUor (who receives alms from Mrs Bloom), a meeting between 
Mr Dedalus and his daughter DiEy, a conversation between Buck 
MuEigan and Haines in a tearoom, the purchase of fruit by Blazes 
Boylan as an offering to Mrs Bloom and the wanderings of several 
minor personages, who reappear in the course of Ulysses. 

In the second section we see Corny KcEeher, the undertaker, loung- 
ing in his doorway, chewing a blade of hay. ‘Corny KeEeher sped a 
silent jet of hayjuice arching from his mouth while a generous white 
arm firom a window in Eccles Street flung forth a coin.’ In the next 
section we see the patriotic minstrelsy of the one-legged saEor re- 
warded. ‘ The blind of the window was drawn aside. A card Unfurnished 
Apartments slipped firom the sash and feE. A plump and generous arm 
shone, "was seen, held forth firom a white petticoatbodice and taut shift- 
straps. A woman s hand flung forth a coin over the area raflings.’ In 
the ninth section Lcnehan is describing to M‘Coy (the husband of the 
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singer, Mrs Bloom’s rival) an annual dinner-party presided over by the 
mayor, Val Dillon, which Mrs Bloom graced by her presence. 

‘I know,’ M'Coy broke in. ’My missus s.ing there once.’ 

‘Did she?’ Lcnchan said. 

A card Unfiirnislied Apartments reappeared on the window-sash of No. 7 Ecdcs 
Street. 

He checked his talc a moment but broke out in a wheezy laugh. 

‘But wait till I tell you,’ he said. ... 

Lenehan proceeds to tell the story of his drive home at ‘blue o’clock 
the morning after the night before’ beside Mrs Bloom, ‘a gamey mare 
and no mistake’, with Bloom on the other side of the jaimting car 
pointing out and naming ‘all the stars and comets in the heavens’. 

The cometary gesture of Mrs Bloom thus serves to fix exactly the 
synchronism of these three sections. 

This method, abrupdy used, is apt to produce a confusing effect (that 
this confusion is purposive and relevant will be seen in the commentary 
which follows). Thus a section which describes Boylan’s typist at work 
begins: 

Ivliss Dunne liid the Capel Street library copy of The Woman in iW/tVe far 
back in her drawer and rolled a sheet of gaudy notepaper into her typewriter. 

Too much mystery business in it. Is he in love svith that one, Marion? Change 
it and get another by Mary Cecil Hayc. 

The disk shot down the groove, wobbled a while, ceased and ogled them: six. 

Miss Dunne clicked on the keyboard: 

‘16 June 1904.’ 

(One is tempted to surmise that Miss Dunne is none other than 
‘Martha Clifford’, the typist with whom Mr Bloom, or, rather, ‘Henry 
Flower’, is carrying on a posle restante flirtation. The allusions to ‘mys- 
tery business’ and ‘Marion’ give colour to this theory; but these are, 
perhaps, some of the many false clues scattered through this episode, 
which, like wrecker’s beacons, are intended - for reasons which will be 
given later - to take die reader off his course.) 

The third sentence of this extract is incomprehensible till the reader 
arrives at the ninth section, wherein is described an invention of Tom 
Rochford, of the ‘booky’s vest’ - a mock Greek turn - for indicating 
to patrons of a music-hall which turns are over and which is now in 
progress on the stage. 
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See?’ he said. ‘Say it’s turn six. In here, see. Turn Now On.’ 

He shd It into the left slot for them. It shot down the groove, wobbled a 
while, ceased, ogling them: six. 

(This descnption of the ‘ogling disks’ is, perhaps, to be interlocked 
with references to the ogling minstrel, Eugene Stratton - his poster is 

j- ^ lids episode - who might be called to the stage 

ui obedience to them.) 

Agam at the close of the first section. Father Conmee, walking on his 
way to rtane, encounters a flushed young man’, accompanied by a 
young woman coming firom a gap of hedge. 

clilgbj^g detached from her light shirt a 

Priiirinpc I’odi gravely and turned a thin pageofhis breviary. Sin: 

Prmcpespersecm sunt me^rntis:^ et a verhis tuis formidavitcl meum. 

into b Psalm 1 19, which, hke this episode, is divided 

to tlip^^ being headed with a Hebrew letter. According 

SM, res « f ‘ f'" ‘^“'^responds to aU uegetable siib- 

the Divin^ M ^ indicate either an attribute of 

well as a ^ ^ celestial or mundane quality of the universe, as 

vi orT^'"' obvious rele- 

ance of a atauon, we discover an occult innuendo. 

site of fh^^ ^ section Ned Lambert conducts a visitor over the ancient 

spot t a^ n W > chamber of Saint Mary’s Abbey, ‘the most historic 

I 4 and tl ^ Thomas proclaimed himself a rebel in 

£2 "n p*X’.r“ “ 

Ned Lambert 

stood to read the card in his hand. 

e young woman with slow care detached from her ligk skirt a^ging 
I thought you were at a new gunpowder plot,’J. J. O’MoUoy said. 

FaL^V^et H toXpterfa" bfl" *e role of 

cot^ter-subject of the episode the V1V0 later, he is pitted against the 

British rule, Christ against Caiar Catholic Church against 
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‘ What arc you doing? ’ Stephen said. 

A Stuart face of noncsucli Cliarics lank locks falling at its sides. It glowed as 
she crouched feeding the fire with broken boots. I told her of Paris. Latclie.ibed 
under a quilt of old overcoats, fingering a pinchbeck bracelet, 0.-01 Kelly’s 
token Nebrcjkada Feutitimum, 

I What have you there?’ Stephen asked. 

I^bought other cart for a penny,’ Dilly said, laughing nervously. 

My eyes they say she has. Do others sec me so? Quick, far and daring.* 
onadow of my mind. 

ooverless book fi-om her hand. Chardenal’s French Primer. 
What did you buy that for?’ he asked. ‘To learn French?’ 
bhe nodded, reddening and closing tight her lips. 

Show no surprise. Quite natural. 

Here, Stephen said. It s all right. Mind Maggy doesn’t pawm it on you. I 

suppose all my books are gone.’ 

‘Some,’ Dilly said. ‘We had to.’ 

She IS drots^g. Agenbite. Save her. Agenbitc. All against us. She aviU 
hearf ^^^1 c scawccd liair around me, niy 

heart, my soul. Salt green death. 

We, 

Agenbitc of inwit. Inwit’s agenbite. 

Misery! Misery! 


k ‘ Wandering Rocks in the Odyssey is contained 

Ithaca Aftp ^ ‘^°“***^ 8*'’™ to Odysseus by Circe for his safe return to 
take ' P^^^hig tlie Sirens there were, she said, alternative ways to 

thyself consider it^^^ thenceforth be thine, but do thou 

against them for ever dark-eyed Amphitrite thiuiders 

Rocb Wandering. By thh'wa^y g°ds call the 

even the cowerini doles tliat bL7 

evermore takes ^ ambrosia to Father Zeus, but the sheer rock 

« takes one of these away, and the Father sends in another to make up 

with the slow tempo md of Stephen’s thoughts are in striking contrast 

ness of ‘wandering’ is douHM^th^ 
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the tale. ... Only one ship of all that fare by sea hath passed that way, even 
Argo . . . and Hera sent her by for the love of Jason. 

The alternative route was between Charybdis and Scylla, and tliis 
was the course chosen by Odysseus. Thus, in this episode, Mr Bloom 
excels his great precursor, for he accepts a supplementary adventure 
which the latter declined. It is only in the Argonautic records, the ex- 
ploits of Jason in quest of the Golden Fleece, that a full description of that 
peril of eastern seas, the Clashers or Wandering Rocks, is available. 
Jason sent out a dove to lead die way, and, choosing its moment, it flew 
between the clashing rocks and lost only the tip of its tail. The Argo- 
nauts followed its example and passed through unscathed, but for some 
damage to the stem of the Argo. 

The most probable explanation of this legend is that which explains 
the ‘wandering’ or clashing of the rocks as an optical illusion. To 
mariners carried off their course by a swift, though imperceptible, cur- 
rent, these rocks, projecting above the surface of the sea, would seem 
to be changing their position all the time. One may picture an archi- 
pelago, a labyrinth of such rocks, a calm sea and favouring breeze 
Nothing would seem simpler to the oarsmen, aided by an Aeolus in 
friendly mood, than to set their course midway between the rcefi. But 
these would appear to be moving towards them, to be closing in on 
them, as the current bore the ship in dieir direction. The story of the 
dove that lost its tail is, perhaps, a reminder of the damage lilccly to be 
suffered in such a maze - the loss of a ship s rudder, despite the efforts 
of the rowers to pull away from the approaching rock. 

The Homeric description of these rocks, clashing together at rea., 
lar intervals, girt about vdtb ‘storms of rumous fire’, b striking 
trast to the anthropomorphic tteatment accorded to other natural 
phenomena - the somewhat simdar dyad of dangers, for instance neV 
sonified by Scylla and Charybdis. Here we have one of be rare’ LZ 
where die Greeks seem to have seen bhnd me^ism at work- wW 
Homer fails to personify a peril of die sea. The art* of this ^pisX 

‘mechanics’, is thus a deliberate allusion to this aspea of be bgS of 

Rocks. Rochford s mechamcal invention with itTn-in 


the Wandering Rocks. Roc 

columns of w'obbhng disks! ■ are many 

ober references to mechanical movement m this episode Thm 
ir„u„her ‘spins a coffinlid on its aide , Artifom trotted on stout trou- 
(he seems rather to progress like one of H. G. ^Vejls'j Marriae-' 


sets 
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Aan as an ordmary human biped); there are allusions to a biwcle race, 
General Sloatm (shipwreck plus mechanical 
breakdown), to Mickey Anderson’s all times ticking watches’. 

of flapping leathern bands and hum of dynamos from the power- 

vou ®^skss beings. Stop! Throb always without 

Where? E ° within. Your heart you sing of. I between them, 

mere? Between uvo roaring worlds where they swirl. I. 

who raT R *• myself too in the blow. Shatter me you 

around. ' ^ ^ 

rieht sir wonderful and keeps famous time. You say 

ngnt, sir. A Monday morning, Was so indeed. 

blasphemy (as, later, in the ‘Oxen 
for Wie^: apologizes to the Creator and begs 

tliat all timps^ri U- ^ mechanical punctuahty of the universe, 

bluff omnisci ^ ”18 Mickey Anderson’s, and, the better to 

RosencrantzUvhp,, n i innocent conversation (with 

bearded and sp ° ^ ancient, not unlike the white- 

tn'o lumps mcchanicdly neat in Haines’s gesture, 'sinking 

melange’ - the shek^ran 

foaming fairway - and in' th T through a narrow, 

struggline with tliDk el ►’ ui ^ siiction, we find young Dignam 
too small for die buttoriiol ^ a collar-stud, which, 

Jason’s dove from betivecn the “ 'Ppping past the fissure, like 

ture of this episode and kl as^mg rocks. Indeed, the whole struc- 

like a t,-steZf ‘"“W 

may be described as ‘ mert, • i ^ segments of an endless chain, 

ments of Dublin life portrawd H ^“*”anity of the frag- 

ing this episode as thn ' ^ ''ve see a reason for regard- 

ofrmaXtlltofS^ 
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with prudence, the reader is apt to lose his way. Thus we read that 
Cashel Boyle O’Connor Fitzmaurice Tisdall Farrell ‘strode past Mr 
Bloom’s dental windows ’, a statement which might easily mislead the 
reader into thinking that Mr Bloom was concerned with dentistry. 
This would be an error due to false analogy; Air Bloom, the dentist, is 
quite another person. Another sunken rock of which the reader must 
be wary in threading his way through the corkscrew strait of this epi- 
sode is the interlocking device already described, whereby fragments 
&om one section are inserted in another. 

Thus, in the section where the Rev. Hugh C. Love visits the ‘most 
historic spot in aU Dublin’, conducted by Ned Lambert, we read; 

In the srill faint light he [Ned Lambert] moved about, tapping with his lath 
the piled seedbags and points of vantage on the floor. 

From a long face a beard and gaze hung on a chessboard. 

Tm deeply obHged, Mr Lambert,’ the clergyman said. . . . 

A reader who seeks to fit the ‘long face ’ to one of the persons present 
at the ‘historic spot’ will lose his bearings. The sentence ‘From a long 
face, etc.,’ is ‘lifted’ from the sixteenth section, where we see John 
Howard PameU playing chess in a tea-shop. 

Counterbalancing the danger of false analogy (as illustrated in the 
case of ‘dental Mr Bloom’) there is die risk of failing to recognize the 
identity of person under difierence of title. Thus, while Gerty Mac- 
DoweU refers to the Viceroy of Ireland as ‘the lord heutenant’, Air 
Keman sees ‘His Excellency’. Long John Farming, Dublin’s mayor- 
maker, ironically punctihous, aimounces the passage of ‘the lord 
heutenant general and general governor of Ireland’, w'hereas two igno- 
rant old women, all at sea, halt ‘to view with wonder the lord mayor 
and lady mayoress widiout his golden chain’. The Rev. Hugh C. Love, 
who has faded to get out of the labyrinth and, like so many prisoners of 
circumstance, consoles himself by looking backward, walks as in a 
dream, ‘ attended by Geraldines^ tali and personable’ , towards the Thol- 
selbeyondtheFordofHurdlcs,andtohimtheViceroy is a ‘lord deputy’ 
of yore, holder of richadvowsons. PoorMr Breen makes a characteristic 
fmx pas, for, after being nearly knocked down by the outriders, he 
salutes by mistake the a.d.c. in attendance. 

I. The feminine air of the name ‘Geraldine’ is another false due. The Geraldines 
were the descendants of the Fitzgerald family, famous in Irish history. 
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The personages who figure in this episode are themselves victhns of 
i usion, and many forms of mistake are illustrated, arising out of in- 
attention, false inference, optical illusion, mahdentification, etc. Young 
Dign^ notices the announcement of a boxing match and plans to ‘do 
a bunk on ma’ to see it. ‘When is it? May the twenty-second. Sure, the 
ooming thing is all over. Boody Dedalus, seeing a pot aboil on the 
range, expects a meal; the pot, however, proves to contain shirts; 
apearances have deceived her - a false analogy. Mr Power watches 
ong John Fanning ascend towards Long John Fanning in the mirror’, 
ut is not the dupe of appearances. Mr Keman, on the other hand, 
believes his eyes and is, at first, deceived. 

Is that Lambert’s brother over the way, Sam? What? Yes. He’s as like it as 

.imn It. o. he windscreen of that motorcar in the sun there. Just a flash 
like that. Damn hke him. 

He recalls the burial of Emmet at Glasnevin. 

^ Djgnam is there now. 

Went out m a puff. Well. weU. Better turn down here. Make a detour. 


tne snip Argo), of positive failure ship- 
-n] ’ ° bussing something, recur in the course of this episode, 
other nn“’ upon The Sweets of Sin, explores 

inventini!^°f-^T- ^ P^^^j^i^des. Nosey Flynn, examining Rockford’s 
tion Dillv n J i works, but we just miss the explana- 

shiUinsi- h^ f V, *^1 1 ° father but gets only a 

wEa niwr%F^ that by a hair, 

ture of M‘Cov E Dublin pavements are recalled by the ges- 

toe from the ^ ° ^ banana peel with gentle pushes of his 

m tW ^^ttm easy get a nasty 

u7o tSd ' T"’ by the movements of Mr Farrell, 

rnmed Ifd sto7h T 7 "“1 windows, then 

coat dangling’. ^ stickumbreUadust- 
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The group of rocks which gave rise to die legend 
gades is generally situated in the Bosphorus, between t c uro 
and Asiatic coasts. Tlie DuhUners who figure in each of the sectio , 
wandering in groups, each about his own business or p easurc, * 
likened to the archipelago of the Wandering Rocks. ere is a c ’ 
obviously intended, between the first section o ^ ^ his 

describes the journey of Father Conmee on foot an y '•” . 

presbytery to Artane, and the final section, or co a, ^ Viceroy 
regal progress &om the Lodge to Mirus Bazaar, which the Viceroy 

was to inaugurate in aid of funds for Mercer s lospi • ;,„„erium 
represents the European bank, the pomps of this wor , . 

britaimkimv, the priest stands for the Asiaric ba ', t Liffey, 

spiritual antithesis of material glory. Between t ^ 

refkdng fc B„pho™; ij.he 

less movement, Anna Liffey alone mfal y r rlrvncrowes field’; 
Conmee feels his ankles ‘tickled by the stu c o 

Ais yc. »o.h.r po»ble »u„e of ;S"k“ 

to Artane and only in imagmanon does ^ 

fields of Clongowes Wood Co lege ^,lking on the 

appropriate sense of Arnold and, for Clon- 

outskirts of London, subsnumng, for joybells ringing in 

gowes, Rugby). In imagination, too, h ^ niusic of the heart; his 
gay Malahide’. But the laddies ... blaring anddrum- 

ears are deafened by a real homage from those 

thumping’ My Girl s a Yorkshire ^ ^ Besses’; His Exccl- 

he encounters on his way; Father C -rknowledees salutes’. Each 

W (Jhe 1.C Lo;<l DoJW) it-sSon, ,vho ‘g™ 

has a silent accolade from the post Viceroy welcome with 

»,h thick niggct-lipt- a. the P"« tLghts, for his 

•blub Bps agrm’. Wc Icatn no 1 g^^ Conmes’s mnsings are those ofa 

progress is mere pageant^, but kirn the lot of the 

kindly humamsL Thus Eugene S ^uman souls created by 

unbaptized heathen. Those w ,f..Ljnot(D.y.) been brought. 

God inHis OwnLikeness to whom thefoth had^^^^^ 

But they were Gods souls creae if one might say.’ Such con- 

a pity that they ^ ; -tual i’s frequently to be seen in the 

rSfo":l;..» ivl he sinrates d.e conhict in d.e erde- 
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siastical camp itself, and, in the fable of the Mookse and the Gripes, 
opposes His Holiness the Roman Pope (the Mookse) to Sa BmtUnk 
of the Eastern Church, the Gripes of Orthodoxy. 

T roughout the episode we follow the long voyage seaward, bc- 
Symplcgades, of a mimature Argo, deviously drifting down 

PP' I received a ‘throwaw’ay’, 

tjo t ts coining which he dropped among the gulls wheeling above 
the nver. Elijah thirtytwo feet per sec is coming. The ball bobbed un- 
ee e on t e wake of swells, floated under by the bridge piers.’ The 
ourth section of this episode ends: ‘a skiff, a crumpled throwaway, 
ija IS coming, rode lightly down the Liffey, under Loopline bridge, 
ting t e rapi s where water chafed round the bridgepiers, sailing 
eas war ^st u s and anchorchains, between the Customhouse old 
^ (Mr Keman’s hour): 

rliai'nc *1^ Rogerson’s quay, with hulls and anchor- 

rnrl-P^ htg westward, sailed by a skiff a crumpled throwaw'ay, 
sixtppni-^” ^ errywash, Elijah is coming.’ Finally, at the close of the 
‘Eliiah tidings of this eastward-bound argosy. 

andVawl ’ throwaway, sailed eastward by flanks of ships 

Street arclupelago of corks, beyond new Wapping 

from RHrl threemasted schooner Rosevean 

from Bndgwater with bricks.’ 
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SCENE 

HOUR 

ORGAN 

ART 

SYMBOL 

TECHNIC 


The Concert Room 
4 p.m. 

Ear 

Music 

Barmaids 

Fuga per canonem 


One of the most remarkable features of Dublin life in the hey-day of 
Mr Bloom was the boundless enthusiasm of all classes of citizens for 
music, especially of the vocal and operatic varieties. This passion is illu- 
strated by their cult of the divo,^ carried to a degree unknown even in 
Italy. All the great singers came to Dublin, and the names of Campanini, 
Joe Maas, Mario, Piccolomini (creator of ‘Violetta’ in Traviata), Tiet- 
jens, Giuglmi, Trebelli-Bettini, and many others were household words. 
Their memories went back even to the legendary Lablache (the Chalia- 
pin of his time), who was bom (of an Irish mother and French father) 
in the eighteenth century. Other well-kno%vn vocalists of Irish blood 
were Catherine Hayes, William Ludwig [ne Ledwidge), and Foli («c 
Foley). The personahties and careers of such artists were an unfailing 
theme of conversation - the tragic Jina/i, for example, of Giuglini and 
of lima de Murska, and the curious appearance and supposed royal 
descent of Mario, Cavalicrc de Candida (who had flourished sixty years 
before and was, for the Irish ‘king’s sons’, the Prince of Candia). At the 
beginning of the ‘Aeolus’ episode, watcliing Mr Brayden mount the 
staircase of the Freeman office, Mr Bloom observes that he is ‘like Mario 
the tenor’ (it was then some thirty years since the death of Mario). Red 
Murray, the foreman, agrees, adding: 'Mario was said to be the picture 
of Our Saviour.’ To both of them the appearance of this tenor was 
evidently as familiar as is still to Londoner or New Yorker the aspect 
of the latest deceased film-star. When Trcbelli was singing at the Old 
Royal, tlie Dubliners were wont to unhorsc'hcr carriage and draw her 
in state to her hotel. The first interpreter of the roles of Basilio and Don 
Curzio was Michael Kelly, and many of the greatest modern singers 
1. Second only to their adulation of that other histrion, the political leader. 



212 


the episodes 

Qolm Sullivan, regarded by some Italians as the most remarkable 
ramauc tenor smce the death of Tamagno, John MacCormack, Mar- 
garet Shendan, for example) are Irish. 

Dublin is still, as far as bel canto is concerned, one of the most musical 
cities t e world. The famous Palestrina choir founded by Edward 
ar^ (t le Dear Edward of George Moore’s trilogy) stiU flourishes. 

• ^ enthusiastic over ‘ discoveries ’ of vocal talent 

'e y quarters and any day you may hear one saying to another, 
over a pint of Guinness: ‘There’s a young bricklayer lives down Bull 
cy an te you he d put all other tenors in the world into the shade 
y or the brickdust he gets down his throat!’ Like Odysseus at the 

Demodocus, the Dubliner is keenly 
^ c voice of one to whom ‘the gods have given min- 
strelsy as to none else . ® ° 

and fbp f we find references to famous singers, to music 

nattem ° music; the book itself is constructed on a musical 

pa em and has much of the formal intricacy of a fugue. 

have heard “^self, had he not chosen hterature, would (as all who 
^rft r"? “^de his mark as a singer- The 

the besr r ^ blood. His father was reputed to have 

(see the stm^'^'Tb^'^n'^ Ireland; ^ great-aunts, pupils of Michael Balfe 
church UB m Dtilliners), trilled and warbled in a Dublin 

tradition.^Until hSmhS 

asked about the author of of bis generauon 

course he ha. of Ulysses was apt to run: ‘Books? Yes, of 

Joyce’s abandr""'' The story of 

tlX i rT- *«och to the chagrin of his ItaLn 

y“t be wriJ^^^^^^ f--o d! Rezke, remains 

for^^yratTerrh ’ ofpoems, Chamber Music (published over 

andUr laS’one orT of cLposers over 

musical basis of To ’ ^ Poems no less than seven times. In fact, the 

‘Sirem’ is one - the episode of the 

any oth^r.^e/ distinguishing it from die work of 

bc//e section of Km, eee difficult passages of the Anna Livia Phira- 

when read aloud* ffi "L ^ ^“”d, pellucid as running water, 

I Avramol "PP^opnatc rhythm and intonation by the 

I. A gramophone record (HJvlVTev:.,..,fT ... ■ 

•) xtsts ofjoyce s reading of this fragment. 
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author. In fact, rhythm is one of the clues to the meaning of the Wake 
for each of the polymorphous personages of the work has his appro- 
priate rhythm and many cross-correspondences can be verified by 
reference to the rhythm of die prose. ^ 

This rcsumd of the musical proclivities of the Dubliners in general 
and of the author of Ulysses in particular seemed not unnecessary as an 
approach to this chapter, the ‘Sirens’, which both in structure and in 
diction goes far beyond all previous experiments in the adaptation of 
musical technique and timbre to a work of literature. 


The episode of the ‘Sirens’ opens with two pages of brief extracts from 
the narrative which follows. These fragmentary phrases appear almost 
meaningless^ to the reader till he has penned the chapter to its d- 
nevertheless, they should not be skipped. They are like the ' 
of some operas and operettas, in which fragments of the 
and refrains are introduced to prepare the hearer’s mood and 
give him, when these truncated themes are completed and^d *4 
in their proper place, diat sense of familiarity which, strangel 
enhances for most hearers their enjoyment of a new tunc ^ ^ 

Speaking of this episode, after a careful analysis u 
ProLsor Curtius observed;^ ^ ° 

these two pages ofsccminglynic.-minglcsstcxtfonninrcalityacar f II , i, 

out composition, which can only be understood when the rcad'^ ”l 
the whole chapter, and studied it with the greatest attcntion'^Vl!^ Perused 
technic here employed is an ex.act transposition of the music 1 
the kitmolif, tlic Wagnerian method. But there is this diffc^ ‘'''^•'“■uent of 
musical motif is complete in itself .and aesthetically satisfying. 1 
ncri.an Idlmoiif with enjoyment, even though I cannot phcc • ^ ,“5 •'> Wag- 
halla theme? W.alsungcn theme?). But the mord-motif imintcir ur’”" 
acquires a meaning only when I relate it to its context. Of ‘h i 
fluslied more’, I can make nothing. Joyce has <lclibcratdy 5 °^ 

difference between sounds and words, .and. for tliis reason his “scntial 

question-ablc value. ’ '"-'^P^nment is of 

I . So curious is the languapc of this cpiwdc ^vhcii it \ 

from 



of so 


ime cccciuric kind. 


uot 
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, (it i> " 

but litcratutic 
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Qohn Sullivan, regarded by some Italians as the most remarkable 
ramatic tenor since the death of Tamagno, John MacCormack, Mar- 
garct Sheridan, for example) are Irish. 

n'ripr- f 1 ** concerned, one of the most musical 

fanious Palestrina choir founded by Edward 
I V ear Edward of George Moore’s trilogy) still flourishes, 

in nnJtT enthusiastic over ‘discoveries’ of vocal talent 

over a nJiv- o^e saying to another, 

Aliev anri T ^^^ce s a young bricklayer lives dowm Bull 

onlv for rl, t -^T j f in the world into the shade 

So il Tu "n sets down his throat!’ Like Odysseus at the 
suscentiblpT ^ ivine singer Deniodocus, the Dubliner is keenly 

strelsy as to nonem‘' 

and the fasr'^^ Ulysses we find references to famous singers, to music 

Sttem and h " uTt’ musid 

pattern and ha much of the formal intricacy of a fugue. 

have hS H chosen literature, would (as all who 

‘gift of minstrf>l^ convinced) have made his mark as a singer. The 
the best tenor vn'^ T ^j^od. His father was reputed to have 
(see the storv ‘Th'^H Jf grcat-aunts, pupils of Michael Balfe 

Chutd, TS I ' ■" •riW and w..rbled in a Dnblin 

.on i. canoying on ,ha fandl, 

asked about the autbor^of fJ/" of In. genetaCion 

course he has writl was apt to run: ‘Books.? Yes, of 

Joyce’s abandonm J’cioits. But - how is his voice} ’ The story of 

teacher, who heardU^ is career, much to the chagrin of his Italian 
yet to be written promise of a future de Rezke, remains 

forty'ye^ of poems. Chamber Music (published over 
and oL aX ^ ™ of cLposers over 

musical basis of Tovre’ P°cms no less than seven times. In fact, the 

‘Sirens’, is one ^P^^ificaUy illustrated in the episode of the 

any other writer. EvcHp distinguishing it from the work of 

he//e section of Hwieems M^ake]'^'^ passages of the Auna Livia Phira- 
when read aloudiTl an 

I* A gramonhon a rhythm and intonation by the 

•fv gramophone record (H.M.V ^ 

•) - of Joyce s reading of tliis fragment. 
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objection (besides the justification for Joyce’s 
technique wbch I have aheady suggested, die pleasure of musical 
mmscence) is that the first notes of diemes. for instance the inti- 

bea o t e reis ted, are equally fragmentary; their meaning and 
beauty can only be apprehended when -i, 



phrase as does the leittnotif. 

Mis'; Mi^n **’ *^tiiiond Restaurant, Miss Lydia Douce and 

reval hnnf episode opens, watching ‘the vice- 

low in th ^ Douce is convinced that the ‘fel- 

observed her and, of 

course, faUen victim to her charms. 

Her wet lips tittered: 

He s killed looking back.’ 

She laughed: 

‘O wept ! Aren’t men frightful idiots?’ 

With sadness. 

an ear. SaunterLg sadirtold ^ 

It s them has the fine times,’ sadly then she said. ’ 

natural prlpmsity fo^r mto the Ormond. Long practice and a 

language of the bar ^ expert in the little 

rolf ofi^ Siren 
ber victim to the drinkbg^po™" profession, she soon brings 

doctor order today?’ 

‘ With *e greatest alacrity,’ Miss Douce agreed. 

On his Stl t'ep\^ of Blazes Boylan’s jaunting-car. 

he calls at the OrmLd fora^k^””/?’^ o’clock with Mrs Bloom, 
bear it ‘jingling on supple fubbS anri’ 

eating a belated lunch he bear • i”'^’ ^Ir Bloom is 

inner car of iniagination 1; • l” *<= 

to Eccles Street. ’ '^®^' ^^j®nnting hero’s car on its way 
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Lenehan, tlie humorous parasite, enters the bar and tries to flirt with 
the barmaids, but is snubbed. For Lenehan is one who ‘never has it’, as 
tlie Dubliners say. Meanwhile Mr Bloom, on his way to the Ormond, 
stops to buy some notepaper for his reply to Martha’s letter. 

Two sheets cream vellum paper one reserve two envelopes when I was in 
Wisdom Hely’s wise Bloom in Daly’s Henry Flower bought. Ate you not 
happy in your home ? Flower to console me and a pin cuts lo. Means sometliing, 
language of flow. Was it a daisy? Innocence that is. Respectable girl meet after 
mass. Tanks awfully muchly. Wise Bloom eyed on the door a poster, a swaying 
mermaid smoking mid nice waves. Smoke mermaids, coolest vvlriff of all. Hair 
streaming; lovelorn. For some man. For Raoul. He eyed and saw afar on Essex 
bridge a gay hat riding on a jaunting car. It is. Third time. Coincidence. 

Jingling on supple rubbers it jaunted from the bridge to Ormond quay. 
Follow. Risk it. Go quick. At four. Near now. Out. 

‘Twopence, sir,’ the shopgirl dared to say. 

‘Aha ... I was forgetting . . . Excuse.’ 

‘And four.’ 

At four she. Winsomcly she on Bloohimwhom smiled. Bloo smi qui go. 
Temoon. Think you’re the only pebble on the beach? Does that to all. For men. 

In this stcicccito passage of Mr Bloom’s monologue three themes may 
be observed which haunt his musing throughout the episode: Martha’s 
letter (in which a flower w^as enclosed), the erotic book he has in his 
pocket {The Sweets of Sin), and the impending interview between Boy- 
lan and Mrs Bloom. He tends to associate that other conqueror, Raoul 
of The Sweets of Sin (‘All the dollarbills her husband gave her were 
spent in the stores on wondrous gowns and costliest frillies. For him! 
for Raoul!’), with the seductive Blazes. 

Boylan arrives at the Ormond and is hailed by his sycophant. 

See the conquering hero comes — 

He touched to fair Miss Kennedy a rim of his slanted straw. She smiled on 
him. But sister bronze outsmiled her, preening for him her richer hair, a bosom 
and a rose. 

Miss Kennedy for the allurement of the hero’s eyes performs the bar- 
parlour trick o{ soiinez-h-chche. Boylan watches her gestures with some 
approval but he is ‘boylan with impatience’ to be off to his rendezvous. 
It is four o’clock and the lady waits. The ringing smack of ‘nipped 
elastic garter smackwarm’ against a shapely leg - soimez h cloche - is 
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a mere prompter’s callbell for the undress rehearsal o£ Loves Old Sweet 
Sons over winch he will soon preside at No. 7 Eccles Street. 

^ eanw i e Mr Bloom, accompanied by Richie Gouldurg (Stephen’s 

nuncle Richie’), has entered the restaurant. 

Jingle a tinkle jaunted. 

Bloom heard a jing a little sound. He’s off. Light sob of breath Bloom sighed 
on die silent bluehued flowers. Jingling. He’s gone. Jingle. Hear. ... 

wHrh Lcopald cut liversliccs. As said before he ate 

incr Pnir Vw*”? org.ins, nutty gizzards, fried cods’ roes while Ricliie Gould- 

atf’Bloom’ate ^hey 1 "!^" 

Bloom svith Goulding, married in silence, ate. Dinners fit for princes. 

anJ’^d Dollard (the ‘bass barreltone’), Simon Dcdalus, 

fit hie • providing musical entertainment at the piano 

ie !lnd % """ Mr Bloom played 

rtuLs n Mr Bloom’s mood as usual 

out the J and his silent monologue is through- 

c“ »;:„TxtL 

vole atjy"^ of prclude closed. A chord longdrasvn, c.xpcctant drew a 

‘mcnjirsllsan- that form cudearUw: 

Richie turned. 

‘Si Dedalus’ voice,’ he said. 

dearing flow o’v^ldii limb 'h listened feeling that flow en- 

Pat is a waiter liard of h ' ^ ^'oom signed to Pat, bald 

waiter, wa d walthm m h r "I ^^t will do. Pat. 

mummrflikc no'^voiL^nf 1 ^ 

toudiiiig their still eirt • I reeds or whatdoyoucallthera dulcimers, 

iiv«.GLd,™iLTJf 

when fint thev heard WhV i seemed to from both depart 

h-rdfromapL;„i^^ 

oftlovcd word expect it in the least, her first merciful lovesoft 

ha'vf ?a„'V wSr^SnT ^°"g- Lovely name you 

Accept my httle pres. Play on her hearmrings pur.cstAigs 
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too. She’s a. I called you naughty boy. Still the name: Martha. How strange! 
Today. 

The lovesong from Martha, Martha’s letter and a memory of that 
romantic soiree %vhcn first he saw the form endearing of Marion 
Tweedy are nhngled in Mr Bloom’s soliloquy. 

‘ Each graceful look . . .’ 

First night when I saw her at Mat Dillon’s in Terenure. Yellow, black 
lace she wore. Musical chairs. We two the last. Fate. After her. Fate. Round 
and round slow. Quick round. Wc two. All looked. Halt. Down she sat. All 
ousted looked. Lips laughing. Yellow knees. 

' Charmed my eyes . . . ’ 

Singing. Waiting she sang. I turned her music. RiU voice of perfume of what 
perfume does your lUactrccs. Bosom I saw, both full, throat warbling. First I 
saw. She thanked me. Why did she me? Fate, Spanishy eyes. . . . 

‘Come!’ 

It soared, a bird, it held its flight, a swift pure cry, soar silver orb it leaped 
serene, speeding, sustained, to come, don’t spin it out too long long breath he 
breath long life, soaring high, high resplendent, aflame, crowned, liigh in the 
effulgence symbolistic, high, of the ethcrial bosom, high, of the high vast irra- 
diation everywhere all soaring all around about the all, the cndlessnessness- 
ness 

The listeners in the concert-room applaud. 

Bravo! Clapclap. Goodman. Simon. Clappyclapc!ap. Sound as a bell. Bravo, 
Simon. Clapclopclap. Encore, cnclap, said, cried, chapped all. 

In this passage, perhaps, w'e may hear an echo of Blake’s Dr Clash 
and Signior Falalasole, a satire on the prevalent taste for e.Kotic music,^ 
the final stanza of which is, as Mr Foster Damon has remarked, ‘an 
entire concert in itself, from the entrance of the conductor to the 
terminal applause’. 

Gentlemen, Gentlemen! 

Rap, rap, rap. 

Fiddle, Fiddle, Fiddle, 

Clap, Clap, Clap. 

I. Thus to the Dubliners music was an essentially Ilalian art and they always 
liked to allude to songs by their Italian names, even though the opera whence tliey 
came w.as by a non-Italian composer and usually sung in English. Thus one would 
ask the other, ‘ How did he sing the Dio possentcl ’ {Even bravest hearts may sivell), or, 
as in this episode, demand M'appan {Wiai first Zsaiv 
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Mr Bloom begins his letter to Martha, doing his best to conceal svhat 
he writes from the gaze of Richie Gonlding. 

Itr-m ^ \ ^ l<^hing, cute as a rat. He unfurled Iiis Freeman. Can’t see now. 

wrnfc”rl dipped. BIoo mur: dear sir. Dear Hent}' 

^ flow. Hell did I put? Sonic pock or otL 

hisuttcrlimposs. Underline ,mp«s. To write today. 

inf ''rites, the sound of the piano and die thoughts it evokes arc 
ten^ven with memories of Martha’s letter and of the sen^ant next 
swiW P« on die clothes line: the w.iy her crooked skirt 

ment for V' t*'^ r strings together his false pearls of senti- 

an ad?’ ‘ Y u ^ n’urmurs aloud, for Ricliic’s (‘Answering 

an ad? Yes. ) benefit, the cliches of liis business. 

now. In hastrHcm'^^r'^'^"^^' me. You bow 

Improvising i’ntcrII2^o"p S What is he playing now-t 

me? Crooked sl-irr . • ' • ' ‘ ^ ‘“’t" turn. Howwillyoupun?You punish 
if I dHn’t I iuU »’<= I "’ant ta Ibow. O. Course 

sad? S„ H ^i t V' i-’ °«'tltate sad in minor. Why minor 

ree. sXVd Je. ' ^ ^ ^-1 so sad tod.iy I- 

Iard’s'^‘!rencham°^^“ 'mprompui concert at the Ormond is BcnDol- 
. trenchant rendition of The Croppy Boy 

BI.S mefmher: Dollard the croppy cried. 'Bless me W /ct ,„e,o.’ 

Fellows shell out’thci^rVanfr “ghtcen bob a svcck. 

those lovely By the carl * ' ° ■vveathereye open. Those girls, 

breach ofpmSe Frol rl,-TTua^^°"^Sirl’s -"lanee. Letters read out for 

TbSy 

soldier from Hs Xck bastened. The false priest rustling 

thrill they itch for. Yeornan captain. They know it all by heart. The 

Tap. Tap. ' “P' 

A new"' motif mak«ltsel”La^d''^*^l^’ arrived at Mrs Bloom’s, 

the blind tuner tannin » h‘ closing pages of the episode - 

tnning-forhr which he feftonthepfmo^° the Ormond to recover the 

Pamment, there is one mstru^LrtoSi“rof^ 

t Jul, an Odysseus with lus ears open 
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By rose, by satiny bosom, by the fondling hand, by slops, by empties, ,by 
popped corks, greeting in going, past eyes and maidenhair, bronze and faint 
gold in deepseashadow, went Bloom, soft Bloom. I feel so lonely Bloom. 

Tap. Tap. Tap. 

Pray for him, prayed the bass of Dollard. You who hear in peace. Breathe a 
prayer, drop a tear, good men, good people. He was tlie croppy boy. 

Mr Bloom tramps out of the Ormond to the rhythm of a marching 
song and the echo of remembered streetcrics. 

Instruments. A blade of grass, shell of her hands, then blow. Even comb and 
tissue paper you can knock a tune out of. Molly in her shift in Lombard street 
west, hair down. I suppose each kind of trade made its own, don’t you see? 
Hunter with a hom. ... Cloche. Sonnez la. Shepherd his pipe. Policeman a 
whistle. Locks and keys! Sweep! Four o’clock all’s well! ... Drum? Pompedy. 
Wait, I know. Towncrier, bumbailiff. Long John. Waken the dead. Pom. 
Dignam. Poor little iiomineiiomme. Pom. It is music. I mean of course it’s all 
pom pom pom very much what they call da capo. Still you can hear. As we 
march we march along, march along. Pom. 


The two Sirens, seated in a flowery mead,^ ‘bewitch all men’ and ‘en- 
thrall them with their clear smging’. The Sirens are not mere cantatrices, 
they are also magicians who ‘bind’ men with their spells. The Semitic 
roots sir-eii, in combination, signify the ‘song of enthralment’. The two 
mermaids of the bar, bronze Miss Douce and gold Miss Kennedy, prac- 
tise their arts of fascination on all who approach them. Miss Douce gaily 
pohshes a tumbler trilhng (for Mr Dedalus’s benefit): 

O Mores, queen of (he eastern seas.^ 

on the perilous voyage past the Sirens’ isle, that does not play - the tuning-fork, 
the conscience of the episode. An emblem, this, of Mr Bloom; among these 
eccentrics, enthusiasts, patriots, braggarts, he alone stands for the norm of 
humanity, homo would-be sapiens. 

1. As M. Berard points out, the word here translated ‘mead’ is the Greek ver- 
sion of the Semitic root abet and is used also to describe the ‘ soft meadow of violets 
and parsley’ which surrounded Calypso’s home. The rocks of the Sirens, a group 
of islands near Capri, are covered with low herbs and meadows of narcissus. The 
Sirens, like Calypso, had a keipSv’ avScgocvTa. In this coiinexion, Mr Norman 
Douglas’s Siren Land is not only fascinating reading but a mine of Siren lore. He 
has mucli to say about the habits and habitats of the Sirens, and agrees with M. 
Berard as to tlieir Phoenician origin. 

2. The correct version of this line (from Leslie Stuart’s Florodora, a musical 
comedy wliich had a great vogue at the beginning of the century) is ‘Oh, my 
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The sea they think they hear. Singing. A roar. The blood is it. Souse in the 
ear sometimes. Well, it’s a sea. Corpusde islands.^ 

The language and content of this episode (its tecJniique is the Jiiga 
per canonem) are throughout handled in a characteristically musical 
manner. The theme is rarely simple; there are generally two, three, or 
four overlapping parts, which, synchronized by intertwinement in the 
same sentence, or closely juxtaposed, produce the effect of a chord of 
music. He who reads such passages as certain cultured concert-goers 
prefer to hear a fugue - with the parts kept mentally distinct in four, 
or less, independent horizontal lines of melody - will miss much of the 
curious emotive quaUty of Joyce’s prose in this episode. For most of the 
sensuous value of music, the enthralment of the Sirens’ song, is missed 
by the musical ‘high-brow’ who forces himself to analyse the sounds 
he hears and separate the music into independent lines of horizontal 
parts.® To enjoy to the full the emotion of symphonic music the hearer 
should be aware of it as a sequence of chords, listen vertically as well as 
horizontally. And this holds good not only for the romantics such as 
Beethoven and Wagner, who (especially the latter) ‘think in chords’, 
but also, though in a somewhat less degree, for contrapuntal fuguists 
like Bach. 

The various themes are introduced in the fugal manner: the first, the 
Subject, is obviously the Sirens’ song: the Answer, Mr Bloom’s entry and 
monologue; Boylan is the Counter-Subject. The Episodes or Divertimeuti 
are the songs by Mr Dedalus and Ben Dollard. The Episodes, Subject, 
Answer, and Counter-Subject are often bound together contrapuntally 
in the narrative or in the texture of Mr Bloom’s monologue (as illus- 
trated in several of the extracts already given). 

The effect of this technique is to thicken the texture of the narrative 
and, especially, the silent monologue. Certain passages (one of these was 
quoted and analysed in an introductorj' chapter), while they flatter the 
ear by the richness of their rhythms, demand the exercise of a keen 

1. Cf. Stephen’s monologue in the ‘Proteus’ episode: ‘tides, myriadislanded 
•within her, blood not mine, oinopa ponton, a winedark sea’. This is one of many 
passages in the early episodes of Ulysses which prepare the reader’s mind for the 
meeting of Stephen with Bloom, forecasting of their mystical ‘at-onement’. 

2. I anticipate the retort: De te fabala. But I refer to the concert-goer when he is 
actually listening to the music. If he study the score outside the concert-room, he 
loses nothing and may find his pleasure enhanced by the knowledge he thus 
acquires. 
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intuition for their complete understanding. Words are 
ncated, augmented, anastomosed. Phrases are chpped, interlocked, 
niah A” ™ sttnggling in his pale, told Mr Bloom, face of the 

The teeh ^ ^ s. Dcdalus house, sang 'Turn rank and fame.’ 

lie IS c.xp amed with hmnorous precision in the next sentence. 

the nieht Colliding, told Iiini, Mr Bloom, of 

sisn^icant adjective jmiIc from its noun ficc a curiousi)' 

‘Blot over th writing his letter to Martha, says to himself: 

tiVe rLd fff ^ P-- «tbit. S Jething detec- 

, tninks of the laughmg witch. Poor Mrs Purefoy. U.p.: 

often tliinks of the'matjr , which begins ‘Matcham 

who now ’ The amli which he won the laughing witch 

decs S hT 'ioo co' M ‘ ’’“P S“"f»y- “e Bloom ,vo,.- 

iMcr in the m 1 u"" ” 8"““ " ■'™ H "Titing a price nt-bit. 
ever sees anything J ‘ A^s Be!)Jfoy 
■^a Purefoy?’ she said. 

■S/ ^ Matcham often ... 

An association is thus fnrrm„j i. 

is ‘three days bad’ in thp T • .^'^^^’^Minai Purefoy, the friend who 

Mrs Purefoy!’ Just befnrp ^ 11 ?'^ Hospital and Philip Beaufoy. ‘Poor 
tion, Mrs Breen showed hiin rlT^ Bloom of Mrs Purefoy’s condi- 
received, ‘ U.p. : uo ’ Thnc u postcard her husband had 

Mr Breen’s postcard. ^ ^®PMrs Purefoy is associated widi 

of the barmaid M»i<i 
Wandsrith th^®-"°®“f'=*‘“''e of the latter. The name 
l^Me'^the ■'J? ^ less to mV h "V""''7- *<= ‘v-o barmaids, Miss 

■ ^ypomixolydian’ Miss Lvdiar>r.^°^*^'^'^’u'^^^i"'°'’°tative than her col- 

uce, whose relative minor’ she is. 
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Of thclnindrcds of 11111510.-11 forms vcrb.illy reproduced in the course 
of tills episode I select a few to illustnitc the lines on which Joyce has set 
his Canto of die Sirens to unheard music of some eccentric hind . 

Mr Bloom thinks of the days to come when Marion’s lovers will have 
abandoned beauty in decay. ‘Leave her: get tired. Suffer dien. Snivel. 
Big Spanishy eyes goggling at nothing. Her wavyai7e.-i^dieav7eavy- 
evi-e%7 hair un combi’d.’ The last phrase here is a tnUando, .-uid the 
word imcomhcd is written c-xaedy as a singer might have to enounce it 

at the close of a cadence. _ 

‘Will? Yoiri I Want. You. To’ is a staccato eftect; lunng, ah, allur- 
ing’ an appoaoiatura (an ornamentation of the basic word /»r/«?). The 
triumphant knock of Boylan. the ‘cock o’ the roost sounds martdiato: 
‘One rapped on a door, one tapped with a knock, did he knock Paul 
de Kock^wth a loud proud knocker, with a cock orracarracarra cock. 
Cockcock.’i Miss Mina Kennedy bending across the counter whispers 
sordameute to the ‘gentleman with the tankard that the singer is Ben 
Dollard. There are several portamento the words slide 

on into one another, as in ‘ILiin. Diddle, iddle, addle, oodle, oodle . 
There is the rhythm, sound, and form of a rondo m the passage: From 
the saloon a call came, long in d)nnp -That was a tuningfork the niner 
had that he forgot that now he struck. A call again. That now 1 ’= PO'^cd 
that it now throbbed. You hear? It throbbed, pure, purer, softly and 

softlicr its buzzing prongs. Longer in ying ca . 

”,«)“« »cl, .vords as •Blmstop’, jhctc fc 'tlmas', tl.c 
letters 00 and ood (Bloom stood up) arc oimttcd, and such sentences as 
‘Why did she me?’ and ‘Milly no teste where the central verb is 

omitLbeUveensubjectand object. Thus the hearer of an emptyfifth 



Perc du Tcrtre says of him. P ^ plumage are of a 

capon, but taller, widi a P“ ^ peacock’s feathers; his back is brownish-grey, 
fine gleaming blue, her short, are black. When this bird is domesti- 

his wings and tail, wm“^ ^ •, ^ster in the house. Easily tamed, he grows so 

cated, he behaves as if he w to gain admission.” ’ 

familiar in his ways that he wiU tap at cne 
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(a note hel J ^ major tliird. There is a fcrmatn cffca 
passage fair , 1 ^°” ‘^“mtion), die aftermath of aiirt/rc/Mui' 

phonic- 

RingabcUs *o Ben. He heard them as a bavin 

hour fill! ofitalian shins’ \V ibeir barc-iroles. Quecnstosni hst- 

earthquake hat<: ' t ^ow, Ben, in the moonlight with those 

CrossV aS; ha^lt^sX”- ‘”’'’ 

“a 'incfquisitc contS^r" “ P"“***d in sucli sequences 

naanloss naoonless “TsMe "one.,, nisi, e' «J 'vas. 

- in ‘Big 

followed by two perfeef ch^^^d^^* (Dominant seventh 

of ‘absolute pitch’ for what would be in music a sense 

diat [Imlianl hurdvimrcl''^ \ °ok tolook: songs without words. Moll)’ 
sick.... Undcrstandl,iJll^°^' meant the monkey was 

Tho bringS;T.g:w“l? “ft -'■“'“"s' 

names, and of fragment f t, 2t the bar, under abridged 

a swift simultaneous clink of material from preceding pages, in 
Near bronze ft is clearly the sSrctfa of the fugue. 

glasses all, brighteyed and ®far tlic)' chinked their clinking 

^mmer. rose of Castdle £ t I n 
Dedalus, Bob Cosvley Kemsn 1 

Not only is d ■ 

•also IS nch in musical allus'ions^^^'^^i?" tlic terminology 

^>0 tcatray dowai to an unt, I”, awdi manners transposed 

■i^-acl:acbe he (Richie Gouir.TM^'.*'" 

' '2 piper ... Stave it ofrawhilf ’'‘c''lT'“‘^'",?r P^gramme. Paying 
Jx'gked. ‘Want to listen sham' his owm gut.’ ‘All trio 

by the score.’ -Fit as a^lddl^’., ‘Tenors get ss-omcn 

a oiccs blended. ... They direw. S‘gg^'”g peal young goldbronzc 
m ct freefly their laughter.. keads back, bronze gigglcgold, 

armony Avenue, DonnybrfoL’ P‘'=''cing notes.' 

1C climax of the song from 
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Martha is rendered in nlmost technical terms. ‘Quitting all I.anguor 
Lionel cried in grief, in cry of passion dominant to love to return with 
deepening yet rising chords of harmony.’ After the dominant comes 
inevitably the return. Thus Stephen' expounds the perfection of the 
octave. ‘The fundamental and the dominant arc separated by die 
greatest possible inters’.al which ... is die greatest possible ellipse con- 
sistent with die ultimate return.’ 

In no other episode, pcriiaps, of Ulysses has Joyce attained such a 
complete ‘atonement’ betsveen subject-matter ,ind form. To Professor 
Curtius the experiment appeared ‘of questionable v.ilue’, and, ifit were 
a mere tour dc force, an arrifid.ol grafting of musical on verb."!! idiom, 
musicoliteral virtuosity, his doubt would be well-founded. But here 
the musical rliydim, the sonority .and counterpoint of die prose, arc 
evocative of the theme itself the Sirens’ ‘song of cntlir.almcnt’. This 
episode differs from most examples of ‘musical prose’ in diat the mean- 
ing docs not lose but is, rather, intensified by the combination of the 
two arts; sense is not sacrificed to sound but the two are so harmonized 
that, unless his cars, like the Achaeans’, are scaled with wax against die 
spell, the reader, hearkening to ‘the voice sweet as the honeycomb and 
having joy thereof, will go on liis way the wiser 

1. Ulysses, page 4,79. 

2. Odyssey, xu: 186-8. 

o\) -{ip -w -It; Tf,Se r.ap-ri>Me v^jl ^ 

Tiptv v’ fipewv (xe/.t'i'ripuv i-o cropirov o-’ iy.oHaoa, 

6i>X 6 ye Tept^apevo? vstTixt zal rc>4;iova elSui;. 



12. THE 

CYCLOPS 

SC! 'ti: 

The Tavern 

(Hil'i; 

i p-in. 

O i' (. A ,*i 

Mincle 

AIIT 

I’.-htics 

sa stnot. 

r'cm.rt! 

a iciiNic 

Cliganiism 


Tiir setting of thi5 episode is Ilamcv Kicnian’s. one of DnWinj most 
Cr V ” ' % i'’i>ses nt tile tiini of tiic century. Situated nc.ir the 
urcen .Street Court!, ouse. it sv.as nu.ch p.atronieed' bv those conneaed 
ofevSil"!*' ^’thcr witli tile l.i\v. Kicriian’s hobby was die coliccfioa 
his rniim ' "'j''’ ''nnic. counterfeit coins (whicli !ic mailed to 

which InTl' in nuirders. .a piece of rope 

hanned brothers, the pl.ass of the h.angni.in avho 

Kiernan’s il”' h.anpmen s pl.isscs. ‘On my first visit to 13amcy 

formative McMut;!, in the witty and in- 
Jormanve nrt.cic- from vhich these facts are culled. 

webbed iiid^ein'^T^T h.angmen’s ttl.a.sscs), all dustv, cob- 

one b.ar w.!s ver)- d.i'rk. but 

and fided prints of t'l I'andoifls and Iiorsc-pistols to a sun'.ir<onc 

appro;cbi.,'jrc!idofV 'T '7 

fer of most' Iceil Ivi ' ' ^'^"’'^' *'’^I’'^®^‘’''’*>'*'aricd.abomi9aowithtIictrans- 
n-st sSs sS n o'rr f°T Cmtrts. Pcrluaps the 

‘A Bird is Knmvn bv hs s"^ ^ "m "T ’’ 



Cyclops' (lin'^'u J!! °5 netting to iltc conversation in tile DiiSlin 
is Obvious ’ incident of tlte hangman’s letter. 

descript, ii^tlic IdchK-'^cfl bibulous Dubliner, a non- 

^ highly coloured td.om of the profane vulgar, and Ins 

Mci-Iugl, and Edho^for'thch'^k;"’^'^'^ gratitude to Mr 

information given in tins article and to P'-''''‘''ss'on to incorporate some of the 
ana lo quote from it. 
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simple periods are punctuated by Our Lady’s adjective. Since Pygmalion 
and the Georgian novelists, however, that word, once unprintable, has 
ceased to alarm, and no excuse is needed for its frequent appearance m 
the course of the following pages. It occurs thrice m the first paragraph 
of the episode and this average is well kept up throughout the remam- 
der. ThLarrator uses ‘bloody’ both in its pejorative sense and as a mere 
intensive, the latter usage being, strange to say, etymologicaUy the more 


I was just passing the time of day with old Troy of the D.M.P. at Ae comer 
of Arbour M there and be damned but a bloody sweep 
near drove his gear into my eye. I turned round to let h^ have -ght of 
my tongue when who should I see dodging along Stony 

‘Lo, Joe,’ says I. ‘How are you blowing? Did you see that bloody chimney- 
sweep near shove my eye out with his brush? 

Joe end the nattator, after a short convmation, “ 

siney Kiemans, tvhere they find a fierce Snm “'j!* 

dtizen’ havina 'a great confab with himself and an equally aggressive 

“rilMmedGiyowen. Joe snmds drinks and prodncesasovereign 

in payment. 

Begob the sight nearly left my eyes when I saw him land out a quid. O, as 
true as I’m telling you. A goodlooking sovereign. 

‘And there’s more where that came from, says He. 

"whcczc. 

The ‘prudent member’ is Mr Bloom who (see the ‘Aeolus’ episode) 

rcmtadedMrHynescacUctinthedayliathehadm^ywdmwa..^^ 

Free,™ office, m the hope (unrealized) that Hynes would at repay 

’Thelt'nSig.instthe«I..V,,^^^^^^ 

•founded by >'™ 

^““dSJa^s d». for -adon^P-;*. 
son? How’s that for Martin Murphy, the Bantry jobb 

Li.de Alf Berp. popped in 
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Alf kept making signs at tlic door. And begob what was it only 
W , Denis Breen in his bath slippers ss-ith nvo bloody big 

wrpfrK ^ oxter and the wife hotfoot after him, unfortunate 

r7”“ ""“'f e,likc a poodle. I thought Alf would spht. 
card cn ^ traipsing all round Dublin with a post- 

IdTrdSt” 

Take a what?’ says I. 

Libel action,’ says he. 'for ten thousand pounds.’ 

Presently Mr Bloom approaches. 

door. started growling again at Bloom that was skeezing round the 

S?SLm "r" y°"’’ 

Martin CunninXm’*rre.' ' 

for th^entprt ^ bimdle of ‘hangmen’s letters’ from his pocket 

the entertamment of the company aSd Joe reads one out. 

7 Hunter Street 

High Sheriff of Dublin, 

Dublin. 

Joe Gam, in Bootletn mle'il TrvT “^^'’ementioned painful case i hanged 
for fond murder of Jessie Tilsit in / , H'vate Arthur Chace 

executed the aiojul murderer Toad 7 assistant when Billington 

in he can’t get out hoping to be favoured' ' 7 '^ of putting the noose once 

S J '^^at remain, honoured sir, my terms is fiveginnese. 

H. Rumbold 

The C'ti ■ Master Barber 

pohtics, and Mr conversation roimd to his favourite topic, 

‘And the chi^; S Son T ‘1™ -to an argument, 

brothers Sheares and Wolf^T^'^u ^ ^^Stiment about the point, the 
Emmet and die foTlI °tr Arbour Hill and Robert 

Curran and she’s far from^^e Tommy Moore touch about Sara 

The memory of the dpiel * i. 

at Bloom. * ^ citizen taking up his pintglass and glaring 

ay/ says Joe. 

You don t grasp my point,’ says Bloom. ‘What I mean is ...’ 



THE CYCLOPS =29 

'Sim Few!' sa>-s the drizcn. ‘Sim fciii cmhair.! The friends we love are by 
our side and die foes we liatc before us. 

Presendy Mr Bloom explains diat he lias come in die hope of meeting 
Mardn Cunningham, to arrange for payment of Dignam s insurance 
to the widow. But, for aU his goodheartedness, Mr Bloom is odious to 
the Boeotian narrator. 


He starts all confosed mucking it up about the mortgagor under the act lie 
the lord chancellor gis-ing it out on the baicli and for die benefit o. the wfc 
and that a trust is created but on the other hand that Dignam osved Bndgeman 
the money and now if the wife or the sridow contested die mortgagee s right 
till he near had the head of me addled wth his mortgagor under the an. He was 
bloody safe he wasn’t run in himself under the act that time .is a rogue and vaga- 
bond onlv he had a fnend in court. Selling bazaar tickets or what do you call 
it royal Hungarian privileged lottery. True as you’re there. O. commend me 
to an Israelite 1 Roj'al and privileged Hungarian robbery. 


With each rotmd of drinks the Citizen becomes more and more 
patriotic. ‘Off they sarted about Irish sport and shoncen games die like 
of the lawn tennis and about hurley and putting t c stone an r^cy^ o. 
the soil and budding up a nation once again and a 1 to diat. Joe inquiry 
about the concen tour, organized by Blazes Boylan, m which Mrs B. 
is the bright particular star . 

Hoho begob, say-s I to myself, says I. That explains the milk in the cocoanut 
and absence of hak on the animal’s chest. Bl^cs doing o" 

Concert tour. Dirty Dan the dodger’s son of Island bridge tl^ -’d ‘he ame 
horses tsvicc ovc^o the government to fight the B^n ... T^t s the bi ck 
that’ll organise her, take my tip. 'Tsvhct me and you Caddereesh. 

Messrs O’MoUoy and Lambert enter and the 
to Mr Breen’s famous libel action. The Ci^en obsert^es that Mrs Breen 

is to be pitied for marrying a half and half. 

‘How half and half?’ says Bloom. ‘Do you mean Jat he 

‘Half andhafflmean,’ says the citizen. ‘Afellowthatsneitherfishnorflesk 

‘Nor good red herring,’ say-s Joe. _ . , jf ^u know what that is.’ 

‘That’s what I mean, says the citizen. Ap g » ^ 

Begob I saw tlicrc was trouble coming. 

The talk veers round to the Jewish problem whereon Mr Deasy gave 
wise counsel to Stephen earlier in the day . 
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^ Those arc nice things, says the Citizen, a Nestor come to judgement, 
coimng over here to Ireland filling tlic country %vith bugs.’ 

Jo n yse Nolan and Lenehan join tlie party; the latter is depressed, 
won th^'^^'^' Ascot Gold Cup are out; Throwaway, an outsider, 


buni^rj ^ to one. Such is life in an outhouse. Takes the biscuit and talking about 

bumons. Frailty, thy name is Sceptre. 

Continues his flihninations; now, the variation on his 

navv W ^ homily on the brutality of punishments in the 

navy. Bloom, as usual, takes the moderate view. 

w S I wo ji.’. i. 

beyond tlw sea force, says the citizen. ‘We have our greater Ireland 

mudcabhis aTd I 7 Tv “ the black 47. Their 

ram. But those tb ! roadside were laid low by the battering- 

age. And they St ^--“ber the land of bond- 

naile, the champions of 

Perfectly true,’ says Bloom. ‘But my pom; was ... ’ 

not withow Siraef Mrtr”^ 

courage, Mr Bloom returns to the attack, 
national hatred am^ngnaSt Perpetuating 

;Yes.’tys°Bt°'^ ■’* 'ays John Wyse. 

What is it? ’ says John Wyse. 

A nation?’ says Bloom ‘A r%n#4 • i 

place.’ ■ nation is the same people living in the same 

in the same place for Ae paft ’ ^ f°r I’m living 

of o.u„e ovwyonohad . 1.0^“, b 1 oo„ „d Ho, „ n.uck oo. 

"Iso living in different places.’ 

•wru «ysJoe. 

WhatisyournationiflmayaskP’saysthedtizen. 
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■Ireland,’ says Bloom. ‘I was bom here Ireland.’! ,i , L. 

The citizen said nothing only cleared the spit out of bs guUet and, gob, 
spat a Red bank oyster out of him right in the^ comer. 

‘Are you talking about the new Jerusalem? says the atizen. 

‘I’m talking about injustice,’ says Bloom. 

‘Right,’ says John Wyse. ‘ Stand up to it then with force hke • 

That’s an Ihianac picture for you. Mark for a softno^d bullet 
face standing up to the business end of a gun. Gob, he d adorn ^ weepmgb ush 
so he would if he only had a nurse’s apron on bm. And then he collapses all ot 

a sudden, twisting round all the opposite, as imp as a , i jjp 

‘But h’s no usl’ says he. ‘Force, hatred, bstory, all that. That s not the We 

for men and women, msult and hatred. ... 

Mr Bloom decides to go round to the court to see if Cuimmgham 
is there. Lenehan surmises ^ 

‘...thecourthouseisabbid.Hehadafewbobonr/— .«yandhesgone 

that horse only I put bm off It and he t He’s the only man m 

you what you like he has a hundred shilhngs to five on. He s the only ma 

Dublin has it. A dark horse.’ ^ 

It will be recalled that earlier in the day (see th^ 

sode) Bantam Lyons asked Mr “ LTas just gomg to throw it 

in bs paper and Mr Bloom rephed that he was just g g 

away. 

‘what’s that?’ , .i „obc to tbow it away 

‘I say you can keep it,’ Mr Bloom answered. I was gomg 

that moment.’ , , > 

, . „ this omen by Mr Bloom and Lyons 

The unconscious utterance of tins hi3 return to 

manner of retailmg it speU trou ^^^^^^^ngham has arrived). 

Barney Kieman’s (where meanw ^ ingredient of a perfect 

To drunkenness and chauvimsm the thir g 

. • ‘r-itVinrland* - wre familiar to tnc 

I. Such arguments - as to what Authoress of the Odyssey, page 146)- 

Greeks, as Samuel Butler has pomted t ^ fatherland is any place 

Tlius a character in Aristophanes sugg p/,nnidcs) that it is any land that ^^’lU 
where he is making money, should have a special appeal to Greeks 

feed him. The reasons why such pro of mv Introduction, 

and Dubliners aUke are suggested m CliapW 4 ot my 
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W ~ “ now added. The thirsty patriots expect 

Mr HI ^ ^ winner s tribute - drinks aU round. But 

Mr Bloom cannot understand their hints. 

‘Don’t fpll seeing it was looking blue. ‘ Come along now.’ 

And the hi 1°?’ citizen, letting a bawl out of him. ‘It’s a seact.’ 

he bloody dog woke up and let a growl. 

Bye bye aU, says Martin. 

And he got them out as quick as he could. ... 
ting up to waddr’t^^^ |o wering the heel of the pint when I saw the cirizen get- 

and spattine nut oft,' and candle in Irish, spitting 

ing pacify him. ^ leprechaun try- 

me alone,* says he, 

of and they holding him and he bawls out 

Three cheers for Israel!’ 

drive ahead; ^theChizmb^^f^ the jarvey of his jaunting-car to 
moon was a jew jew ‘Ifthemanin the 

ivlr Bloom retorts. 

the Saviour w.is a icw andT'^^f Marx and Mercadante and Spinoza. And 
■He had no fithi ’ sn Sr' ^od.* 

.■Whose God?’ srt^s ^rivc ahead.’ 

like me.’’ ^ ‘Tour God was a jew. Christ was a jew 


The Citizen is beside liimsclf with fury. 
1 11 brain that bWd,. ; ^ 


‘I’ll brain tk 

I wll. Give us th.it bisemhbox Cre”*^ name. ... I’ll cnidfy him so 

As luck would liave it rTi 

off with him. ejarvey got the nag s head round the other way and 

m fulfil hb sclf-imposS’Snd 
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The adventure of Odysseus witli the ‘monster Polyphcmc’ reflects 
but little credit on the vaunted sagacity- of the hero; he had, indeed, a 
regrettable habit of looking for trouble, and only prove unsc nc 

in counsel’ when escape from tlic consequences of an impru cnee a 

to be contrived. No doubt he was wary enough at first, and concealed 
his fleet in the bay of an islet near tlic land of the Cyclopes, where there 
was an hospitable cave ringed ss-itli tall poplars and abundance of sv.ater 
and goats, whereon he and his men feasted to t cir learu coiUcnt. 
the spirit of adventure urged him to ‘m.ake f 

what manner of folk they arc’ - the same spint that led Mr Bloom, un- 
wisely wise, to make proof of the humanity o t c oa ers assem ^ c 
Ki™’, te. Odj c,mc » the outer eoort of the mouttet 5 d» 
■boat with , toner, deep bedded, end with taU pines and oeks ".A M' 
erotvn of leaves’. With ttvelve men he enteted the tave ea.^e. b" 
of dark wine for its owner (temporarily absent), 

thing’. Homer gives us a detailed invratotyo , ,v e 

die Lkeu well laden with cheeses, .he m.lk-pads and bowls, t^ fcl* 
drtonged with lambs and kids, ’each kind penned by 
apart, md the summer lambs apart, apart mo tl. e yo . n g^ ng. rf the 
fk’.dt^ he observed 

logu^intheHomencmaimc^rm ^randerers. answering 

the Cydops came ° hospitality with blasphemous invective. 

Aetr pohte and pious pl^ for ^ ^ ^ 

Then the sturdy ^ of the hills’, 

grmts and made his the monster. 

Odysseus, ‘prudentmember re^m^ ^ 

Next day, still prisoner m ?i,;,aening it in the fire. At nightfall 
sharpemng a club to a pom copious bowls of unmixed 

the guest played P"J moUified: ‘Give me it again of thy 
wme to the giant, .%roman is my name,’ Odysseus re- 

grace and teU me of thy na 

plied, and Noman they ca > sunkin drunken sleep, Odys- 

fellows.’ of the club in the fire, drove it into 

scus, having heated ^ejh p by his 

the giant s eye. The y P -med him. ‘ No man is slayong me by guile 
encs for help, as -e ^ w ° |,j.other is delirious, they thought, 

nor at all by force, he repu 

and slept again. 
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At daw Odysseus and his men escaped by a stratagem and embarked 
on t eir ship. The Cyclops hurled a rock at die fugitives, but, blinded 
as e was, missed his target. Odysseus, despite the admonitions of his 
p s company, shouted a challenge, and die giant riposted ivith 

ano ler rock which fell bcliind the rudder and drove the ship forward 
to safety. 

f j ^"^g^don contained in his pseudonym dehvered Odysseus; 

(OSuocreut;) is formed from two roots — Nonian-Zeus 

(UuTt(;-ZEUi;). 

wversal binomial denominations would be his as entity and nonen- 

Assumed by any or knosvn to none. Everyman or Noman.^ 

intp ^ of tins episode presents several features of exceptional 

biitrin' ' I r*' * j ®PP‘-^^'®don of which it is necessary to examine the 
of the b^ f of the Cyclops legend. Homer gives an indication 

he menthol giants when, speaking of the Phaeacians, 

fled to esr n ^ dwelt in spacious Hypereia’, whence they 

and its persecution. Hypereia is ‘the high tov-n’ 

to that rp ^uivalent is Cumae; similarly the Semitic name given 
umsienif,fs‘rb °"'"''"’/°rresponds to the Greek Cyclopia. The root 
circle^of tb ^ combination we have ‘the 

be located L'^Ib ' land of the Cyclopes may safely 

be located m the vtctmty of Naples, round the bay of Cumae.= The 

identified with nonentiw point of view, .-monymity may be 

observes: ‘On remarmiera n„^'i ,'"^‘'‘’ 0 " pi'^o’uewte (page io8) Dr Contenau 

example of such a oJrinhJ,- “ P‘"P‘"^ Bivins sont utic pMphrasc [an 

est “le Toi de la vilh"^d'n< towards the close of this episode]: Melpixrt 

dieu (e/). „e rdadict seigneur {adon), baal dc IcI endroii, 

de la philosophic des immlf,' a Cela tient a un point fonda- 

si elk a un nom. La dSiin,„;,F.„- . ’’^^'dentale ancienne: une chose n'cxiste qtie 

noinmer une chose e’esi la erfer ""P ^ existence de I’objet et s’identifie h Ini: 

nom d’lin dieu, le profdrer c'pul nn acte e’est dejd Vaccomplir. Si Von connait le 

obeir, il s’ensuit qtie Vhommp j *”'■ nenir d I’appel de son nom cst 

fa[on de pares d un tel incoiwfnip mailre du dieu dans une certainc inesure. La 

C’est ce qu'ont fait les HZZx Z,r w pdriphrase.... 

the use of ritual periphrasis wUl F" "o’nde Dieu dtait ineffable.’ Illustrations of 
episode. petipnrasis wiU be found in the course of my analysis of this 

2 - page 688. 

indebted to M!BlraId’rSiP; 5 „f'-° accost of Cyclopias which follow I am 
first edition. Phemcens et VOdyssde, Tome ii. pages 114-79 of the 
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Greeks, puzzled by the name Oinotria, believed that tliis country was 
Vineland, the land of wine {oitios-vhium), but that the derivation sug- 
gested above is the more exact is evident from t le act t at t e rst 
Greek settlers in that tract of the soudi-west coast of Italy desenbed the 

natives as the Opikoi (i.c. the people of tlic eyes). 

The coastline of die bay is studded .shdi the extinct craters of volca- 
noes, and, near its eastern spur (in die direction of Napl^), there is a 
smaU island, an extinct crater, wdth a narrow neck of sea 'vhere 
of the crater has fallen in. Inside dierc is exaedy the harbotir ‘^“cnb 
by Homer, ‘where there is no need of moormgs either to cast audio 
^ r r ’ is ‘the land of the eyes , these eyes 

or to &ten hawsers . C^dop.a is ^ hknsc\£ is an 

bemg the volcanic craters of the region. > F 

obviL pe^nificarion of a volcano in cropnon, ^^“8 

,ocb and lava avith bidcona clamoor. 'bte a wood d jf *= 
.oavedng bilb, wldch 

hiU he has to use fulminant; the more liquid 

The Citizen is persisten y violence He has a patriotic fixed 

he absorbs, the in Ws land of foreigner, Jew, or 

idea; he will not brook the P^se proud’, harried the 

Sassenach, just as the Cyclop«> to leave their 

more dvUized ^^^“^^,^Qtizen’s method is to ‘send to the right- 
colony m high Hypereia. Tbe 

about’ all who are not “"^ ^j^^^jt^endy volcanic sport of ‘put- 
twth him. He is second to non , pishogues. Thus even 

ting the shot’. He fomes neighbours. The 

in historical times the Op^ founded by the Peoples of the 

history of Cumae-en-Opik j^artyrdom; Dionysius of Hali- 

Sea, was, M. Berard tells u , Cumaeans against these savage 

camassus has related the of warfare. . . .’ The Greek hopHtes 

barbarians, second to none m on diese giants of the coast; 

alone could impose some sor versed in violent sports and the 

as for the ‘Semitic or to flee before, the onslaught of 

perils of war, he preferre j^r Bloo"^ is forced to beat a retreat 

the coastmen’. In like m j^joUify the intransigent People of the 
before the weight-putter. usually made offerings of wine - the 

Eyes, Greek and Roman traveUers usuauy 
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from durance. In tliis episode die idea of anonymity or misnomer is 
suggested under many aspects. Mr Bloom himself, we are reminded, is 
a Virag by birth. The name of the loquacious narrator is never stated, 
nor is the Citi 2 cn ever called by his name. At one moment die dog 
Garryowen^ is rechristened Owen Garry. There is a re crcnce to our 
greatest living phonetic expert (wild horses shall not drag it from us) , 
to a poet who uses the pseudonym Little Sweet Brattc i, to t e a se name 
given by O’Molloy when pa%vning his watch, to the writer of a letter 
to Ae Umtri Initmn who sign, himself ‘P (' And a very good 
initial too,” says Joe’). The characters rarely address each other by diei 
surnames and express themselves metonymica lly whenever possib . 
There are instances of the shirking of names allusions to a change 
name accompanying a change of religion, enlisttnent, or marnage 
the metamorphosis of plain Mr Breen into Signor Bnm, 
zouave; to the tmeertainty of the narrator as to t 
Crofton or Crofter, ‘the Orangeman or presbytenan , and, we 

find a substitute for the divine name, the meffable tetragrammaton , 

"flwLrc of fc te sswen pges °f 

reference to Mr Bloom ^7 "“f “ md Crefton or 

He got them out as quick as he could, J. ^ omnnrfccinn 

whitlver yoi, call liim and him in the middle of them .the a pp 
of Mr Bloom’s name is too marked to be merely 
apparent anomalies in Ulysses this omission is oerta y ofthe 

has, perhaps, a ritually symbolic bearing. In the bidding P'»y'“ 

Ca hoUc Good Friday service the pries, prays for a long ,ogP» 
fled persons, calling L die congregation 

fwtsgemia). But when, last of all, he prays for the Jews calf to 

perfidisjudaeis (How apdy that et falls into 

genuflexion, b cause tL Jews bent the knee to Chnst m “ock-y. The 

deliberate refusal to naie Mr Bloom m the 

episode Ituah further 

I. Garryowen is (at page 3 p) mentioned^' gra^papa^ 

Garryowen that almost talked . But the ‘bloody old towser’, but the 

with ‘grandpapa Giltrap’. He walks out with the blooay oia 

animal is not his. 
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broimht^*?.- primitive peoples. Od)-ssci:s pnidcntlj- 
cavc\ t M ' Ti'i"' ” of wine when he entered the monster’s 

rSts ” *= 

it will !)(. ^rtt iti tile course of die episode aod 

should hivf’ ^ homage to die monoailar Polvphcmc. ‘You 

te»rd 0 r„.?r ?':? ^ '’>■=•■ '«= o-, = dn- eye in tbt 

drouth is in it’ Tr ‘eye all bloodshot from the 

certain ‘flash tofTc Wr Bloom as ‘old cod’s eye’, to 

patchovcrhiscyc’.'V Vo’M 'if 

nbo“rs,o ■'■* "•■=-b=. ‘Pt'te in » ™d 

and tile Nelson nnl' ^‘ fiood till you heard anoilicr and blinltiiig facts 
drawing up a bill Pitting your blind eye to die telescope and 
to back him up mod " “ impeach a nation and Bloom n^ing 

civilization. ^ ^ ^o'hcration and their colonics and their 

r s)'pluIisation, you mean.’ says the citizen. 'To hell with them!’ 
ot less ouoaseously spoke tlio M,„ of the Eye to Odyuseun 

the Cyclops this ' ijfajcd’f blessed gods’ - in the mouth of 
verily we arc better men than Acy J’oti’rc a blessed nuisance’ - ‘for 

pf God the sun was'b his ^ 

ts said to have ‘die sum ; i • ’ . , tit jargon a person who is drunk 

Was nearly closed’ the'nar ~ boxer 'whose right eye 

Garryowen ‘where it would'ifTw- .^tappily suppressed, to kick 
sewer, the ‘blbd intestine’ T1 

an imprecation of the sween , t-cmark, indeed, of die narrator - 

an obvious recall of the bli/dil ° ”iy eye’ - is 

wood sharpened and heated in^r^ Sjant, and the huge club of olive 

tts pigmy caricature bM^t > P-P“=’ 

Odysseus owed bs es^oo f T ' Icnockmcdown cigar’. 

“^tne, a debal of per SawTu-t prtidenfch.mgc of 

P csonahty wbch permitted his ghosdike evasion 
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from durance. In tins cpisotlc the idea of anonymity or ™ 
sugpted under many aspects. Mr Bloom hiinscl , we a^^ 
a Virag by birth. The name of the loquacious narr. 
nor is the Citizen ever c:,allcd by his name. Ac one 
Ganyoweni is rechristened Owen Garry. it from us)’, 

greatest lisdng phonetic c.vpcrt (wild horses s la name 

to a poet who uses the pseudonym Link Sweet runr i, ^ 

given by O’Molloy when pawning his ware L to “And a very good 
to the United Irishmnn who signs himscl other by their 

initial too,” says Joe’). The characters nire y a res , possible, 

surnames and express themselves ■ _5 to a change of 

There arc instances of the shirking or marriage; to 

name accompanying a change of religion, cn papal 

the metamorphosis of plain Mr Breen "s'tothecorrectnameofone 

zouave; to die uncertainty of die narra • , ^ and, finally, we 

Crofton or Crofter, ‘the Orangeman or pres J . tetragrammaton’, 
find a subsritute for the divine name, die meffable g 
in Ahha Adonai. c jjjg episode is that any 

A curious feature of die last seven evaded. In such phrases as 

reference to Mr Bloom by name is ^ , Power and Crofton or 

‘He got them out as quick as he f’” , jje of them’, the supprMSion 

whatever you call him and him in t e merely accidental. Like all 
of Mr Bloom’s name is too mar 'C to certainly deliberate and 

apparent anomalies in jn the ‘ bidding prayers of the 

has, perhaps, a ritually symbolic 5 for a long series of speci- 

Catholic Good Friday service the ‘bend their knees’ {Flectn- 

fied persons, calling on die the Jews - Oremus et pro 

mtts genua) . But when, last of a , c P place !) - he omits the call to 

perfidis Jndaeis (How aptly that cf a s Christ in mockery. The 

genuflexion, because the Jews ent^^ ^ closing pages of the 

deliberate refusal to name t jj^ood to nonentity, may be taken to 
episode, liis degradation to ^ irnpHed in catholic ritual; further 

symbolize the commination o J in the markedly reli- 

justification for this rapprochement m y 

1 mentioned as ‘grandpapa Giltrap’s lovely dog 
1. Garryowen is (at page innominate Citizen is not to be identified 

Garryowen that almost talke • .. with the ‘bloody old towser , but the 

with ‘ grandpapa Giltrap . He 
animal is not his. 



the episodes 

gious trend of the argumait in these pages, Mr Bloom’s ‘blasphemous’ 

I ^ ^ of the Saviour and the wion of an ascent into 

licavcn on winch the episode ends. 

in w V “'Ofcover, a perfect loais classiais of the various avap 

hire name (or, rather, misname), and accept the offer of a drink 

Give it a name, citizen,’ says Joe. 

\X inc of tile countrj’,’ says he. 

, What s youn?' says Joe. 

Ditto MacAnaspev.’ savs I 
:2>~ pin., .A’. 

Hcaltli, Joe,’ says I. ’And all down the form.’ 

I should where the mourners, carousers, 

xshould say, s.t on long benches, like Homeric oarsmen.) 

I ’J'jj 

at Bloom. ... ^ says die citizen taldng up hk piutglass and glaring 

;guld you make a hole in .another pint?’ 

swim?’ says I. 

anytliing in the wav^oV f Bloom) 'Are you sure you won’thas'C 
>ir.’ refreslunent?’ says he. ... 

.‘Fortune, Joe,’ says 1. ‘Good health, citizen * 

God save you,’ s.ays the citizen. 

|What will you have?’ 

‘HalfoSim°”s!vsT h “ celebrate die occasion.' 

Yes, sir, s.ayshe.‘Isvm.> ^ 

.You? says Joe. 

‘Repeat that dMe.’^ays J^r ^ shadow never grow less.’ 

Yeomanry’ is a synwvm ® figure witli an uplifted hand. 

2. Cf feCvd*'’ « the Bier War “ "^ttionalist sneer at the sup- 
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•Here you arc, dtizen,’ says Joe. 'Take dial in your right hand and repeat 
after me die following words.’ ... 

‘Have you time for a brief Hbarion, Martin?’ asks Ned. 

‘Only one,’ says Martin. ‘J.J. and S.’ ... ^ 

‘Well,’ says Martin, rapping his glass. ‘God bless all here is my prayer. 

‘Amen,’ says the dozen. 

‘And I’m sure he will,’ says Joe. 

‘And so say all of us,’ says Jack. 

The parliamentary custom of avoiding reference to a member by 
name is illustrated by a passage beuveen nationalist members and the 
Speaker. Tliis dialogue also exemplifies the roundabout official way of 
evadmg a plain answer. ‘Has die right honourable gent eman s amous 
Mitchels™ telegraminspired the policy of gentlemen on the treasury 
bench? (O! O!).’ 


The answer is in the negative. 

(‘O, rocks!’ practical Penelope would say, impatient of the eternal 
childishness of political man. ‘Tell us in plain wor s . ) ^ 

In this sense - but this sense only - the language of the group m he 
bar may be said to be parhamentary. Their speech suffers also from the 
disease of language styled catachresis, a preference for the mot tuju^te. 

The truth, the whole truth and nothing but the trudi. so help you Jimmy 

Johnson.... , 

Don’t you cast your nasturriums on my character. ... 

I beg your parsnips — 

Show us the entrance out. 

A Dubliner can, it seems, give points even to the Cockney m this 


The tecl^c of the episode, gigmUism, at first produces the impression 
of a series of merely parodic effects. At mtervals the narration is taken 
out of the mouth of the nondescript vulgarian and becomes mock- 
heroic, Gargantuan, pseudo-sden^c. or antiquanan m style. This 
techni; ofte? amounts to parody, but it is parody of a spead and ap- 
kind The method here is the inflation of certain themes to 


, . . nrniection of Cyclopean shadows of human 

burstmg-pomt, or the projec^n 


propnate 

forms on thrsideToFa'c^vem. Tims an early allusion to the appearance 
of the Citizen is followed by the giganuc descnption of Inm, dis- 
tended to monstrous dimensions. 
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Tlic figiire sc.itcd ou a large hoiildcr at the foot of a round toweravas that of j 
rt at 1011 crc t rcpclicstetl stronglitiibed frarihcyctl rcdliaircd fredy freckled 
i "idemoiitlicd largcnojctl longheaded dcepvoiced barekneeJ 
'T legged riiddyficcd jinewyarmed hero. From shoulder to 

rnv ' Y ”'easiircd several dls and his rocklike mountainous knees svere 
* •''"■'•se the rest of his body wherever visible, with a strong 
wbirli I ° 1*”°''!’'^'" B'’e*e {bitx Eiiropais).^ Tlic widewinged nostrils, from 
witliiit tl^'v ° ^ *-’"'’ny hue projected, were of sudi capadousness diat 

Tile fv '^•^' jnious obscurity the fiddlark might easily have lodged her nest, 

sinnt I.T " i'^ *'Y'"^'^‘^”‘^^^””Iestrovccvcrforthcmastcn'wcrcofthcdinicn- 
rcpular A powerful airrcnt ofwann breath issiicdat 

rcsoinnr/'tV.'^'i' * civity of his mouth while in rh)'thmic 

runiblinnK- of his formidable heart thundered 

loftier Wilis' ground, the summit of the loft)' tosver and the still 

loftier avails of the cave to vibrate and tremble. 

Irciniid Citizen, lamenting die deforestation of 

Int atr ' ‘‘’Z ‘description, as a proa indal reporter would 

Glands ar tf" ‘^t "'"'‘iing '« the family of die M’Conifer of the 

attendintr tli'^ ^ Racrc iit Hono. The numerous persons 

Miss Virnin a •Tborcal names: Miss Blanche Maple, 

Hn the I-Iotn' Timidity As]>enall, Mrs Li.ina Forest, etc. 

the ponlars on "•’'dative there is an unusually precise description of 
of leaves’ wliicl''^ i •''"ti oaks with high croaaai 

cathm 1 cl Cyclops.) Mr Bloom, depre- 

There follows 1 Peaches the gospel of imivcnal love, 

e f^llo'vs a httlc homily on love’s sweet nbicinity. 

Mary Kella^ Gcllv Mali Constable 14A loves 

a fair gentleman lI n bic)'de. M.B. loves 

loves Alice, tlic dephant 0?d W Cha Pu Chow. Jumbo, the dephant, 

Vcrsdioylc avidi tlif f ' j- "’itli tlic c.ar trumpet loves old Mrs 

lady who is dead ™ brown macintosh loves a 

penon because evcrulili' ^ person. And this person loves that other 
cause eveybody loves somebody but God lov^s eveybody. 

treasmetan°ril^Tf^°" f ^ handkercliicf, ‘a mudi- 
^emc of art’ dTtJ embroidered ancient Irish facc^oth’, ‘the 
a. A roto ’ ' emanatoy field’ a number of lifelike 

Hill of HoavtlZ^ •G.E., hero of the IVakc, one of whose aamtars is the hirsute 
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scenes, brines to our mind Homer’s detailed description of the golden 
baldric of Hercules (Odyssey xi: 609-u). ‘whereon wondrous things 
were wrought’, scenes of hunting and war. This implied analog)' em- 
phasizes the Herculean strength of the ferocious Dublmer. 

The flinging of the biscuit tin at Mr Bloom leads to an earthquake. 

The catastrophe was terrific and instantaneous in its effect. The ol’^rvatory 

of Dunsink reSstered in all eleven shocks, all of the fifth grade of Meroalh s 

scale, and there is no record e.xtant of a similar seismic distmbance in our island 

since the earthquake of 1534. the year of the rebellion of Sdken Thomas. The 

epicentre appears to have been that part of the metropolis which constitutes the 

iL’s Quay ward and parish of Saint Michan covering a surface of fortyone 

j J cnmrc nole or perch. All the lordly residences in the 
acres, two roods and one square poie 01 1 ^ ; 

vicinity of the palace of justice were demolished and that noble edifice itself, m 
which at the time of the catastrophe important legal debates were m progress, 
is hter-ally a mass of ruins beneath wliich it is to be feared aU the occupants have 

been buried alive. 

FinaUy, in the ‘giganric’ version of Mr Bloom’s deprture we find 
the ‘Elijah’ motif, developed maestoso, soanng to height celestial, to 
crash at last, like Icarus, into sudden bathos. 

You never saw the hke of it in all your born puff. The jarvey saved his life 

as sure as God made Moses. ... And he let a voUey of oaths after him. 

•Did I kill him,’ says he, ‘or what? ^ 

And he shouting to the bloody dog.^ 

‘After him, Garry! After him. boy. 

And the last we saw was the bloody car rounding the con«r and old sheeps- 
face on it gesticulating and the bloody mongrel after it with his lugs back for 
all he was bloody well worth to tear him limb Aom mi .... 

When, lo, there came about them all a great bnghtnes and they beheld the 
chariot wherein He stood ascend to heaven. And t ey eheld Him m the chariot, 
clothed in the glory of the brighmess, having raiment as of the sun, fair as the 
moon and terrible that for awe they durst there came 
a voice out ofheaven, calling: Ehjahf E/ynh! And he answered with a mam cry: 
Abbr,/ Adouai! And they Ehjah, amid clouds 

of angels ascend to the glory of the bnghmess at an angle of fortyfive degrees 
over Lnohoe’s in Little Green Street like a shot off a shovel. 
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The Rocks 
S p.ni. 

Eye, nose 
Pjiming 
Cre-y. blue 
Virgin 

Timi csccn cc-d c tu III csccn cc 


Fnr aw.iv in the west fb niysterioiis embrace, 

lingered lovinelv •'”><1 the hist glow of .ill too fleeting d.iy 

Mowth giEirdiiig .is proniontory of dear old 

S.indyniount shore and list'V^"^'^' weed-grown rocks .along 

•Streamed forth it rim.J ‘ 1 '”'^^ cluirch whence there 

l>-pureradi:;:\arre;r'^!!"‘""-'^^ voice of praver to iicr who is in 
the sea. «ormtossed heart of man, Mary, st.ir of 

escape from seism'ic cin^troT Cyclops’ den and a miranilous 
heart of Mr Bloom B • r ^ eoincs at last to tlic stormtossed 

Ing walk along the forLm'! J.v ' on his mom- 

wives, svith tlmir bia was here that he noticed the two mid- 

splaycd feet sinhing^^lTslmr’" 

S.indymount shore mrl i ^ scene of this episode is 

shadow (‘Whvnot’enril.^'^ni*?^ Stephen’s 

captor of Proteus, as he^scribbV^ star? ’),nianshape ineluctable, 

I'cr mouth’s kiss, aild mnse^. ‘m l" ’"tprovised ‘tablets’ mouth to 
I am lonely here. O tonrl ' ^°ft soft soft hand, 

all men? I am quiet her/ T*^ now. What is diat word known to 
vague desire strewn in the'b^M' touch me.’ Seeds of 

gcr yet, pcri--ading the snn/f n ^Ptimming, tlieir emanations lin- 
Gertrude MacDowcll Inn 1 • *^?'^*”* tired Mr Bloom and Miss 

sentimental memories’ of A Bloom, too, has 

on Howth. ... Sllowefnn nnder wild ferns 

heather scrub, my hand under^lLm^L'^'" “ '’l'" 

oer hernape. you 11 toss me aU. O ivonderl’i 
!• e/<yrrcj, page 167. 
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In such an ambiance of sentiment Getty MacDowcIl, ‘gazing far 
away into the distance’, dreams of loves forgotten, love to be. In such 
a night as tliis N.iusic.ia heard in dream Adicn.i’s summons to the 
Phacadan beach, where a certain godlike wanderer was sleeping, snug 
in fallen leaves like a seed of fire within black embers. Gerty’s girl 
friends. Cissy Cafircy and Edy Bo.mhnan, seated beside her on the rock, 
jealous creatures of grosser clay, strike, it must be admitted, a jarring 
note. And Tommy and Jacky Caffrey, the curly-headed twins, for all 
tlicir tender years, arc no better than they should be. They have built 
a round tower — a little omphalos of dieir own — on the Cape Mortclla 
model, and dicirs is the spirit of Corsican brotherhood. 

Boys ss-ill be boys and our tsvo twins were no c.vccption to this golden nilc. 
The apple of discord was a certain castle of s,and wliich Master J.icl:^’ had built 
and Master Tommy would have it right go wrong that it was to be arcliitectur- 
ally improved by a frontdoor like the Martello tower had. But if MasterTommy 
was headstrong Master Jaclrj’ was sclfwilled too and, mie to die maxim that 
every little Irishman’s house is his castle, he fell upon his hated rival and to 
such purpose that the wouldbc assaikint came to gnef .and (alas to relate!) the 
coveted castle too. 

Baby Boardman in his pushcar. though too young to fight, manages 
to make a nuis.ancc of himself in his own small way. 

‘Say papa, b.aby. Say pa pa pa pa pa pa pa. 

And baby did liis level best to say it for he was very intelligent for eleven 
montlis evciy’onc said and big for his age and the picture of health, a perfect 
little bunch of love, and he would certainly turn out to be sometliing great 
they said. 

‘Hajajajahaja.’ , .tiv 

Cissy wiped his little mouth with the dribbling bib and wanted him to sit 
up properly and say pa pa pa but when she undid the strap she cried out, holy 
saint Denis, tliat he was possing wet and to double the half blanket the other 
way under him. Of course his infant majesty was most obstreperous at sudi 
toilet formalities and he let evciy’onc know it. 

‘Habaa baaaahabaaa basaa. 

And two great big lovely tears coursing down Iiis checks. It was all no use 
soothering liim with no, nono, baby, no and telling liim about the geegee and 
where was the pufFpuff but Ciss, alw.ays re.id^vittcd, gave him in his mouth the 
teat of the sucking bottle and the young hcatlicn was quicldy appeased. 

It is a relief to turn to Gerty,^ as fair a specimen of winsome Irish 
girlhood as one could wish to sec . 
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almost talked’. (Garryowen will be recogmzed as the old towser , 
loaned by grandpapa as boon companion to a blood and oims cham- 
pion’.) 

Tommy and the baby meanwhile are quarrelling about a ball which 
Tommy claims for his. 

O, he was a man already was little Tommy Caf&ey since he was out of pin- 
nies. Edy told him no, no and to be off now with liim and she told Cissy Cafirey 
not to give in to him. ^ ^ 

‘You’re not my sister,’ naughty Tommy said. Its my ball. 

But Cissy Caffirey told baby Boardman to look up, look up high at her finger 
and she snatched the baU quickly and threw it along the sand and Tommy after 
it in full career, having won the day. 

‘Anything for a quiet life,’ laughed Ciss. ^ 

And she tickled tiny tot’s two cheeks to make him forget and played here s 
the lord mayor, here’s his two horses, here’s his gingerbread carnage and here 
he walks in, chinchopper, chinchopper, chinchopper chin. But Edy got cross as 
two sticb about him getting his own way like that from everyone always pet- 
ting him. , , 1 T » > 

Td like to give him something,’ she said, ‘ so I would, where I won t say. 

‘On the bectoteetom,’ laughed Cissy merrily. , 

Gerry MacDowell bent down her head and crimsoned at the idea of Cissy 
saying an unladylike thing like that out loud she’d be ashamed of her hfe to say, 
flushing a deep rosy red, and Edy Boardman said she was sure the gentleman 
opposite heard what she said. But not a pin cared Ciss. 

Presently Master Jacky kicks the ball as hard as ever he can towards 
the seaweedy rocks. A gendeman in black sittog there mtercepts the 
ball and throws it up towards Cissy, but it roUs back down the slope 
and stops right under Gerty’s skirt. Cissy tells her to kick it away 
and Gerty gives a kick, but misses. The other girls laugh. 

‘Ifyou fail try again,’ Edy Boardman said. ^ 

Gerty smiled assent and bit her Up. A dehcate pmk «ept mto her pretty 
cheek but she was determined to let them see so shejust hfted her ste a httle 
but just enough and took good aim and gave the ball ajoUy good kick. ... Pure 
jealLy of course it was notliing else to draw attention on account of the 
•^1 1 Ur,rr She fclt the warm flush, a danger signal always 

»<! Till 

had only exchanged glances of the most casual but now under the bnm ofher 
new hat she vended a look at him and the face *at met her gaze J-e in the 
twiUght wan and sadly draw, seemed to her the saddest that she had ever seen. 
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Obscn ing the lonely gentleman, she reads tljc stor}’ of a liaunting 
sorrow written on his face. 

hin'i he rr!?u intently, so still, and lie saw her lacl: die ball and per- 

tli.it thoiu-htf buckles of her shoes if she swung them W:« 

pm on the " ^ " *' * ' down. She was glad that something told her to 
wis far aw.r H tliinhing Ueggy Wylie might be out but tint 
~c; ^ dreamed. It was he who 

i. d aivelv , 1>»« because sliefelt 

be had sufTwed *bc knew on the instant it was him. If 

himself a sinner a” \Lk"'r c'’'”* ‘f be had been 

-dmdtst she c^ild converStij'n ’’"^lyri “ “ 

of gobg^*,’om2' Md Gerty's comp.inions arc tliinking 
eyes arc fived m' I 1 ? move; the gcntlcnwns 

Bazaar fireworks l^’ "'o^bipping at her shrine’. The Minis 

over the houses nid'^d" 

rapt regard of Mr Bln ’“rch. Gerty is left to her lovedreams and die 
haunting sorrow. Shc°se,~ f " gentleman widi die 

apprehensible, she clutchosT adoring eye; in- 

Bloomish heart ° eompassion die acliing void of die 

Perhaps it was in oU fl i 

rcc.ill.1 She thouc'ht sti,. . ^as m mourning for from the d.i)-s beyond 

men were so different TIi " "'oold try' to understand liim beause 

stretched out. with Mm,. 1° 1 °'''^ waiting, waiting with little wiutc hands 
dream of love, the dictiti^^n Heart of mine! She would follow her 

man in .lU the world for°E ber all in all, die only 

mattered. Come what T 1 w 'be master guide. Nothing else 

"'"■“""■Sbt die would be wild, untramm^cd. free. 

^erty swines her Unrl-U,i i 

faster. She leans bad- f r * '””^Parcnt stockings, faster and yet 
lows her movements’ wl^I back, wliile Mr Bloom fol- 

Aiid, since apostronhe 1 ^ eyes of love-at-first-sight 

gendc reader, to acclaim tl ^ '*^dcr, old-world theme, let us pause, 

stia si bom uoritit before tl, -i ."Pf’crs of Bloomsd.iy, happy indeed, 

longer 

fa egs. The consolations of a rainy day or 
The dear, dead days beyond recall.’ Lee's Old Swet Sens. 
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nigged beach have gone the way of all flesh and left the exhibitionist 
no better off than a commoner. Leopold Bloom is atix anges. 

And then a rocket sprang and bang shot blind blank and O ! then the Roman 
candle burst and it was like a sigh of O ! and everyone cried O ! O ! in raptures 
and it gushed out of it a stream of rain gold hair threads and they shed and ah! 
they were all greeny dewy stars falling with golden, O so lovely! O so soft, 
sweet, soft! 

But now Cissy Caffrey vulgarly whisdes to call Gerty, who knows 
that her golden hour is over. But first she makes a gesture of bene- 
diction, token that Love’s Sweet Evensong is ended. 


Though the heart be weary, 

Sad the day and long, 

Still there comes at twilight 
Love's Old Sweet Song. 

Gerty had an idea, one of love’s Httle ruses. She slipped her hand into her ker- 
chief pocket and took out the wadding and waved in reply of course svithout 
letting him and then sUpped it back. Wonder if he’s too far to. She rose. ... She 
drew herself up to her full height. Their souls met in a last lingering glance and 
the eyes tliat reached her heart, full of a strange shining, hung enraptured on 
her sweet flowetlike face. She smiled at him wanly, a sweet forgiving smile, a 
smile that verged on tears, and then they parted. ^ , 

She walked svith a certain quiet dignity charactensuc of her but with cate 
and vcty slowly because, because Gerty MacDoweU was ... 

Tight boots? No. She’s lame! O! 

Now Mr Bloom sits alone, darkling, in a mood of calm reaction, of 
afterthoughts on love and woman’s w.ays. embodied in a long silent 
monologue. But each phase is rounded by a thought of Manon, his 
wife, for he is faithful in his mild infidelity. 


Wait Hm Hm Yes. That’s her perfume. Why she waved her Land. I leave 

of » "-i- I-", rrit Tk 

nope? No. Hyadntli? Hm. Roses, I thmk. She d like scent of tlaat kind Sveet 
and cheap: soon sour. Why Molly likes opopoi^x. Suits her with a little jessa- 
mine mi.xed. Her high notes and her low notes. At the dance night she met him 
dance of the hours. Heat brought it out. She was wemng her black and it Ld 
the perfume of the time before. Good conduaor, is it? Or bad? Light too. Sujv 
nose there’s some connection. For instance if you go into a cellar aviien u s 
dark Mysterious thing too. Why did 1 smell it only nowr Took its time m 
coming iikc herself, slow but sure. Suppose u s ever <0 many mUhons of tmj 
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mornint^°?I!' 11*^°^'’ spice islands, Cinglialcse this 

•heZve aT ? y‘’“ fi«<= veil or web 

always soinnin * c t ^’°“ “ gossamer and they’re 

hnowinn it CIi^ ” ° anytliing, rainbow colours tvithout 

shoe Stays n„,^* 

c- t hk 7o ;„°rr= ‘=>kmSthcnt off. Byby till ne.xt time Also the 

the vclvet?kv^^Sh7r'^^'^*^ hawking through 

momZ w^ Short stioozc now if I had. ... Just close my eyes a 

• ^=*1<=‘=P though. Half dream. It never comes the same.’ 

mouth his left brvn'f'^^![*^j^^j ^ h^h chimed. Mr Bloom with open 

■ ^■‘l<='vays, leaned, breathed. Just for a few. 

the day’s mtm^rieffnd^'^”^*’ murmurs an epilogue of 

associative - metemne, V“mble of words, disjointed yet 

embonpomt’ of tL ^“^tter, Raoul, and the ‘heaving 

carliestl7ec. mtumed IT ‘’7 

fields of Agendath Ner ■ hng the tailend of ports’, melon- 

half past the b7d Tt ■•;: r "‘?"ghty Grace darling she him 
wife black hair heave 'e hoses frilhes for Raoul to perfume you 

years dreams return Mulvey plump 

next year in drawerc ^ gendath swoony lovey showed me her 

with another nieht ^®“““ner night’s dream of Mr Bloom 

PlurabeUeTcZ ofi ’ t,f the ‘Anna Livia' 

women, metamorobn ^'"ake, where two garrulous old washer- 

Can t bear with the waters nf Tl,„ l- • 
mice bawfc talk. Ho' Arp -i/n ' ™ttenng waters of. Fhttering bats, field- 
hear with bawk of bats allT "°i- ''^fi='t Thom MalonePi Can’t 
'von t moos. I feel as oU us j ‘^ymg waters of. Ho, talk save us! My foos 
Livia s daughtersons Dark h^vl ^ °P Shaun or Sheni? All 

feel as heavy as yonder stone T^I ^‘Sht! My ho head halls. I 

Shaun the living sons or dauvhf “'"ftlrT Shem and 

j ® Night now! Tell me, tell me, tell me, 

turmoil of ‘wSndthitfeg they call to each other across the 
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dm! Night, night! Tdlmctdc of stem or stone. Beside the riveting waters of, 
hitherandtliithering waters of. Night! 

* 

The Phaeacians were a seafaring race and their wealth came to tliem in 
sltips. The name of Nausithoos, founder of tlicir city, as well as that of 
the princess Nausicaa, marks their nautical turn of mind. On the Phae- 
acian strand there vvas *a goodly temple of Poseidon, fumshed with 
heavy stones deep bedded in the earth . The Nausicaa episode of 
Ulysses opens with the mention of a similar shrine. The Abbey of 
Howth is situated on a delightful spot overhanging tlie ocean. Tradi- 
tion states that its foundation was laid in 1235, on the removal of the 
prebcndal church firom Ireland’s Eye. It was dedicated to the Blessed 
Virgin, and hence styled St Mary’s. Over the western door is a ruined 
belfry, and at the opposite end a triplet wnndow. * One of the bells, 
removed from the Abbey to Howth Castle, bears the inscription. 

sancta:maria:ora;pro:nobis:ad.filium 

The symbol of this episode is ‘virgin’ and one of its colours is blue, 
and it is fitting that the romance-without-words of Gcrty MacDowcll 
and Mr Bloom should develop under the patronage of Mary, Star of 
the Sea, moist realm no longer Neptune’s. For Star has vanquished 
Trident, our Lady of the Sacred Heart the Shaker of the Earth. Even 
in Corfu, Nausicaa’s isle, the Poscidcion has crumbled to dust and on 
its site there stands a shrine dedicated to Saint Nicholas, patron of sea- 
faring men. 1 r 11 ■ u t 

One of the many virtues of a seamanly folk is the cult of cleanliness. 

The necessity of keeping a ship in apple-pie order and an immunity 
from that hydrophobia which afflicts many inland races are factors 
making for personal immaculateness and frequent laundering; scablue 
and spotless white are the sailors - an virgins - colours. Thus 
Nausicaa begs Alcinous; ‘Father, dear, couldst thou not lend me a high 
waggon with strong wheels, that I may take the goodly raiment to the 
river to wash, so much as I have lying soiled? Yea and it is seemly that 
thou thyself when among the prmces in council should have fresh rai- 
ment to wear. Also, there are five dear sons of thine in the halls, two 
married, but three are lusty bachelors, and tliese are always eager for 
I. Black’s Guide to Ireland. 
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I have Sjirmcnts^Ayhcrcin to go to die dances, for all these things 

stains die n' ^ ^ 

Xre ^hore of the deep, even 

where die sea, m beating on the coast, washed the pebbles dean:' 

the Achaca^arAif observes] was the wonder of 

and that of ie EncHsh of eighteenth centur)- 

faring men arc eaee^ for vl.I' *° contemporaries. Once on shore, sea- 

new tig-out in which to ' patent-leather shoes, a change of linen, a 

embroidery and orr • ^ gloriously dirty, decorated with gold, 

whose cleanness annals f). ti jatnes or embarking on European boats, 

a lifetime. The Phaear; ^ °r woollen fabrics which last 

foiled, which calls (r,r C W'hite linen, wcU-laundered, starched, ironed, 

men caUs for frequent svashing. 

GertyisatruePhaeadan. 

hopes and fears of fweet ° ^ clucf care and who that knoss’s the fluttering 

again) can find it in his heartl'^u Gcrty would never see seventeen 

pretty stitchery three varm ° ^5 She had four dinky sets, with awfully 

different coloured ribbons i extra, and each set slotted with 

aired them herself and bln' pale blue, mauve and peagreen, and she 

ironed them and she had ah ' when they came home from the svash and 
trust those washerwomen , c* "he iron on because she wouldn’t 

A. „ » Jri “ 

of the palace of Alcinn ^ of blood royal, and the wonders 

designs’ of Catesbv’s niri;!“7 hy the 'artistic standard 
palace, gives tiptop wS:'td°i ® 

Gerty loves lovely things <;(, hxight and cheery^ in the home’, 

cyon days (she found out in almanack picture of hal- 


howerstol^;l7;“;^--;)-you^^^^^^ 
studied attitude’, and tbp o- ^ “t a soft clinging vs'liite in i 

often looked at them dreanrilv ^°°hed a thorough aristocrat. ‘Shi 

and soft like hers with tbn c/ felt her own arms that were w'hiti 

white arms. '^=‘ch.’ Nausicaa XeuxeiXevoe, of tht 

panions SrifXiomto’Sj"^ N^«ficaa plays with her young com- 
"°““'erpart m the game which led to Mr 
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Bloom’s observation of Gerty and his interception of the ball amid the 
lusty cries of the players. ‘So tlien the princess threw the b.ill at one 
of her company; she missed the girl, and cast tlie b-ill into a deep eddy- 
ing current, whereat they all raised a piercing crj'. Then die goodly 
Odysseus awoke and sat up, ponderuig in his heart and spirit. Yes, it 
was her he was looking at and there was meaning in his look. His eyes 

burned into her. ...’ . 1 1- t 

A rising tide of sentiment and emotion lifts die narrative to the mgh- 
watermark of intensity when the rocket bursts in a shower of gold 
hair and the hour of adieu has struck for bodi. The soar of the rocket 
and its fall symbolize the technic of this episode: ‘tumescence-detumes- 
cence’, a quiet opening, a long crescendo of turgid, rhapsodic prose 
towards a climax, a pyrotechnic explosion, a d>ung fall, silence. The 
last firework fades out in a single white spark, slelh maris, agamst the 
blue. ‘A lost long candle wandered up die sky ... and broke, droopmg, 

and shed a cluster of violet but one wliite stars. 

Like Gerty. Nausicaa had a maidenly hope regarding the go^dcc 

stranger; ‘would that such an one might be caUed my husband, dwellmg 

here; and that it might please him here to abide . Gerty hoped for a 
nice snug and cosy litde homely house, every mommg they would 
both hale brekky; simple but perfeedy served for their oivn two 
selves ... ’. Nausicaa enjoyed the brief triimiph of leadmg her trouvaille 
to the paternal palace and hearing him tell the ^e of his ad ventures in 
manly hexameters before he sailed away to bs Pene ope, whereas poor 
Gerty had to return alone to her Imolean palace . leavmg the hero 

«“T' f t' 

fcemadon of »y ‘dark itranget’ Yet 4 ey typ.fy an 

. f • Pttpn in the ‘Palaces dernier cri of the Riviera, where 

SfetSUgt spotted, you wiM oWe tkag despite 

the cavils of outraged notdies, dte dark 

quet. G«ty's k»oos ptos^- rfdus episode 

:r.»i"wtNa„.icaa the •a.thot.s of *«) - is 

i potpootti of everlasdugs ftom dte ^ 

Namicaa’s father. King Alanous, rvas a hoy.table ™ v*o k^t a 
evrvrael Pplldr The batman Pontonous mixed the gladdenmg wme 
(Holer’s ‘mixed’ has, surely, a very modem tinkle!) and it was not 
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til] they had ‘drunken to their hearts’ content’ that Alcinous made 
harangue’. His speech was brief, and briefer still his guest’s reply, and, 
forthwidi, there was another drinking to their hearts’ content - they 
were convivial folk, those Phacacians. Gerty’s father too, true scion of 
the Nausithous stock, ‘exceeded’, much to Gerty’s distress. Had her 
fatlier only avoided the clutches of the demon drink, by taking the 
pledge or the drink habit cured in Pearson’s Weekly, she might now be 
rolling in her carriage second to none.’ Her soul-communion with Mr 
Bloom is accompanied by an andiem of men’s voices and the sound of 
the organ pealing out from the simple fane beside the waves, where a 
men s temperance retreat, conducted by the Rev. John Hughes, s.J., is 
in progress. With no less zeal, we may be sure, did good queen Arete 
(the master-spirit in die royal household) sermonize the king for his too 
frequent calls on the services of Pontonous. Through Gerty’s musings, 
across the vibrant intensity of Mr Bloom’s gaze, diere runs a cross- 
current of sacred song, a waft of fragrant incense and fragrant names, 
spiritual vessel, pray for us, vessel of singular devotion, pray for us, 
mysrical rose. ...’ Thus, too, the hearts of the Phaeacians were uplifted 
and Odysseus was moved even to tears by the lay of divine Demodocus, 
to whom the gods gave minstrelsy as to none else to make men glad in 
what way soever his spirit stirred him to sing. 

Far out at sea the anchored lightship twinkled, winked at somnolent 
Mr Bloom. Life those chaps must have out there. Penance for their 
sins. Not otherwise did Poseidon penalize the Phaeacians who con- 
wyed Odysseus to Ithaca, for the too notorious swiftness of their 
ships,! a challenge to his might. For the gods love not those who would 
persistently exceed the proper rhythm of progress — as the modem 
world is discovering to its cost. 

went on his way to Scheria, where the Phaeadans dwell. 
there he abode awhile: and lo! the seafaring ship drew very near, being lighdy 
sped; and nigh her came the shaker of the earth, and he smote her into a stone, 
and rooted her far down below with the downstroke of his hand. 

en one to another they spake winged words, the Phaeacians of the long 
renowned. And thus they would speak, looking each man to his 

domple VAdrialique el, par tin sendee de 
Tome I' page 58^'*"’ Les Phhuciens et VOdyss^e, 
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‘Alt me! who is tliis that hath bound our styift ship on tlic deep as she drave 

homewards? Even now she was clear in sight. 

Even so they would speak; but they knew not how these tlungs were 

dained. 

Mr Bloom’s ‘pcmucc for their sins' may be a dim recall of past experi- 
ence, of ‘how these things were ordained’; an anaent 
bat-like from the gate of horn. Again, looking out to sea, he evokes a 
picture^ of the perils of them that go dmvn to the sea m ships: an old 
fresco in Akasa retouched by a modem hand. 

The anchor’s weighed. OfFhe saUs with a scapular or a 
luck. Well? And the tephUim no what’s tliis they call it P°°" P“P“ , 

on his door to touch. That brought us out of the land f ^Sypt^ i"^^ 
house of bondage. Sometliing in all those a bir^ for 

out never know what d.angers. Hanging on to a P’“\° ^bs 

grim life, hfebelt round him, gulping salt water, and diat s the last of his mbs 

till the sharks catch hold of him. Do fish ever get seasi 
fault, old cockalorum. 

But the daughter of Poseidon, 

upon the well-bound raft and spa»y • P j ^ veil aivine 

shaker of the earth, so wondrom^ ^ 

and svind it about thy '’'east, t ij 

perish. But when thou hast laid h , 1. > As when a great tempes- 

off firom thee and cast it ^ rea\usks and^scattercth them this way and 
tuous wmd tosseth a heap of pare V, nms of the raft. But Odysseus bc- 

that, even so did die wave scatter the sL. ... But 

strode a single plank as one ‘ hts. She bound up the courses 

Athene, daughter of Zeus, turned to be still; but she roused the 

ofthe other winds and charged them S„ for two nights and two days 

swiftNorth andbnake the waves beforehim -^Sofo^^^^^ 

he was wandenng m the swell of the *0®’ ^ £■ il i; of foe third day, 

■ -- 

glance ahead he saw the land very near, i, ■ a 

and aspirations. 
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The scene of this episode is die Lying-in Hospital in Holies Street, 
where Mrs Purefoy is waidng to he delivered of a child.’ Mr Bloom 
(as W'c have heard in the ‘Lcstrygonians’) received news of the im* 
pending event from Mrs Breen earlier in die day and, in the course of 
his meditations after die eclipse of Naiisicaa, decided to call at the hos- 
pital for news of the lady who, Mrs Breen had told him, was Imviiig a 
very stiff birdi . In the hospital common-room he comes upon a group 
of medical students carousing avith Stephen Dcdalus. Buck Mulligan 
and Haines presendy join them. The conversation is ribald and fertile in 
obstetric allusion. The young men debate birth-control, die question 
wdiethcr, when that fatal dilemma arises, die life of the mother or of the 
c 1 s lould be saved, and various other aspects of procreation. While 
t icy so discourse the child is bom and, soon after, the company ad- 
^urns to Burke s public house where they continue dicir potations. 
Tlus meeting svith Stephen in the halls of the Sun-god, the quickener, 
rings to 1 C foreground of Mr Bloom’s mind the vague craving fot 
paternity a^uch has all day been latent in his soliloquies. There is a 
passage (in iftecnth-ccntuiy prose) wdiich suggests an association in h'h’ 
Bloom s mmd between Ins dead son Rudy and Stephen. 

'vondroiis stricken of heart for the cril hap 
flnrlr } *'* fair corselet ofhmb’s wool, die flower of the 

nocK, lest he might perish utterly and lie akcled (for it was then about the midst 

Street tile hom'hil sibtinguished from the Mater Miscricordiac in Eccics 
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ofthe wmter) and now sir Leopold that had ofhis body no manchild ^n^ 
looked upon him his friend’s son and was shut up m sorrow fo lus fore- 
passed happiness and sad as he was that him faded a son of such S^tle courage 
(for all accounted him of real parts) so grieved he also m no less measure for 
young Stephen for that he Uved riotously with those wastrels and murdere 

his goods with whores. 

Mr Bloom plays here a ripely paternal role as he sits, humdrum, 
among these harum-scarums, genuinely shocked by their callousness. 
StiU, when they try to draw him, he answers with a discreUon wor y 
ofhis prototype, ‘as astute if not astuter than any man W . 
on the^ othe7hand, enters, in appearance at l^st, mto Ae spirit of the 
medicos and, thanks to his command of words and dialectic, is able to 
outpace even these experts in the obstetric and the obscene on then o^ 
terrain of pseudo-medical bawdry. After the symposnim he mwtes 
them to Burke’s pubhc house and, as he has money m his pocket, lacks 
not a foUowing. More drinks at Burke’s complete hs mtoxication and 
fuddled beyond reason, he embarks, accompamed by Lynch, one of 
the carousers, for the isle of Circe. Bloom, prudent as ever, has drunk 
only a Uttle too much; if he, too, in the next episode yields to he 
ambiance of hallucination, it is as much the effect of wearmess and the 
red miasma of Walpurgisnacht as of the hquor he has absorbed. 


This episode has been described as a chapter of parodies and that is, 

doubtless, the first impression that it gives. It is obvious that one 

• • ^1, r-orlvlp manner, in another there are echoes of The 

section is m the Carlyle maiuiti, r- . n .. -r..!. r 

Pilgrim’s Progress, elsewhere of Ae Opum, Eater. But if the texture of 
the prose be carefuUy examined, it will be seen that, though in some 
passages the style is probably mc^t to satirize the ongmal (as where an 
Ars Amatoria is expounded in the manner of a Buny^ parable), the 
greater part seems to be devoid of satinc mtendon ; that v^ful exag- 
geration of mannerisms which pomts a parody is absent and the effect 

is rather of pastidie than of travesty. ■ i. , 

The rationale of tliis sequence of citations hcs m the theme. The 
teclmic and die subject of diis ep«od= «re both emb^onic develop- 
ment’ and tlie styles of prose employed foUow an exaa historical order. 
It begins with a set of three incantauons, m the manner of the Fralres 
Arvales, each tliricc repeated; 
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Deshil Holies Eamus. Desliil Holies Eamus. Dcsliil Holies Eatnus. 

Send us, bright one, light one, Horhoni, quickening and wombfruit. Send 
us, bright one, light one, Horhom, quickening and wombfruit. Send us, bright 
one, light one, Horhorn, quickening and wombfruit. 

Hoopsa, boy.iboy, hoopsa! Hoopsa, boyaboy, hoopsa! Hoopsa, boyaboy, 
hoopsa! 


The first of these formulas means simply; ‘Let us go south to Holies 
Street.’ The second is an invocition to the Sun, Helios, personified by 
Sir Andrew Home, the head of the Lying-in Hospital, tlic ‘House of 
Home’. The third is the triumphant cry of die midwife as, elevating 
the new-born, she acclaims its sex. 

Trinacria (Sicily), the triangular island,^ was dedicated to Helios. 
His seven herds of sacred oxen were guarded by his daughters, Phae- 
thusa and Lampetie, to whom correspond, in this episode, the two 
nurses, white* sisters in ward sleepless ... for Home holding w'ariest 
ward . The landing-place of Odysseus was (M. Berard suggests) prob- 
ably near the ancient Tauromenium and the colony of Naxos, wdiere 
there was an altar to Apollo Archcgctcs. Another cult observed at 
Naxos was that of Aphrodite whose Aphrodision was famous for its 
yeppa Na^ta (phallic and triangular), sexual emblems of Phoenician 
origin. The Oxen of the Sun arc symibols of fertility.® The frequent 
references to the procreative fiuiction in this episode are thus in har- 
mony with the symbolism of the Homeric legend. 

To get the full effect of the htcrary' artifice employed in the text 
which follows this prelude, tlie reader probably needs a fairly intimate 
acquaintance with the hterary landmarks which cast their shadow upon 
it, but even without precise knowledge he cannot but feel, as he reads 


L or lauiuj. 


f ’ apotheosis of the triangle, a sign upon the forehead 

passage quoted hereafter, is significant. 

j f !■ **< related to this episode: the white d.aughters of the Si 

'tJnS-.T *’"Slatncss’, the white house of life contrasted with 1 

tenebrosity of the nether world 

•3 T)1 » 


lebrosity of the nether world. 

Bloom’s encounter rvith the bee, tr\-ice mentioned in this episode, 
NvninUt general theme, is suggested by a passage in Porphyry’s Cave oft 

Tnl “ being initrited into the mysteries of 

denominarpri called by ie ancients bees, and Proserpine herself ; 

was ciIIpH b ft, I'C'i'cd. The moon, likewise, who presides over generatic 
Toon ® buU. And Taurus is the exaltation oft 

cecdinV intr, ox-begotten. And this application is also given to souls pi 

?ene“aL??sf ^he God, likervisef who is occultly connected w 

generation, is a stealer of oxen.’ (Trans. Thomas Taylor.) 
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on, thot nndor protean mnsfomaatiom a consBn. 
folding itself, that the cliangcs of sty c of chaos, recalling the 

Tl.ep,oc„sofdevelopn.».beg»s^^^^^^^^ 

Opening phase of the Creation. , 

and darkness was upon the face of the eep. 

Universally that person’s acummK ^tem^dve^to^^^ 

ing whatsoever matters are bemg “ , e rViit which the most in 

sapience endowed to be studied w ° ^gh niind’s ornament 
doctrine erudite and certainly by tea general consent they 

deserving of veneration constant y m • exterior splendour is the 

affirm that other circumstances bemg equ y measure of how 

prospariry of. »ado. roore “n;sfoM»&^ to proUf.ren. 

far forward may have progressed fortunately present 

continuance which of evils the origm ...'re’s incorrupted benefaction, 

constitutes the certain sign of omnipollent nature s mcorrupt 

„ j, liWe the literal translation of a tract on 

This appalling sentence rea _ reminiscent of the Epistolae 

child welfare wnttra . demented German Docent.^ 

ohscurorum virortim, for mstance - y i • hotchpotch of early 

Blooms entry into .he pke the 

Anglo-Saxon, a i^o’iosyllabic P 

thuddmgofthe hoofs of oxen. For the^^^^^^^^^ 

embryonic growth the aut ^he language is bare and 

word-forms or use uncouth , .j^hy authentic. 

primitive but always English and histoncauy 

u u nnlmr come that man mildhearted eft nsingsvith 

In ward wary the watcher he ju r o levin leaping lightens in eye- 

swire ywimpled to Inm her jrcad that God the Wreaker all man- 

blink Ireland’s westward wc . Christ’s rood made she on breast- 

kind would fordo with water or s thatch. That man her 

bone and him drew that he 'y°u i,„use 

will wotting worthful went m otne 

„ j „ „,,ntedbvMr A. M. Klein in his brilliant and 

I. In a letter to Mr Sun’ (in Here niid Now. January 1949). Joy“ 

detailed analysis of the O.xen . a Sallustian-Tacitcan prelude (the 

wrote th.it this episode is J", jjc further than this from the conasion of 

unfertilized ovum)’. But of Tacitus. A companson of *is letter, 

Sallust and the mne on the episode, with the printed version shows 

written while Joyce programme, and tliis is one of them 

that he made some m jophisticated writer like Tacitus would hai. 

he S.1W that die style ot a mgi y ^ ^ j the mtroduction accordingly, 
out of place in tliis conte.xt and amcnae 
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In this passage Bloom symbolizes the male element; the nurse and, 
by extension, the hospital vestibule, the ovum. Bloom’s gesture in 
taking off liis hat has, I believe, its significance for tlic biologist. The 
nurse who opens the door is an old fnend of Mr Bloom. ‘On her stow 
he ere was living with dear wife and lovesome daughter that then over 
laud and seafloor nine years had long outwandered.’ The storm w'hich 
soon is to burst in a single and prodigious clap of thunder broods in 
the offing. 

The growth of an embryo is not uniform; one part, stealing a march 
on the others, may prematurely reach a liighcr stage of development; 
an eye, for instance, may develop out of its turn. Thus, in the passage 
which follows, there is an anticipation of an early Church style which 
is in advance of its context in the episode. 

Therefore, everymaii, look to that last end that is thy death and the dust that 
gripeth on^every man diat is bom of woman for as he came naked forth front 
his mother s womb so naked shall he wend him at the last for to go as he came. 

The description of the dining-table, knives and forks, a tin of sardines* 
is given m the style of MandeviUe. 


• m ® birchwood of Finlandy and 

It was upheld by four dwarfinen of the country but they durst not move more 
tor enchantment. And on this board were frightful swords and knives that are 
ma e m a great cavern by swmking demons out of white flames that they fix in 
ttie horns of buffaloes and stags that there abound marveUousIy. And there were 
vesse s t lat are wrought by magic of Mahound out of seasand and tlie air by 
a warlock with his breath that he blares into them like to bubbles. ... And there 
was a vat of sffver that avas moved by craft to open in the wliich lay strange 
ishes withouten heads though misbelieving men nie that tliis be possible tiling 
natheless they are so. And these fishes lie in an oily water 
ug t ere rom Portugal land because of the famess that therein is 


The passage beginning ‘This meanwhile this good sister stood by the 
Mr W Malory. One sentence in it, that which describes 

ooin s esitation whether to stay and look after Stephen or follow 
wiser ju gement and go quietly home, is a reversion to die early, 


wereSven*^hm^r?^*^f^”^'j’ their sojourn on the isle of the Sun, 

had an ingraLr^vJ ° “ ? the Homeric heroes 

slaughto“lSeX ;°"-i" their oath to Odysseus, tliey 

some diet. acred oxen of the Sun, rather tlian persist in such an irk- 
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aUiterative style. ‘Ruth red Wm. love led on vdth 

to leave.’ On dae following page there ts a ^ 

Bloom’s soheitude for Stephen (‘he was tire f 

manded still more of mead’). The obstetric jests of die sUidents distres 

him. 

Ujj word by cause he still had pity of 

Sir I^opold was passing grave maugre to ^ ^ 

the terror causing shrieking of ^ manchUd wliich 

minded of his good l^dy Manon that h^^ is 

on his eleventh day on hve had died and no man ot art 

denounces 'bteh.conuor - 'those 

t,e uigMy ”';;*su*goLnd oxen, symbols of fa- 

Here there IS an allusion to the ou g ‘Crtsufl’ nf the Malthu- 

tiUty The crime of j of 2 dread god, even of 

sians) wastheslaymg ofthcsacr triangular island 

naos'. No long seU. eftet “*V Wling West fa* the 

pufahment ovettook J^^'jted and cfst his bolt upon 

rushing of a great tempest ^ ^ and was 

the ship, and f- pres^n^ ^ 

fiUed with ^E^tephen a ‘noise’ or a ‘shout in the 

“ 'tnd S lift Thot thundied: in anget afaul the hammet- 

'■ Ue'style moves on 

1“ “rdtisToSS and theme teeall the I, wfa of 

the Catholic liturgy for Holy Week. 

Remembet. Btin, *, gmef ons afa th^ f “k 

by me and by my wotd and bicklike jeshumm. Therefore thou 

fornication m my sight and of ggr- 

hast sinned against the light ^ ^ Milesian. Why hast thou 

vants. Return, return, Clan y- for a merchant of 

done this abommation „,na the Indian of darkspeech with whom 

jalaps and didst deny me to th , t v. forth now my people, upon the land 

Vdaiighters dH he luxunoinV fori 

of behest even f-” with milk and money. But thou hast 

Homs of Hatten un o ^ foou quenched for 

suckled me with a bitter mto- my mou ; 
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ever. And thou Imst left me alone for ever in the dark w.iys of my bitterness, 
and witli a kiss of ashes thou hast kissed my mouth. 

Of the Improperia Dom Fernand Cabriol, o.S.b., in My Missal wnics 
as follows; 

The cultus of the Cross is very ancient and found expression most naturally 
on Good Frid.iy. The verses, .antiphons and responsories which arc sung during 
the adoration of die Cross arc called Improperia or reproaches (addressed b) 
Christ to the Jewish people). They form one of the most tragic episodes of this 
Frid.ay sendee which is a real drama and suggested the medieval Passion plays. 


Popuk metis, quill feci libi? mil in quo 
coiitristavi te? responde mihi. Quia cduxi tc 
de terra Aegypli: parasti crucem Sahalori 
luo. 

Quid ultra debui faccrc tibi ct non feci? 
Ego quidem plautavi tc vincam meam 
speeiosissimam: ct tu facta cs mihi nimis 
amara: accio uainque silim meam polasli; cl 
lancca pc^orasti latus Saloatcri tuo. 


Ego dedi libi sceplriim regale: el In 
dedisli capili mco spineam coronam. 

Ego tc cxaltaui magna virlulc: ct tu me 
suspendisli in palibulo crucis. 


0 my people, what have I done to 
tlice? or in what have I grieved thw. 
answer me. Because I led dice out of the 
land of Egypt, thou hast prep.ued a 
cross for thy Saviour. 

What more ought I to have done for 
thee tliat I have not done? I planted for 
thee my fairest vineyard and tliou hast 
turned exceeding bitter to me; for thou 
gavest me vinegar to drink in tny thirst, 
and pierced witli a lance diy Saviour s 
side. 

1 gave thee a royal sceptre: and diou 
gavest a crown of thorns to my head. 

I lifted thee up with great power and 
thou didst hang me upon the gibbet o 
the Cross. 


This passage of Ulysses is undoubtedly personal, a remonstration in 
which, perhaps, many another artist out of Ireland might j’oin. There 
is no blasphemy here, only a great sorrow which, in solitude,' invokes 
Its greatest prototype. It is no new theme in tlie work of Joyce. In the 
Portrait he bitterly attacks the disloyalty' of his country to her great men. 

Ireland is the old sow that eats her farrow.’ In the last words of this 
passage, with a kiss of ashes hast thou kissed my mouth’, Stephen for 

I. It is notable that the name Sikelia (Sicily) is derived &om a Semitic word 
n-vl* j”’ describes the lot of a man who is alone, forsaken by all. M. 

“nt the theme of solitude plays an important part in Odysseus s 
in ttiT. M ^ 'j 'he island of the Sun. Odysseus alone is against landing, he walks alone 
his ,^^hy, all his men are lost in the tempest and he continues on 

Vinf tephen may seem at home in die company of the drunken medicos, 

can nr. In that he is a man apart; at closing-time, when they 

can no longer swiU at Ins expense, they unanimomly forsake him. 
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a moment likens liis country to his dead mother ;in a 

she had come to him ... her breath bent over him widi mute secret 

trds, a faint odour of ^vetted ashes.’ Each of him somedimg 

he could not give, an obedience he refused to 

next episode, tlie phantom of his mot ^Vo.i 

repent, he cries Ah non, por cxenipic. ... 

seri’mm/’ He ‘will not serve . 

When the crash of thunder comes. Bloom see -s o . p 

by „lk of a 'oamral phanomcno,,’. Tim k.is to a ™ 

ncr of Bunyan, where Phenomenon personifies the 

But W.TS young Boasthard’s be done 

had in his bosom a spike named Bittern 
away. And was he then neither c.alm h ^ 

was neither as much as he would h.avc Holiness that then 

endeavoured to have found again as m y bottle. Heard 

he Uved withal? Indeed not, forth or, what Calmer said, a hub- 

die as he was like the rest a passing show, 

r ^ l-nnrks thcY sav, but God givc her soon issue. 

should be a bullyboy from the ki 

’Tis her ninth chick to ^ three all breastfed that died written 

that was then a twelvemonth .ai ,„efoodist but 

out in a fair hand in J ‘ • ^ of his boys off 

takes the Sacrament and is to u / ^ hcavybr.akcd reel or in a punt he 

»■! ■ <■“' . 

The v„b,l .tmiom » !>■; 

■bullyboy' md 15''''°* ^ Jfe„ „ Mdly Bloom us a 'a skittish 
tafa Tof »X tol’.' The *en.= is davcloped at length in the 

. ■ 1 ■ wrote to her father: ‘We did great biz yesterday. Fair 

1. Milly, die ‘photo girl .wrote ^^^^ked for a photographer at 

day and all the beef to , .. f to the heel’, are slang terms for girls with 

Mullingar.) ‘ Mullingar heiter , , v j^uUingar, the Slang Dictionary relates, 
thick a^cs. A traveller passing tmoug 
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Ali,Momieur, had you but behddherasidid with these 

instant with her dainty tucker and her new coquette cap (a ^ ^ 

as she told me) in such an artless disorder, of so melnng a 

conscience, even you. Monsieur, had been impelled by 

hver yourself whW the hands of such an enemy or to qmt the held 

ever. I declare, I was never so touched in my life. 

Nur„ Callan enters and infonns “»■>. 3 “' 

Mrs Purefoy has given birth to a son. Costetto. a I"” ™ 

fuddled", speaks Lrsely of the nurse. Dnton, nr the Goldsnnth nran 

ner, rebukes him. 

Iwn,tpade„ce™d.d.os.s,ho,vdd.o«.vd..oe,Jiv»o.lea™gjto^^^^^ 

revile an ennobling profession p„,a,e when I say that 

the greatest power for happmes ^ the^excellence of her noble 

if need were I could [ byword, should be a glorious incentive 

exeratations which, so far &om bemg ) MaHen such an one, the 

in dse h.„.n breast. I c.n,», “fV as.onbhment of 

amiable Miss Callan, who is the lustre ^ ^ £ j p 

ours and at an instant the most momentous that can befall a puny cnii 

Perish the thought ! 

, . 1 1. • e. riKvnn’s affected indignation, is prudent 

Bloom, smcerely sharing - „aiiaee of Burke) unspoken, 

enough to leave his homdy (m the language ot JiurKe; p 

1 1. woirlrllc snan of our allotted years that he had 

It was now for more than the m and, being of a wary ascen- 

passed through the thousand viassitu g„joined his he.art to repress all 

dancy and self a man of a rare fo ’ the readiest precau- 

motions of a nsmg choler ^^’f’^. jgpfsugbrance which base minds jeer at, 
tion, foster witliin his breast that p tolerable. To those who create 

rash judgers scorn and all delicacy (a habit of mind wWch he never 

themselves wits at the cost of fe , nciAcr to bear the name nor to hent 

did hold svith) to them he would concede nenn 

the tradition of a proper breeding. 

r HA, "Rlnom in presuming to criticize, even m 
But the is rebuked in a Junian apostrophe. The 

unuttcred thought, his bert ^be hospital are referred to as 

following passap, m affairs and members of the privw 

the secretary of state tor prose (the imitation of his use 

coundl, recalls exhaustion and approbation’, ‘die 

of paired words, ^dentmu ^ notable) and is intercalated wuth 

length and solemmty of their vigii . 



264 


THE EPISODES 

an example of nineteenth-century scientific jargon (premature develop- 
ment of a part of tlie embryo). 

The apparition of Haines is gruesomely depicted — shades of the 
Castle of Otranto. 


Which of us did not feel his flesh creep? He had a portfolio full of Celtic litera- 
ture in one hand, in the other a phial marked Poison. Surprise, horror, loathing 
were depicted on all faces while he eyed them with a ghastly grin. I anticipated 
some such reception, he began with an eldritch laugh, for whiclt, it seems, 
history is to blame. 

This is a recaO of Haines’s remark in the first episode; ‘We feel in 
England that we have treated you rather unfairly. It seems history is to 
blame.’ 

Meanwhile Mr Bloom has been ‘ruminating, chewing the cud of 
reminiscence in the manner of Charles Lamb at his most sentimental. 


He is young Leopold, as in a retrospective arrangement, a mirror within a 
mirror (hey, presto!), he beholdeth himself. That young figure of then is seen, 
precociously manly, walking on a nipping morning from theoldhouse in Clam- 
rass' str^t to the high school, his booksatchel on Itim bandolierwise, and in it 
a goodly hunk of wheaten loaf, a mother’s thought. Or it is the same figure, a 
year or so gone over, in his first hard hat (all, that was a day!), already on the 
roa , a ullfledged traveller for the family firm, equipped with an orderbook, 
a scented handkerchief (not for show only), his case of bright trinketware (alas, 
a thing now of the past!), and a quiverful of compliant smiles for this or that 
halhvon housewife reckoning it out upon her fingertips or for a budding 
virgm shyly acknowledging (but the heart? tell me!) his studied baisemoins. 


ot otherwise did some Phoenician merchant-traveller of Homeric 
fames, roaming far across the inland sea, even to the Pillars of die West, 
r fame, offer, with ingratiating oriental smirks, his trinketware 

j.j from Tyre to a housewife of the western isles; not othcr- 
wnsc 1 e simple islander reckon out on her fingers the price to pay 
° olives, capering kids, or skins of black wine, 
le passage in the de Quincey manner which follows is built up from 
Dedalus s song in the Ormond music-room, of 
I rTl L seaside girls. Your head it simply swirls 

Mi “ Mr Bloom’s head all day), of his daughter 

tiarJl . .u ^ you arc my darling! ’), of that mystic word 

P a.\, w osc meaning he has forgotten (if he ever knew it), of the 
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Agcndath Nctaim advertisement, and the immediate aspect of a bottle 
of Bass’s beer u-bich confronts him. The protean skill of die creator has 
adapted these unpromising materials to the texture o an apoca yptic 
vision. 

Tlic voices blend and fuse in clouded silence: silence th.at is die infinite of 
space: and ssviftly, silently the soul is w.ifted over regions of cycles 
generations that have lived. A region where grey tvvilight ever descends e 
falls, on wide sagegreen pasturefields. shedding her dusk, scattering a pe n, a 
dew of stars. She follows her mother with ungainly steps, a marc l“di g 
fillvfoal. ... They fade, sad phantoms: all is gone. Agendath is a waste 1 nd a 
home of scrccchLls .and the sandbhnd upupa. Neta.m, the golden. " ‘ ' 

And on the highway of the clouds they come. Sunder of rebdl.on 

the ghosts of Lst-s. Huuh! Hark! Huuh! Paralkax stalks behind .md go ds 
then,, the lancinating lightnings of whose brow are O" 

revengeful zodiacal hosd They moan, passing upon f j 

capricLed. the trumpeted svith the tusked, the '‘’’Xrnioan: 

^ i 1 I -iiifl oachvderm, all uicir movmg moan- 

snouter and crawler, rodent, ruminant and p ) 

ing multitude, murdcras of the sun.» 
gufpbgs'lrsalt solTnoS flo7d."An"d the equine 
the house of Virgo.- And, wonde f 

lasting bride, harbinger of the radiant. How serene does she 

tliou lost one, Milliccnt, ° penultimate antelucan hour, shod 

now ame. a queen among ,^hat do you call it gossamer! 

in sandals of bright goU. coifed h ^ 

It floats. It flows about her starbom interstellar wind, winding, 

ni.auve and heliotrope, 'usta^ ^ ^ mysterious writing till after a 

coiling, simply swirhng, ^ ^ trianglcd sign 

myriad metamorphoses of symbol. It blazes, f . r 

upon the forehead of Taurus. 

, OT dor the encounter of Father Conmee 

In the chastened sty e ^ young woman’® is now narrated by 

with a flushed young man . ^ follows a paragraph in the scientific 

the young man in question. -L 

j dir oxen of the Sun by the companions of Odysseus, 

1. Thus, after the murder ot t bellowing upon the spits, both the roast and 

•the skins were creeping, and f ““^ojee of kine’. 

the raw, and there was a souna virco governs tlic womb; the organ of the 
^ 2 . In astrology, *c consteUaU^I^ 
body to wliich this episode is re 
3- Ulysses, page 212 . 
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style (containing certain interesting allusions to embryogenesis), another 
in the manner of Macaulay, followed by a return to tlie scientific st)’Ie 
(here chronologically in place — i.e. not a ‘ premature development ). 
There is a pretty-pretty picture of the mother and babe, as Dickens 
might have written it. 


She had fought the good fight and now she was very very happy. Those who 
have passed on, who have gone before, are happy too as they gaze down and 
smile upon the touching scene. Reverently look at her as she reclines there with 
the mothcrliglit in her eyes, that longing hunger for baby fingers (a pretty sight 
it is to see) ... 


Passages in the manner of Newman, Pater, and Ruskin follow. The 
description of a game of bowls has an ‘Epicurean’, gemlike preciosity. 

A shaven space of lawn one soft May evening, the wellrcmembered grove of 
lilacs at Roundtown, purple and white, fragrant slender spectators of die gawf 
ut with much real interest in the pellets as they run slowly forward over the 
sward or collide and stop, one by its fellow, with a brief alert shock. 


The etnbty'o has now attained maturity and it is convenient here to 
consider m retrospect the technical devices employed by Joyce in this 
cpiso e, apart from the historico-literary progression already described, 
m episode who have some acquaintance with embryology 

allusions which mark the changes of the embryo, 
mont y month, as it grows to perfection in the womb. Thus, in the 
first month, itis wormlike, a ‘punctus’, in the second it has a (relatively) 
big head,^ webbed fingers, is eyeless, mouthless, sexless. The mention 
^ head in ‘oily water’ is a reference to the first 

mont 1. 1 c vermiform shape and the amniac fluid. Later, Stephen tells 
ov, at t le end of the second month’ a human soul is infused and, soon 
a ter, we see Mr Bloom ‘lay hand to jaw’; the formation of the jaw- 
one IS a eature of the third month. At that stage the embryo has a 
distinct tail - hence the mutation of ‘ Oxford’ into ‘ Oxtail’.* The refer- 
cncc to wsiial org.ans commencing to exhibit signs of animation’* 
mar ^s t c scvaith month. There arc many more such correspondences 
by the reader of Ulysses who, unlike the writer of tl'h 
natai dc'vcl^^*^'^ * superficial acquaintance with die facts of pre- 

As elsewhere, die metaphors arc coloured by the art of the episode, 

1. page 375. 2. page 398. 
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‘medicine’, and especially the art of obstetrics, ^ 

‘a pregnant W, ‘this tenehrosity of the mtenor 
clouds^‘embr>'0 pHlosophcr’. ‘every phase of the situati 
cessively eviscerated’, etc., exemplify this anastomosis of style and 

'Ira'curions esoteric tract named Vhus Maglque^ there is a passage 
describbg the ‘ magical’ view of embryonic growth. 

. 1 IVmbrvon est comme une can chao- 

Dans la premiere nmt ^ une forme 

tique; dans Ics six suivantes, cetK can IVmbrvon acquiert de la con- 

sphMque dans la deuxieme semame. En un j quatrieme, 

=„ d... la ,e» « fon™, .» aSta ’lanaa, la. 

fetomaa at la. r ain.; au anqo.ame, I. 1 vie; an hoidima U .a 

yeux et les oreilles; au septicme, ii rei; 

complete; au neuvieme il se rccouvre dc sa „ r&idence el&nentaire; 

Dans le neuvieme mois, I’esprit entre dans a “ ye. 

il y connait par une profonde contemplation e . r t, 

. . f ria- Word with the ailmination of the em- 

This assoaauon of a in the antepenultimate phase 

bryomc stage is grotesquely inttoa 
of this episode (in the manner of Rus "in). 

Enter tliat antechamber of birth w violent. ... But as before the 

their faces. Nothing, as it seems, preponderant excess of moisture, 

lightning the serried storm-clouds, h vy ^ 

in swoUen masses turgidly ^istende ,nd blighted growth of 

her, impending above parched fie 7 ^ ^gver- 

shrub and verdure till in an instant a ik torrent so and not otherwise 

The‘word’is‘Burke’s’;^ena^ofap^^^^^^ (The style is Lw 
invites the company tor turmc 

. , J Stephen, giving the cry, and a tag and bobtaU 

Burke’s! Outflmgs my lord P ’ piUdoctor, punctual Bloom at 

of all them after, cockerel, jac ^j^’^jg^ar, ashplants, bilbos, Panama hats 
heels with a universal ^ and what not. 

and scabbards, Zermatt alp Theodore Purefoy. the poly- 

There follows a roaring p 
philoprogenitive. chamuel, ^diteur. Paris, 1897- 
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Thou art, I vow, the remarkablest progenitor barring none in this chaffer- 
ing allincluding most farragineous chronicle. [An apt description of Ulysses, 
tliis!] A truce to threnes and trentals and Jeremies and all such congenital de- 
functivc music. Twenty years of it, regret them not. With thee it was not as with 
many that will and would and wait and never do. Thou sawest thy America, 
thy lifetask, and didst charge to cover like the transpontine bison. How saith 
Zarathustra? Deiiie Kuh Tn'ibsal mclkest Du. Nun triukest Du die siisse Milch des 
Enters — Per decim Partulam ct Pertundam nunc est bibeudum! 

The last pages of this episode are a pandemonium of ejaculations m 
every form of dialect, jargon, slang, ancient and modern. The young 
men, gloriously methelated, have felt the gift of tongues descend on 
them. Any language, the worse the better, is apt to their impolite con- 
versation. 


Waiting, guvnor? Most deciduously.^ Bet your boots on. Stunned like seeing 
as how no shiners is acoming. Underconstumble?^ He’ve got the chink ed lib. 
Seed near free poun on un a spell ago a said war hisn. Us come right in on 
your invite, see? Up to you, matey. Out with the oof. Two bar and a wing.® 
You larn that go off they there Frenchy bilks? Won’t wash here for nuts no- 
ow. Lil chile velly solly. Ise de cutest colour coon down our side. Gawds 
mruth, Chawley. We arc nae fou. We’re nae tha fou. Au reservoir, Moosoo. 
Tanks you. . . . 

1 ^ motion? Steve boy, you’re going it some. More bluggy drunk- 

n es ' “®uiensely splendiferous stander permit one stoodcr of most extreme 

poverty and one largesize grandacious thirst to terminate one expensive inaugu- 
rated libation? Give’s a breather. Landlord, landlord, have you good wine, 
staboo? Hoots, mon, we drap to pree. Cut and come again. Right Boniface! 

bsm^c the lot. Nos omues biberimus viridum toxicum diabolus capiat posteriora 
nostra.^ 


The episode closes in the manner of a dithyrambic American super- 
tiot-gospeller canvassing conversion with a punch in it. 


2 Yews, their leaves falling, lisp this affirmative. 

Cour^s^, ' underconstumble you. ientlemen’, in Swift’s Pol 

3* Half* a crown (slang). 

Ddivery!'*^^"’ returned from Paris, forgets the rule of Irish bars - Cash i 

craduams^ seems always to have been popular with Dublin unde 

believed to have^mn^n5°'^j'* m the Tripos, a college magazine to which Swift 

'"•c A Portrait ofth Stephen and his friends speak it, on occasn 

c A Fortran of the Artist as a Young Man). ^ 
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Come on, you wncfizzling ginsizzling booscguzzling existences! Come on, 
you dog-gone, bullncckcd, bcetlcbrowcd, bogjowlcd, peanutbrained, weasel- 
eyed fourfluslicrs, false alarms and excess baggage! Come on, you triple extract 
of infamy! Alexander J. Christ Dowic that’s yanked to g!ory» most half this 

planet from ’Frisco beach to Vladivostock You’ll need to rise precious early, 

you simicr tlicrc, if you want to diddle the Almighty God. Pfiaaaap! Not half 
He’s got a coughmixture with a punch in it for you, my friend, in lus back- 
pocket. Just you try it on. 

Thus, after long labour, from precedent to precedent, the mountains 
have brought fordi - a grinning golliwog, cnjatit terrible, the language 
of the future. 

Hoojjscij hoyahoyj hoopsa! 
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Thou art, I vow, the remarkablcst progenitor barring none in this chaffer- 
ing allinchiding most farragineous chronicle. [An apt description of Ulysses, 
this!] A truce to threnes and trentals and Jeremies and all such congenital de- 
functive music. Twenty years of it, regret them not. With thee it was not as with 
many that will and would and wait and never do. Thou sawest thy America, 
thy lifetask, and didst charge to cover like the transpontine bison. How saith 
Zarathustra? Dciiw Ktih Triibsal mclkest Dii. Nun trinkest Du Me siisse Mileb des 
Enters — Per deam Partulam ct Pertundam mine est bibeuduin! 

The last pages of this episode are a pandemonium of ejaculations in 
every form of dialect, jargon, slang, ancient and modem. The young 
men, gloriously methclated, have felt the gift of tongues descend on 
them. Any language, the worse the better, is apt to their impolite con- 
versation. 


Waiting, guvnor? Most deciduously.^ Bet your boots on. Stunned like seeing 
as how no shiners is acoming. Undcrconstumble?^ He’ve got the chink ed lib. 
Seed near free poun on un a spell ago a said war hisn. Us come right in on 
your invite, see? Up to you, matey. Out with the oof. Two bar and a wing. 
You larn that go off they there Frenchy bilks? Won’t wash here for nuts no- 
ow. Lil chile vclly solly. Ise de cutest colour coon down our side. Gawds 
^ruth, Chawley. We arc nae fou. We’re nae tha fou. Au reservoir, Moosoo. 
Tanks you. ... 

1 ® motion? Steve boy, you’re going it some. More bluggy drunk- 

a es. Will immensely splendiferous stander permit one stooder ofmost extreme 
poverty and one largesize grandacious thirst to terminate one expensive inaugu- 
rate i ation? Give s a breather. Landlord, landlord, have you good wine, 
AE "^6 drap to pree. Cut and come again. Right Boniface! 

suit e the lot. Nos anmes biberimus viridum toxicum diabolus capiat posteriora 
nostra.^ 


The episode closes in the maimer of a dithyrambic American super- 
hot-gospeUer canvassing conversion with a punch in it. 

2 Yews, their leaves falling, lisp this affirmative. 

Conversation ^ ® ® ^ underconstumble you, gentlemen’, in Swift’s PoUle 

3* Haifa crown (slang). 

Delivcry^^^”’ returned from Paris, forgets the rule of Irish bars - Cash on 

gradua't^ seems always to have been popular -with Dublin under- 

believed to hair ^ ^ ®re found in the Tripos, a college magazine to which Swift is 

“’d his fcen^ speak it, on occasion 

tsee ^ i ortrmt of the Artist as a Young Man). 
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iump in first class wifii fiiird ticket. Then too far. Train with en^e behind. 
Might have taken me to Malahide or a sidmg for or cto Second 

dr4 does it. Once is a dose. What am I foUowmg him for? Snll, he s the best 

of that lot. • 1 r 

It is a misty night after the downpour and Mr Bloom loses sight o 
Stephen at 2e entrance of the nighttown. He 
thrLgh the mist, past spectral shadows, drunken 
soldiefs, lurching workmen, and fmaUy 

house of Mrs BeUa Cohen in Tyrone Street. Stephen and Lynch, m the 
company of the prostitutes Zoe, Flora, and Kitty, ^ are engaged m a 
“mSLg dis» Je » .he philosophy of mosie; S»ph» . s.— g 
■empty W.' o„ the brothel pUno. Mrs Cohen toite 
fees-, Stephen, with fuddled generosity, exceeds the tariff, but Bloo 

comes to the rescue. 

.toon leys . W/..-OS- ” 
me. [He takes up the pouuduote.] Three you. .. 

:r “ » •» “= "■ 

Eleven. I don’t answer for what you may have lost. 

hynihendtZoenvog^s — 

gM,. fane, eve, 6.mt, h. a teney 

of drunken tripiidium.^ 

FLORRY [points to Stephen]: Look! He s wlme. 

BLOOM [poes to die ii’U'deii' (0 ope;i it more]. 1 7 * , , 

A. the climax of hit ect.aty he tmate Sfo“h“damt“ 

out into the darkness. Mr Bloom ^ involved in a brawl with 

to the lamp. Hurrying out, he &ds St P 

tivo soldiers, who imagine that he has msulted the g • 

1. Female creature, flower, virgin saltatn 

2. SaUosanciUafcrrc aeperurbem f ^ ; W A Mil b given here- 
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SCENE Tlie Brothel 
HOUR 12 midnight 
ORGAN Locomotor Apparatus 
ART Magic 
SYMBOL Whore 
TECHNIC Hallucination 


The last episode closed with the orgy of Stephen and the medical 
students at Burke’s public house, culminating, just on closing-tunei 
with a round of absinthe. Mr Bloom, determined to watch over 
Stephen, is faithful to the end, though unwanted and jeered at by the 
company of young men who are having a ‘gorgeous drunk at 
Stephen s expense. ‘ Vel, I ses, if that aint a sheeny nachez, vel, I vil get 
misha mishimiah.’ Prudent Mr Bloom, declining absinthe, has con- 
fmed himself to ‘Rome booze’, a glass of wine. Quite exhausted, he is 
yet nearly sober, but Stephen who has been ‘mixing’ is far gone. From 
closing-time till the opening of ‘Circe’ (midnight), there is a blank 
period of one hour; what happened in the interval can be pieced to- 
gether from fcagments in otlier episodes. MuUigan and Haines, no 
more drinks being forthcoming, ‘euchred’ (as Mr Bloom puts it) 
Stephen at the Westland Row Station. Mr Bloom has the gravest sus- 
picions of the Buck’. ‘It wouldn’t occasion me tlie least surprise to 
learn that a pinch of tobacco or some other narcotic was put in your 
drink for some ulterior object.’ Stephen, abandoned by all but Lynch,^ 
jumps into a loopline train determined to make a night of it. Mr Bloom 
precipitately follows. 


Wddgoose^ chase this. Discorderly houses. Lord knows where they are gone. 
Drunks cover distance double quick. Nice mixup. Scene at Wesdand row. Then 


“ one of Stephen’s oldest friends. It was with him that Stephen held 
me remarkable didogue on aesthetics (recorded in the Portrait) fiom which I have 
so often had occasion to quote. ' 

word wildgoose is appropriate here not only because it is an ‘aiumal 
ennt?’ ‘Circe’ episode, but also because Stephen is a ‘wild- 

roiinfrl K . ^ word - an Irishman who will not stay in his own 

c untry but migrates to foreign parts: for example, ‘Trieste-Ziirich-Paris’. 
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jump in first class witli third ticket. Then too far Train with engine h Jhd 
Might have taken me to Malahide or a siding for 

dr 4 does it. Once is a dose. What am I foUowmg him for? Soil, he s the best 
of that lot. 

It is a misty night after the downpour and Mr Bloom loses sight o 
Stephen at 2e emrance of the nighttown. He presses 
through the mist, past spectral shadows, drunken 
soldi Js, lurching workmen, and finally comes upon m 

house of Mrs Bela Cohen in Tyrone Street. Stephen and hi the 

company of the prostitutes Zoe, Flora, and Kitty,^ are engaged m a 
ramhling discourse on the philosophy of music; Stephen « J 

‘empty fifths’ on the brothel piano. Mrs BeUa Cohen de- ndsW 
fees-, Stephen, with fuddled generosity, exxeeds the tanif, but Bloom 

comes to the rescue. 

.LOO„ I.,, . .. * Allow 

me. [He Mfces up the pound, wtc.] Three times ten. We re square 

BLOOM [quietly]: You had better hand over 

step/en [hatlhin, five. Six. 

bloom; I will, hut is it wise? [He counts.] O , 

Eleven. I don’t answer for what you may have lost. 

Lynch hands Zoe two pennies to insert in the slot ^ 
strikes up My Girl’s a Yorkshire Girl, and the * 

dance together. Stephen whirls giddily, faster ever faster, m a firenzy 

of drunken tripiidiwn." 

PLOERY [points to Stephen]: Look! He s white. 

BLOOt .1 [goes to the windou’ to open it more]. Gi y. 11 

At the climax of liis ecstasy he smashes die gas 
out into the darkness. Mr Bloom stays behind to sett d g 

to the lamp. Hurrying out, he finds Stephen “ivolvedm a brawl 
two soldiers, who imagine that he has insu te t eir g 

1. Female creature, flower, virgin ore: (ripudiis sollenique saltatu 

2. Saliosanciliafcrre aeper urban « 

jnssi, (Liv.I,ao).Thisideaofart.M/<bnce*s 

after, appropriate to the ‘Circe episode. StepU , g ^ ‘beating his foot m 
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SCENE The Brothel 
HOUR 12 midnight 
ORGAN Locomotor Apparatus 
ART Magic 
SYMBOL whore 
TECHNIC Hallucination 

The last episode closed with the org)' of Stephen and tlic medical 
students at Burke’s public house, culminating, just on closing-time, 
with a round of absinthe. Mr Bloom, determined to watch over 
Stephen, is faitliful to the end, though unwanted and jeered atby^the 
company of young men who arc having a ‘gorgeous drunk at 
Stephen’s expense. ‘ Vcl, I scs, if diat aint a sheeny nachez, vcl, I vil get 
misha mishiimah.’ Prudent Mr Bloom, declining absintlie, has con- 
fined liimsclf to ‘Rome booze’, a glass of vsinc. Quite cxliausted, he is 
yet nearly sober, but Stephen who has been ‘mixing’ is far gone. From 
closing-time till the opening of ‘Circe’ (midnight), there is a blank 
period of one hour; what happened in tlic interval can be pieced to- 
gether from fragments in ofiicr episodes. Mulhgan and Haines, no 
more drinks being fortlicoming, ‘euchred’ (as Mr Bloom puts it) 
Stephen at the "Westland Row Station. Mr Bloom has the gnavest sus- 
picions of ‘the Buck’. ‘It wouldn’t occasion me tlic least surprise to 
learn that a pinch of tobacco or some other narcotic was put in your 
drink for some ulterior object.’ Stephen, abandoned by all but L)mch, 
jumps into a loopline train determined to make a night of it. Mr Bloom 
precipitately follows. 

Wildgoose^ chase this. Discorderly houses. Lord knows where they ate gone. 
Drunks cover distance double quick. Nice mixup. Scene at Westland row. Then 

1. Lynch is one of Stephen’s oldest friends. It svas with him that Stephen held 
the remarkable dialogue on aesthetics (recorded in the Portrait) &om wliich I have 
so often had occasion to quote. 

2. The word ‘ wildgoose’ is appropriate here not only because it is an ‘aninud 
metaphor and, so, apt to the ’Circe’ episode, but also because Stephen is a ’wild- 
goose’, as the Irish use the word - an Irishman who svill not stay in his osvn 
coimtry but migrates to foreign parts: for example, ’ Tricste-Zuricli-Paris ’. 



CIRCE ^71 

jump in first class with third ticket. Then too far Tr.dn with en^e b^d 
Migk Lave taken me to Malaliide or a siding for the night . 

iA does it. Once is a dose. What am I Mowing lum for? Stdl, he s the best 

ofdiatlot. 

It is a misty night after the downpour and Mr Bloom loses sight o 
Stephen at the entrance of tlie nighttowTi. He presses on res 
thrLgh the mist, past spectral shadows, drunken ^ 

soldiers, lurching workmen, and finally comes upon tep e 
house of Mrs Bella Cohen in Tyrone Street. Stephen and Lynch, m 
company of the prostitutes Zoe, Flora, and 
rambling discourse on the philosophy of music, ^p en is s 
amp., fifth,’ o. .he bro.hel piano. Mr, Be la Johen tod h„ 
fee,-: filephen, rrii fiiddled generoii.,, exceeds die onff, hu. B 
comes to the rescue. 

bloom [quietly lays a half sovereign on the table betawn Bella ant! Flan}] 
me. [He takes up the poimdiiote.] Three timM ten. e re 
BELLA ; You’re such a slyboots, old cocky, co — 

bloom [giito/y]: You had better hand over that cash to me to take care 

Why pay more? , 

STEPHEN [hands him all his coiiu]: Be just before you are 5^”^ ^ 

bloom: 1 will, but is it wise? [He counts.] One, seven, ev , 

Eleven. I don’t answer for what you may have lost. 

Lynch hands Zoe two pennies to insert in the slot j jj-ij 

strikes up My Girl’s a Yorkshire Girl, and the y°“°S ^ frenzy 

dance together. Stephen whirls giddily, faster ever as 
of drunken tripudium.^ 
f lorry [pom(s to Slep/ien]: Look! He’s white. 

bloom [^oes to die ii’i'iidoii’ to open If more]: Giddy. 

At the climax of his ecstasy he smashes the gas ^ damage 

out into the darkness. Mr Bloom stays behind to settle g 

to the lamp. Hurrying out, he finds Smphen mvolved m a brawl ^vl 
two soldiers, who imagine that he has insulted t eir gir . 

1. Female creature, flower, virgin ore: animal, sollcnique saltatu 

a. Sa!iojfliici7ia /erre ac per iirfccm ire wiieii/oi corHi'i' .^jjjjjg gjvenhere- 

jujsil (Liv. 1, 20 ). This idea of a r/’fiial dance is, for reas Quick! Where s 

after, appropriate to the ‘ Circe ’ episode, ^tepben. his foot in 

wy augur’s rod?’, runs to the piano and takes - je (Ulysses, 46)- 

tnpudium ’. Tliis allusion was prepared for ui the Pr P 


and five. Six. 
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PRIVATE CAJ<R [fcrcdtc /opsf]; I’ll insult him. ^ t. ■ i r 

[He rushes inwards STEPHEN, fists outstretched, and strikes him in the lace, 
STEPHEN totters, collapses, falls stumicd. He lies prone, his face to tic s y, m 
hat rolling to the wall. BLOOM follows and picks it 

Stephen lies nnconscioiis on the ground wdth Mr Bloom solicitous!) 
watching over him, whispering in his ear. A couple ofpolicemcn arnse 
and start taking names. The undertaker, Corny Kelleher, who is con 
ducting a party of ‘ commercials’ round the brothel quarter, appean 
out of die darkness. With his aid the policemen arc pacified (Com) is 
a popular Dublin figure) and the episode ends as Stephen is gradually 
recovering consciousness, watched over by loyal Mr Bloom. 


‘Brothels arc built with the bricks of religion.’ Blake s paradox may 
afford some explanation of the nirious fact diat Dublin, the great 
Catholic city’ of northeni Europe, should have had a recognized re 
light quarter’. The Catholic religion, upholding the inviolable sanctity 
of marriage, accepts no compromise, and condemns the ostrich moral- 
ity of those hybrid creeds which, bur)’ing their heads in the sands of 
seemliness, refuse recognition of the weakness of the flesh. Thus it is 
written of that great saint, Vincent Ferrer, that ‘an ancient tradition 
assures us that he drew up a code of regulations for the maisons de 
tolerance’.^ The man who, passing under die red beacon of ill fame, 
visits a ‘regulated’ brothel cannot but know diat he is committing 
deadly sin; no compromise with conscience is possible, none of the 
callow pity which condones fomicarion or adultery as a romantic 
necessity or unpremeditated lapse. Nor, of course, are the modem 
devices of quick divorce and free love, promiscuity in fact, compatible 
with die existence of brothels. In such an ambiance the prosritutc dis- 
appears; in a world of competent amateurs the professional has no 
place. But the Catholic religion, relendessly logioil, sets in sharp con- 
trast virtue on the one side, vice on the other; white light of heaven, 
red of hell; the Holy Eucharist and the Black Mass. Stephen Dedalus 
enters the brothel chanring an Introit and at the climax, just before the 
drunken soldier fells him with a blow, participates in a Black Mass. 
The episode of ‘Circe’ is, in fact, ‘built with the bricks of religion’. 

I. Page, Sermons^ Tome ii, pages 305, 198. (This, it may be noted, is a religious, 
not a rationalist ■work.) 
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cmcE 

The Blc of CiKe U lof m<l ofW^t °“a 

(tkii is one of the rare Homeric pl.ice-namcs P 

througli tKc nges) is still tlic cave of the sorceress. ‘ 

Here Odysseus and his comrades landed after t rcir . c interior 

IcstrygoLu. and a party of tsventy-nvo set out towards the 

to spy out the land. j 

la the forest glides thq- found the halls of Circe the lulls 

in a pbcc wth a dear prospect. And all evil drugs that 

and lions were roaming, whom she licnch had , i- ,t,..v r.impcd .ahoiit 

she gave them. Yet the beasts did not set on ms nien, u 

them and fawned on them, wagging their long t.ii s. i 

M. Berard points out that, at the foot of the hig i N 
which dominates the swampy, thickly woo goddess of 

Mount of Circe, there was once a famous temp c j_,’np and the 
wild beasts. After the beginning of June t ic wolves 

pools are dry. The children tremble with ev er. u-is all the feverish 

infested these malarial swamps. The ‘C**'*^^ jj^cd in the 

instability, die luminous intensity winch (as 'I 'V ^ 5 of jnalaria. 

Fat East know to dicir cost) cbaractcnzc the h.allunnanon 
The Achacans entered die palace of Circe. ^ ^ 

She led tlicm in and set them upon chairs and ‘ pj^,„„ian svine, and 

mess of cheese and barlq'-mcal and yellow loiicv s forget their own 

mixed harmful drugs avith the food to make t cm , drunk it off, 
countiy.i Now when she had given them f " jji (he styes of the 

she smote them presently with a wand, and s ut 

• nf this metamorphosis, 

Odysseus, apprised by die sole survivor r u.p golden wand, 

kurried to the rescue. On his svay be met Hermc j drugs of 

..... c. ,..li,.rewith to Counteract 


vho 


cd to tile rescue. On his svay be °f„ract die drugs of 

gave him a magic herb whcrcwit jnilk. The 

ircc; Tt was black at the root, but the flower • wdth 

^ds call it moly,= but it is hard for mortal men to oig. 
le gods all things arc possible.’ 

T Tl 


I wluch 
is 
rer 


gods all things arc possible/ ^ 

1. Thus Mr Bloom suspects that Stephen ^“"mow-fiowcringshnib v . 

2- M-Bcrardscesin ‘moly’ tlm^fripk’.v/wlii» j 5„5pect 
i found in that region. Another view is that ga . ^ poppy kas V'^^'lmcrcial 

mended paradoxical though this may Far^East. In dried coin^^ 

«d IS cultivated in Asia Minor as well as believed it ‘o ^ “ Greek, 

ojmu looks like a root, and the Grccl^s ni y undeceive tlicm; ^ 

Phoenician opium-growers naturally would not uno 
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Armed with the magic plant, Odysseus boldly drank of Circes 
golden cup. 

Now when she had given it and I had drunk it off and was not bewitched, she 
smote me with her wand and spake and hailed me; , 

* Go thy way now to the stye, couch thee there with the rest of thy company. 

So spake she, but 1 drew my sharp sword from my thigh and sprang upon 
Circe, as one eager to slay her. But with a great cry she sUpped under, and lal 
hold of my knees. 

Circe, recognizing Odysseus, bade him to her bed and, at his behest, 
set his comrades free. 

Circe passed out through the hall with the wand in her hand, and opened the 
doors of the stye, and dr.ive them forth in the shape of swine of nine seasons o . 
There they stood before her, and she went through their midst, and anointe 
each one of them with another charm. And lo! from their limbs the brist es 
dropped away, wherewith the venom had clothed them, which Circe gave 
tliem. And they became men again, younger than before and goodlier far, an 
taller to behold. 

The domain of Feronia, goddess of forests and fauna, to this day 
abounds in boats and pigs; since a remote past neighbouring to^vn5 
have borne the names of Setia and Suessa (pigtown). Thus Zoe, in 
reply to Mr Bloom’s question ‘Where are you from?’ glibly replicSi 
‘Hog’s Norton where the pigs plays the organs.’ ^ 

The art of this episode is ‘magic’ and its technic ‘hallucination . h" 
animate objects, unuttered thoughts, take life, speak and move as in- 
dependent, zoomorphic beings. Spectres rise from the dead, the squalid 
brothel parlour is transformed in a bewildering sequence of scemc 
changes. In fact, the background of this episode, the most ‘theatrical of 
Ulysses, is a scries of transformation scenes. All these hallucinations, 
however, arc amplifications of some real circumstance, they have a 
logic of their owm and arc not mere empty visions descending from a 
cuckoocloudland of bcfuddlcmcnt and exhaustion. Ex uiltilo uihil fiU 
even the magician Circe could only transform, not create. One of tlic 
most interesting aspects of this episode, as engrossing as the pursuit 

haying vainly tried to extract opium from the root, sought counsel 
oriental, the latter would doubtless reply: *it is hard for mortal men to dig* y ® 
alone know the secret.* Opium is known to travellers as a valuable preventive 
against the deadly fevers of the evergreen jungles of the Burma hills. ■ 
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of does sveU-hit faective s.OT-, b the Jetectioo °f *e ">“6. ^ 
or bought eehence the hallodnation has grot™. He™ ^ “ 

panaemLac aveltet of apparitions, the a.ost keeps > tm on the 

tigers of wrath whieh draw his ehanot thioug t s ^ movt^ 

In all metamorphosis there is a Stage o c umsy, flounderine: 

ment. The hutterfy, newly emerged from the pupa md flound rmg 
her way up a branch to dry her hmp, bedraggled wmg^ 
gainly a figure as a nouveau riche at his J^^'u^ir 

^anions of Odysseus, after Circe had made pj tWh ^ir 

Lind may have been, as Homer tells us, ‘steadfast as ^ ^ ’ ^”the 

been very unsteady at first on their four legs as Jey 
stye. In This episode there are many passages where 
W movements is portrayed. Thus, when Bloom is about to 

the brothel, ‘he trips awkwardly . 

ZOE [her l^kylwnd mstantly ZZloll] After 

bloom: The just man falls seven tunes, [tie 

you is good manners. 

zoe; Ladies first, gentlemen after. uU’ma out her hands, 

[She aosses the threshold. He hesitates. She turns and, hoidmg 

draws him over. He hops.] 

The mind and thoughts of ^ ®^°°ujj^“LoLe deLres t^e form 

Stephen) undergo a feral metamorphosis. 

and realize themselves before him. A , „ ^mafrinations of the 

see, to suffer, the obscure perversions, obscen S ^ m 

dweller below the threshold, more^^ast t “ ^ 

bering, about the brothel parlour. He ^ P perverse, Stephen’s are 
here.’ Bloom’s visions are generally ero P episode Bloom 

grotesque or tragic. However, in die J S 

redeems himself, widi the wistful vision o s ji^gd the ‘ Circe’ 

Itwas,Ibelieve, Mr Middleton Murpf who first^apU^^^^ 
episode (somerimes imstakenly assi a e^^ 

the Odyssey) the Walpurgtsnacht o Y ’ , jj^gre is another 

adopted by many..subsequent waters, i 

ftp nf Unth a elow of distant fires and 
I. For example, we see in the “P'r'ftf-^^jburga falls on I May, Beltane Eve 
will-o’-the-wisp signals. (The feast ofS i,,-. her curious wares - a da^cr 
the night of fire.) A Huckster- Witch o HereTtuSd^moLBarte; pro^^^ 


a^giror^"e.?rSu'ckste.^^^^^^ 
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rapprochmcvt (suggested by Mr Wyndiiani Lewis in Time and Western 
Man) pcrliaps equally appropriate. In Flaubert’s Tentation de Saint 
Antoine we find a similar conjuring up of spectres from the catacombs 
of consciousness, we witness like processions of grotesque symbolic 
figures streaming across the desert and there, too, animals, real or 
mythical (notably the saint’s faithful pig), renew the miracle of Baa- 
lam’s ass. Generally, however, in the Tentation, the phantoms 
automatically, as it were, out of die inane, whereas Circe’s ‘ temptations 
arc always prepared, the logical amplificarion of some real object, 
glosses of some silent or uttered thought. Occasionally, however, 
Flaubert’s technique anticipates that of Joyce, for example in the pas- 
sage where the saint strives to fix his attenrion on the Holy Book. 

Ah ! . . . ccla me fait dii bicn . . . nia tote sc dcgagc I . . . pour voir ecux qui ton- 

daient scs brehis 

Uii hclcmcnt part lie I' horizon. 

Or, again, when he muses on his youth: 

... qu.ind jc courais sur Ics inontagnes apr6s les cerfi Idgcrs. ... 

Il toinbe cn reverie. 

Et la volx dcs chiciis m’arrivait avee Ic bruit dcs torrents ct Ic murmurc du 
fcuillagc. 

Deux Uvriers aceouplh passeut leiirs nwseanx par les branches, tout en lirant siir h 
corde qne retient tin doi^t tine jeune femme conrt-velue. 

In these passages the bleating of sheep and the leashed greyhounds 
arc hallucinations directly springing from what the saint is reading or 
thinking - but such eases arc exceptional in die Tentation. 

There is a curious similarity between Bloom’s vision of his wife as a 
handsome woman in Turkish costume, standing ‘beside her mirage of 
datcpalms’, and Saint Anthony’s vision of die Queen of Sheba. Mrs 
Bloom is attended by an obsequious camel. 

On her feet are jewelled tocrings. Her ankles are linked by a slender fetter- 
chain. Beside her a camel, hooded with a turreting turban, waits. A silk ladder 
of innumerable rungs climbs to his bobbing howd.ih. He ambles near witli dis- 
gruntled hindquarters. Fiercely she slaps his haunch, her goldairb ivristbanglcs 

is the witch’s parlour whither a mcphistophclian youth leads his faustian father, 
the spirit Al-Kohol their meteor-guide. Goethe’s first IVaIpnrgisnachl is life soaked 
in magic; here we have a IValpiirgimachl itself soaked again in an even more potent 
magic. 
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angriling, scolding him in Moorish. ... The camel, iftmg a foreleg, plucks from 
a L a krge mango fruit, offers it to his mistress, bU^g. m Ins rioven hoof, 
then droops his head and, grunting, with uplifted neck, fumbles to knee . 

Flaubert thus describes the arrival of the Queen of Sheba. 

Les betes haletantes se couchent. Les esclaves se prdcipitent sur les bdlots pour 
en denouer les cordes avec leurs dents. On deroule des tapis bario es. on jale 
par terre des choses qui brillent. Un dldphant Wane capara?onne d “ ’ 

accourt en secouant le bouquet de plumes d autruc es attac a , . 

son dos, parmi des coussins delaine bleue, jambes croisees, ^s a dem 
closes et se balan9ant la tete, il y a une femme si splendidement vetue ^ 
voie des rayons tout autour d’elle. ... L’^lephant phe 1 “ 

Saba, se lahsant glisser de son dpaule, descend sur les tapis et s 
Antoine. ... EUe%ecoue son parasol, dont routes les 
negrillons erdpus portent la longue queue de sa belle robe, don g 

I’extremit^ qu’il soulfeve de temps a autre pour regarder dessous. 

These last lines are echoed in Stepbenk vision of himself as Car^ 
Dedalus, Primate of All Ireland. Seven war .u’yjjon is 

red, cardinal sins, uphold his train, peepmg un er 1 . „ 

deliberate, and intended to suggest a between the pomps and 

vanities of the Church and the luxury of 
In his introduction to the Premiere observations of 

Joyce-, wk « uauw,.- 

4 e a., of .„S8B00» ^hich 

of fan. Flaubert don .-“-Tynuhv eon even further than that of Spinoaa. 

drama. And this because bs pblo p y ^ Science, m the future of 

Flaubert is an ahsolutc sceptic. P®°^“ as he mistrusts all possible 

scientific knowledge, but mistru^^^^ as it were vague 

explanations of univer^. • • • unknown, all that 

shadows and I am afraid. Th ^^U^hostUe. 

1. The reception of the *11”, Aisait-il, "d’ahiirir h critique.” ’ 

Uii-meme, non sans nn certain org 7 -i-j-jy press criticisms of Ulysses, and, subse- 

Joyce, too. had that gift -witness thee yP 

quently, o£Finncgans Wake. .j jjpaginc that tliere is a malevolent 

2. tLs Stephen (in *e Pert 
reality behind those things s Y 
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will for ever elude the grasp of science, all that perturbs him despite his will to 
ignore the mystery. 

Nor has Flaubert any faith in Reason. As the devil says to Saint Anthony. 
‘Supposing the absurd were the true?’ 

Thus his book leads to no conclusion. In accordance with a fixed principle of 
his he forbade himself a conclusion.^ The artist should stand to his work as God 
to His creation. God has never imposed a conclusion, or revealed His final plan. 

The ‘atmosphere’ of the episode is created in the opening stage 
direction - mist, squalor, impeded speech and movement, stunted 
creatures, a pigmy woman, a CaUban growling in bestial slumber, a 
Sycorax returning to her lair. (In the extracts which follow it wiU be 
noted that the gestures and acts of the personages are frequently des- 
cribed in terms of the animal world.) 

The Mabhot street entrance of nighttown, before which stretches an uncobbled tram- 
siding set with skeleton tracks, red and green will-o'-the-wisps and danger signals. 
Rows of flimsy houses with gaping doors. Rare lamps with faint rainbow fans. Round 
Rabaiotti’s halted ice gondola stunted men and women squabble. They grab wafers 
between which arc wedged lumps of coal and copper snow. Sucking, they scatter slowly. 
Children. The swancomb of the gondola, higbreared, forges on through the murk, white 
and blue under a lighthouse. Whistles call and answer. 

THE calls: Wait, my love, and I’ll be vrith you. 

THE answers: Round behind the stable. 

[A deafmute idiot with goggle eyes, his shapeless mouth dribbling, jerks past, 
shaken in Saint Vitus’ dance. A chain of childrens hands imprisons him.] 

THE children: Kithogue! Salute. 

THE IDIOT [lifts a palsied left arm and gurgles]: Grhahute! 

THE children: Where’s the great fight? 

THE IDIOT Ghaghahest. 

[They release him. He Jerks on. A pigmy woman swings on a rope slung between 
the railings, counting. A form sprawled against a dustbin and nuiffied by its arms 
and hat mores, groans, grinding growling teeth, and snores again. On a step a 
gnome totting among a rnbbishtip crouches to shoulder a sack of rags and bones. A 
crone standing by with a smoky oil lamp rams the last bottle in the maw of his sack. 
He heaves his booty, tugs askew his peaked cap and hobbles off mutely. The crone 
makes back for her lair swaying her lamp. A bandy child, asquat on the doorstep 
with a papershuttlecock, crawls sidling after her in spurts, clutches her skirt, 
scrambles up. A drunken navvy grips with both hands the railings of an area, 
lurching heavily. At a comer two night watch in shoulder capes, their hands upon 

5" ^ Portrait of the Artist. ‘The artist, like the God of creation, remains 

Within or behind or beyond or above his handiwork, invisible . . . indifferent.’ 
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howbeit with the gods all things arc possible’. To omniscience and to 
such mortal men as arc good dclvcrs botli the flower and its hidden 
roots are apprehensible. Even the winning number at the roulette 
tablc^ could be predicted by one who could discern all the dark roots 
of the event. 

As Mr Bloom advances through the murk he is followed by a dog 
whose transformations remind us of the protciform dog watched by 
Stephen in the morning. The dog, ‘a liver and wliitc spaniel’, slinking 
after Stephen, is kicked by Lynch; it reappears as a retriever sniffing 
after Bloom, later as terrier, bulldog, beagle. Trudging wearily on in 
quest of Stephen, Mr Bloom is confronted by phantom forms w’hich 
rise from the shadows on his patli. Old Rudolph Bloom admonishes 
him in Yiddish-English: ‘What are you making down this place? 
His mother shrilly laments an accident of liis youth. Bloom has bought 
a crubeen (pig s foot) and a sheep’s trotter and, as he is bestosving 
these in his pockets, Marion suddenly appears before him - doubtless 
evoked by a thought of the face-lotion, ordered by her, whicli his 
pockets should, but do not, contain. 


AVOICE[iWp/j-];Poldy! 

BLOOM. Who? [He ducks and wards off a blow clumsily] At your service.® 

t e ooks up. Beside Iter mirage of datcpalms a handsome woman in Turkish 
cwfimie stands before him. Opulent airues fll out her scarlet trousers and jacket 
s as le with gold. A wide yellow aimtnerbmtd girdles her. A while yashmak violet 


— — —to**-** ( 

round and round with i 

presented Circe (BeUa Cohen) ore 

obviously eniovs their A women and Bloom not only accepts but 

has an amusm/t^le ^ propos of masterly women Samuel Butler 

mind, not UlvIS^ a^d •4»r/iorcsj of the Odyssey. ‘Calypso is the master 

servant on their nremteo r ^5 neidicr she nor Circe seem to have a man- 
could see the lan^ord SL ^ ^ asked the stately landlady iff 

in tli Tout; I “P "We have no landlord, sm 

windows.” Thus spoke Circe andT f “ a hotel except to clean boots an 

even this much JeepBon in matST.-^“‘ 
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!njhe night covers her face, leaving free only her large dark eyes and raven 

2I.00M: Molly! 

'/f.I ^ out. my dear man, when you spcal: to 

BLoon r / r ^ tubby cold feet from waiting so long? 

bloom [sinfts from foot to foot]: No. no. Not the least Unle bit. 

eat les in deep agitation, stvallotvina gulps oj air, questions, hopes, cruhcens 
Jor her supper, things to tell her, exaises, desire, spellbound....] 

coniiir^^°°^ harking back in a rcstrospective arrangement’, now 
^ .’f? ^ omour of his youth, Mrs Breen, ‘her roguish eyes wide- 
Pm, smihng m all her herbivorous buchteeth 

nicelj,^^S^^^^i^^°°™' down here in the haunts of sin! I caught you 

0-! [hurriedly]: Not so loud my name. Whatever do you think me? Don't 
lootin^^ away. Walls have hears. How do you do? It’s ages since L You’re 
qC ^ m ^ ^ Absolutely it. Seasonable sveather we are having tbit rime 
f r 1 , ■ ^ refracts heat. Short cut home here. Interesting quarter. Rescue 

® '5V omen, Magdalen asj'lum. I am the secretaiy 

^gages in a spectral flirtation with the sometime 
eb in Dublin , culminating in a ‘pigeon kiss’. 

[Sbe/adesfom his side. Followed by the whining dog he walks on towards hrlb- 
"■ a shuttered pub a bunch of loiterers listen to a tale which their 

’^-snouted gaffer reaps out with raucous humour. An armless pair of them 
The c ^ in maimed sodden playfjght.] 

[trenc/tes, his voice twisted in his snout]: And when Cairns came 
die scaftblding in Beaver Street w’hat was he after doing it into 
, into the bucket of porter that was there waiting on the shavings for 
^ Denvaa’s plasterers. 5 t. 

LmTEEERs [guffaw with cleft palates]: Oh jays! 

I -c.r paintspecided hats wag. Spattered with size and lime of their lodges they 
f'^blimblcssly about him.] J .. f 

^JTie ^mion to Beaver Street has transformed the loiterers into a 
of bj’'‘b‘^biljlichen), spattered with the debris 


prowl ^ Perpetual interplay of human and bestial forms. The personages 

Sio Ccff- rwitrcr a.nd croak. ‘Circe’ resembles a medieval ‘bestiary’. Cf 

chsinirff'^j-^ "hich one of the stage directions runs: ‘co.MUS a-.tecs, with a 
■4 re in one ham!, his glass in the other; with him a rout of monsters, I.ea.hcJ UhC 
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howbeit with the gods all things are possible’. To omniscience and to 
such mortal men as are good delvers both the flower and its hidden 
roots are apprehensible. Even the winning number at the roulette 
table^ could be predicted by one who could discern all the dark roots 
of the event. 

As Mr Bloom advances through the murk he is followed by a dog 
whose transformations remind us of the proteiform dog watched by 
Stephen in the morning. The dog, ‘a liver and white spaniel’, slinking 
after Stephen, is kicked by Lynch; it reappears as a retriever sniffing 
after Bloom, later as terrier, bulldog, beagle. Trudging wearily on in 
quest of Stephen, Mr Bloom is confronted by phantom forms which 
rise from the shadows on his path. Old Rudolph Bloom admonishes 
him in Yiddish-English: ‘What are you making down tliis place? 
His mother shrilly laments an accident of his youth. Bloom has bought 
a ‘crubeen’ (pig’s foot) and a sheep’s trotter and, as he is bestowing 
these in his pockets, Marion suddenly appears before him — doubtless 
evoked by a thought of the face-lotion, ordered by her, which his 
pockets should, but do not, contain. 

A VOICE [j/i(irply]: Poldy! 

bloom: Who? [He ducks and wards off a blow clumsily] At your service.® 

[He looks up. Beside her mirage of datcpalms a handsome woman in Turkish 
costume stands before him. Opulent mrves fill out her scarlet trousers and jacket 
slashed with gold. A wide yellow cunuuerbund girdles her. A white yashmak violet 

1. We see in this episode a hobgoblin (horaimculus), evoked by a mention of 
the end of the world, playing roulette with the planets. ‘His jaws chattering, he 
capers to and fro, goggling his eyes, squeaking, kangaroohopping, with out- 
stretchcd clutching arms, then all at once thrusts his lipless face through the fork of 
ms thighs. II vient! C’est moi! L’hoimnc qui ritl L’honune primigme! He wliirls 
round and round with dervish howls. Sieurs ct dames, faites vosjeux! He crouches 

Tiny roulette planets fly from his hands. Lesjeux sont faits. The planets 
rush together, uttering crepitant cracks. Rien n'va plus. The planets, buoyant 
balloons, sail swollen up and away.* 

2. It is noteworthy that both Calypso (Marion) and Circe (BeUa Cohen) are 
presented m this episode as masterful women and Bloom not only accepts but 
obviously enjoys tlieir donmation. A propos of masterly women Samuel Butler 
has m ammmg tale to tell in his Authoress of the Odyssey. ’ Calypso is the master 
mind, not Ulysses; and be it noted, that neither she nor Circe seem to have a man- 
servant on their premises. I was at an inn once and asked the stately landlady if I 
coifld see the landlord. She bridled up and answered, “We have no landlord, sir, 

cannot see what use a man is in a hotel except to clean boots and 

neither of them seems to have made 

even this much exception in man’s favour.’ 
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mjhc night covers her face, leaving free only her large dark eyes and raven 
^loom: Molly I 

MARION. Welly? Mrs Marion from this out, my dear man, when you speak to 
me. [ atiricaliy] Has poor little hubby cold feet from waiting so long? 
bloom [shifts from foot to foot]: No, no. Not die least little bit. 

[He breathes in deep agitation, swallowing gulps of air, questions, hopes, ernheens 
Jor her supper, things to tell her, exaiscs, desire, spellbound . . . . ] 

Mr Bloom, harking back in a rcstrospcctivc arrangement’, now 
onjures up an amour of his youth, Mrs Breen, ‘her roguish eyes wide- 
open, smiling in all her herbivorous buckteeth ’. 

RS Breen. Mr Bloom! You down here in the haunts of sin! I caught you 
Mcely! Scamp! 

OOM [/ii(rricd/y]; Not so loud my name. Wliatever do you tliink me? Don’t 
pvc me away. Walls have hears. How do you do? It’s ages since I. You’re 
00 ng splendid. Absolutely it. Seasonable weather we are having this time 
f refraas heat. Short cut home here. Interesting quarter. Rescue 

o alien women. Magdalen asylum. I am the secretary. . . . 

. Mr Bloom engages in a spectral flirtation with the sometime 
prettiest deb in Dublin’, culminating in a ‘pigeon kiss’. 

[she fades from his side. Followed by the whining dog he walks on towards hells- 
... Outside a shuttered pub a lunch of loiterers listen to a talc which their 
roken-suonted gaffer rasps out with raucous humour. An armless pair oj them 
.flop wrestling, growling, in maimed sodden playfight.] 

[crouches, his voice twisted in his snout]: And when Cairns came 
own from the scaffolding in Beaver Street what was he after doing it into 
B y mto die bucket of porter diat was there waiting on the shavings for 
iJerwan’s plasterers. 

The loiterers [guffaw with cleft palates]: Oh jays! 

iffheir paintspeckled hats wag. Spattered with size and lime of their lodges they 
frisk hmblessly about him.] 

The allusion to Beaver Street has transformed the loiterers into a 
troop of clumsy animals (die Unbchilflichcn), spattered with die debris 
their ‘lodges’.! 

® perpetual interplay of human and bestial forms. The personages 
also"r’*"'* Stynt, twitter and croak. ‘Circe’ resembles a medieval ‘bestiary’. Cf. 
chan in wliich one of the stage directions runs: ‘cOMUS enters, with a 

, ’“ng-rod in one hand, his glass in the other; with him a rout of monsters, headed like 
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Mr Bloom passes on. ‘Gaudy dolKvomcnlolHn the lighted doorways, 
in window embrasures, smoking birdseye cigarettes. The odour of the 
sicksweet weed floats towards him in slow round ovalling wreaths.’ 
(Cf. Circe’s magic philtres.) The sight of two ‘raincaped watch’ 
approaching evokes in his guilty conscience the spectres of past and 
present misdemeanours - by intention with the typist Martha Cliiford, 
in act with the servant Mary Driscoll. 

He surprised me in the rere of the premises, your honour, when the missus 
was out shopping one morning with a request for a safety pin. He held me and I 
was discoloured in four places as a result. 

Certain ladies of importance whom he has desired from afar, but not 
chastely, rise up to denounce liim before die court of conscience. 

[His Honour, sir Frederick Falkiner, recorder of Dublin, in Judidal garb of grey 
Slone rises from the bench, stonebearded.^ He carries in his arms an umbrella 
sceptre. From his forehead arise starkly the Mosaic ramshonts.] 

THE recobder: 1 will put an end to this wliitc slave traffic and rid Dublin of 
this odious pest. Scandalous! [He dons the black cap,] Let him be taken, Mr 
Subsheriff, from the dock where he now stands and detained in custody in 
Mounqoy prison during His Majesty’s pleasure and tliere be hanged by the 
neck until he is dead and therein fail not at your peril or m.ay die Lord have 
mercy on your soul. Remove him. [A black skullcap descends upon his head.] 

The hangman Rumbold appears and Bloom lamely protests ‘I was 
at a funeral’. 


first watch [draws his truncheon]: Liar! 

^he beagle lifts his snout, showing the grey scorbutic face o/’padd Y dignam. 

e las gnawed all. He exhales a putrid carcasefed breath. He grows to human size 
an s tape. His dachshund coat becomes a brown mortuary habit. His green eye 
Jiashes bloodshot. Half of one car, all the nose and both thumbs are ghouleaten.] 
PADDY DIGNAM [lii a hollow Voice]: It is true. It was my flmcral. Doctor Finn- 

cane pronounce life extinct when I succumbed to the disease &om natural 
causes. 


[He lifts h is mutilated face moonwards and bays lugubriously.] 

Hfe7cZ'ieifn'wlf,,t^‘^‘-',^''‘ like men and women, their apparel glistering. 

with the ‘Circe’ eni” '."'"'fr with torches in their hands.’ Analogies 

F^drtek rob;; ™ 
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bioom [m trmmph]: You hear? 

baddy dignam: Bloom, I am Paddy Dignam’s spirit. List, list, O list! 

Bloom s quest is nearly ended; he pauses before a lighted house, 
V ence kisses, winging from their bowers, fly about him, twittering. 
Warbling, cooing. ° 


THE kisses Leo! [Tiirittcring] Icky licky micky sticky for Leo! 

I oom^J Coo coocoo! Yummyumm Womwom! [IVarbliug] Big comebing! 
B-irouette! Leopopold! [Twittering] Leeolec! [Warbling] O Leo! 

'eyriistle,jlutter upon his garments, alight, bright giddy flecks, silvery seijuins.] 

There is here a recall of the close of the- ‘Nestor’ episode: ‘the sun 
ung spangles (upon Mr Deasy’s shoulders), dancing coins.’ 

00m has reached Mrs Bella Cohen’s house, ^ the palace of Circe, 
ere Stephen and Lynch are seated, talking to the three young 
vitc es. Zoe feels in Bloom’s pocket and extracts a ‘black shrivelled 
po ato - a hteral recall, this, of the black root of moly. 


f ‘e puts the potato greedily into a pocket, then links his arm, aiddling him with 
siipp e warmth. He smiles uneasily. Slowly, note by note, oriental music is 
so/' crystal oj her eyes, ringed with kohl. His smile 


was sure to ... 


^ know me the next time. 

^ Biever loved a dear gazelle but it .. 

I azelles arc leaping, feeding on the mountains. Near are lakes. Round their 
^‘otesjile shadows black of cedargroves. Aroma rises, a strong hair growth oj resin. 
/ "™s, the orient, a sky of sapphire, cleft by the bronze flight of eagles. Under it 
tes the tvomancity, nude, white, still, cool, in luxury. A fountain murmurs among 
u"'j Mammoth roses murmur of scarlet winegrapes. A wine of shame, lust, 

ood exudes, strangely murmuring.] 

singsong with the music, her odalisk lips lusciously smeared with 
ta I'e ofswinefat and rosewater]: Schorach ani weuowach, benoith Hienishaloitn.- 

bloom’s pompous phrases. ‘Go on. Make a stump speech 
Bio ^ ^ scene changes to a public ceremony where 

ofTT world’s greatest reformer’, and anointed ICing 

Bcland. He is applauded by John Howard Parnell, Tom Kcman, 


ZOE 


Lower T pilgrim will seek in vain this cloud-capped palace. No. 82 

vieiix t) Street; it has gone up into thin air, like so many landmarks of our 

2 botigcs d'anlan? - m the Beltane fires of social ‘progress’, 

am black but comely, O ye daughters ofjcrusalem.’ 



284 the EP1S013ES 

John Wysc Noland, and many others. The ‘mysterv' man’ from 'Hades’ 
alone is dissentient. 

TitE MAN IN THE .MACINTOSH: Don't you believe a word he sap. That man 
is Leopold M'Intosli, the notorious fircraiscr. His real name is Higgins. 
bloom: Shoot him! Dog ofa cJiristian! So much for M'Intosli! 

[A caniioiisliPt. Ttic wwii in the ttiaeinlcsh disappeaTS. bloom with his sceptre 
strikes down poppies. The instantaneous deaths of many powerful enemies ... are 
reported. Bloom's bodyguard distribute Maundy money, commemoration medals, 
loaves, and f sites, temperance badges, expensive Henry Clay cigars, free cow- 
bones for soup, ... readymade suits, porringers of toad in the hole, bottles ofjeyes' 
Fluid, purchase stamps, 40 days’ indulgences, spurious coins, dairyfed pork 
sausages, theatre passes, season tickets available for all tram lines, coupons of the 
royal and privileged Hungarian lottery, penny dinner counters, cheap reprints of 
IVorld s Twelve IJ'orst Books: Froggy and Fritz (politic). Care of the Baby 
(infantilic), 50 Meals for ;r. 6d. (clinic), U'as Jesus a Sun Myth? (histone), 
Expel that Pain (medic), Infaul's Compa:dium of the Universe (cosmic). Let’s All 
Chortle (hilaric), Canvasser's Fade Meaim (joumalic), Lovelctters of Mother 
Assistant (erotic), ll'ho s ll'ho in Space (astric), Souths that Reached Our Heart 
(melodic), Pennywise s H'ay to IVealth (parsimonic), A general rush and scramble. 
Women press forward to touch the hem of Bloom's mk-.j 

But now’ a priest rises to denounce him and (as it was with Parnell) 
tlic mob turns against him. Various doctors arc called to tcsdfj' to 
Bloom s infirmities, and this they do at Icngtli in tlic jargon of tlicir 
art, differing from each other after the manner of experts. Thus, while 
Dr Mullig.an declares the accused a virgo iutacta. Dr Dixon appeals for 
dcmcncy in the name of that most sacred word our vocal organs 
have ever been called upon to speak. He is about to have a baby’. (This 
1st c ‘^^^dzation of a passage in die ‘Lcstrygonians’, where Bloom 
imagmcs himself suffermg the pains of childbirth.) 

But t c medical witnesses arc unable to exonerate him. 'All the 
peop e cast so t pantomime stones at Bloom. Many bonafidc travellers 
come near him and defile him.’ Finally, an officer 
° him on fire and 'a choir of a hundred voices, 

■ L ^ Vincent O Bricn, sings die Alleluia chorus, accom- 
rarbonizccl’ hy Joseph Gl)'nn. Bloom becomes mute, shrunken, 

zon: Talk ass’ay dU you’re black in die face. 

moment the phantoms vamsh. The prostitute invites Bloom in 
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to sec the new pianola. ‘With little parted talons she captiirc.s his hand, 
er forefinger giving to his palm the passtouch of secret monitor, luring 
im to doom. (There arc a number of such ‘masonic’ allusions in this 
episode; I shall comment on tliesc later.) Bloom is drawm by her ‘lion 
reck and he has a vision of the male brutes, Circe’s victims, who have 
enjoyed her, faintly roaring, their drugged heads swaying to and fro’. 
Bloom follows Zoc into tlic brothel. After a while Stephen turns 
sees liim, murmuring ‘A time, times and half a time’. 

Along an invisible tightrope taut from zenith to nadir the End of 
t e World whirls through the murk’ and ‘Elijah’s voice, harsh as a 
eomcrakc s, jars on high’-a recall of the Dowie throwaway, which Mr 
00m was given in the forenoon. Elijah invites the company to join 
® ^ joyride to heaven’. ‘The hottest stuff' that ever was. It’s the 
ole pic with the jam in. It’s just the cutest snappiest line out. It is 
immense, supersumptuous. It restores. It vibrates.’ 

of phantoms passes: the medical students, the debaters in the 
rary, Mananaan. Suddenly Lipoti Virag (Bloom’s grandfather) 
i^own the chimney. ‘He is sausaged into several overcoats and 
Wears a brotvn macintosh under w'hich he holds a roll of parchment. . . . 
n his head is perched an Eg^’-ptian pshent. Two quills project over his 
Virag is one of the oddest of the spectral denizens of Circe’s 
P acc.i He strikes a scries of epileptic poses, some of which seem exact 
^productions of the grotesque gargoyles round Notre Dame at Paris. 

IS speech bristles a\ath sharp interjections and he has a trick of ending 
.**, ^^^j^inations with a queer-sounding word. ‘Hippogriff. Am I 
nght?’ ‘Parallax! {With a nervous twitch of his head.) Did you hear my 
rain go snappy Polysyllabaxl’ In a jargon of insane exacmess he classi- 
1^^ t c charms of the three prostitutes. He admires item number three, 

'0 obviously mammal’. 


uc fleshy parts arc the product of careful nurture. When coopfattened their 
vers rMch .an elephantine size. Pellets of new bread with fennygreek and gum- 
®jattiin swamped down by potions of green tea endow them during their 
Oe existence with natural pincushions of quite colossal blubber. That suits 


he is Medusa in the Brocken scene, he has a detachable head, which, when 

, he ‘unscrews in a trice* and carries off under his arm. 

Veil I, of Mrs Piper’s frequent remarks -when * coming out ’ of trance was, 

^^^P head?’ and nervous twitchings accompanied the 

5 * There is much of the atmosphere of a mediumistic seance in Circe , 
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your book, eh? Fleshhotpots of Egypt to hanker after. Wallow in it. Lycopo- 
dium. {His throat twiches.) Slapbang! There he goes again. 

A moth, flying round and round the gasjet, blundering into the shade, 
recalls some panic fear in Virag’s metallic brain. ‘Dans me mart d’insecte 
on voit tons les desastres . ...” 


viRA G [head askew, arches his back and hunched wingshoulders, peers at the moth out 
of blear bulged eyes, points a horning claw and cries]: Who’s Ger Ger? Who’s 
dear Gerald? O, I much fear he shall be most badly burned. Will some pleashe 
pcrshon not now imediment so catastrophics mit agitation of firstclass table- 
numpkin? [He inetus] Luss puss puss puss! [He sighs, draws back and stares side- 
ways down ivith dropping underjaw] Well, well. He doth rest anon. 


I’m a tiny tiny thing 
Every flying in the spring 
Round and round a ringaring. 

Long ago I was a king. 

Now I do this sort of thing 
On the wing, on the wing! 

Bing! 

[He rushes against the mauve shade flapping Hoisi’/y] Pretty pretty pretty pretty 
pretty pretty petticoats. 


Fleeting allusions evoke Ben Jumbo DoUard, nakkering castanet 
bones (as in the Sirens ), Henry Flower (Bloom’s double), the Nurses, 
daughters of the Sun. Florry tells Stephen he must be a ‘spoiled priest’ 
and ‘His Eminence Stephen Cardinal Dedalus, Primate of All Ireland’, 
appears m the doorway, imparts the Easter kiss, and doubleshufiles off. 


[The door opens. Bella cohbn, a massive whoremistress, enters. ... On her 
left hand are wedding and keeper rings. Her eyes are deeply carboned. She has a 
sprouting moustache. Her olive face is heavy, slightly sweated and fullnosed, 
with orange-tainted nostrils. She has large pendant beryl eardrops.] 

In the passage between Bloom and BeUa which Mows, the meta- 
morp osis o loom, tapped by Bella’s fan (the wand), to utter animal- 
isin IS ac eve . With each change of scene we plunge deeper into die 
miasma of the Feronian swamps. Bloom is tortured, becomes a light 
woman, and is sold by auction. Bella is changed to a male brute who 


as of sex in the Aslis poem of Catullus (lxiii), in i 

in thrcitiic, a Yorkshire 


Cirli 
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^ cross. I’ll ride him 

doss-nl’ ‘‘' ^^cllo, ‘On the bnds 

she si’nV her swinish self. ‘ With a piercing epileptic ert'^ 

sham ° grunting, smifiling, rooting at his feet, then lies, 

the e ''■’ith eyes shut tight, trembling eyelids, bowed upon 

andTu"'^ attitude of most c.xccllcnt master.’ Bello ‘trains’ her 
thriller ^ houri, a sadist s XHcrim from the pages of some erotic 


and B 11^^ *1 divulge Bloom’s most secret infamies 

w. ^ n gloats over his wetim’s shame. Bloom bows: ‘Master! 
At 1 ^ud, as he lifts his arms, his bangle bracelets fall, 

ast c breaks down and clasping his head cries ‘My will power! 
mo^ I have sinned! I h.avc sufT ...’ Bello sneers; ‘Crybabby! 
jly. tears! He dies and darhshawled figures of the circumcised 

around him wailing in pneuma: ‘ Shema Israel Adonai Elohemt 
Adoiiai Echad: 


'ram t le suttee pyre thejlamc of gum camphire ascends. The pall of incense smoke 
and disperses. Out of her oak frame a nymph with hair unbound, lightly 
Y m teabrown art colours, dcsccttds from her grotto and, passing under inter- 
aang yews, stands oucr bloo.m.] 
r yews [their leava whispering]: Sister. Our sister. Ssh. 


art ^ picture of a Nymph, that ‘splendid masterpiece in 

Ijp ’ '"'htch hangs over Mr and Mrs Bloom’s bed, has come to 

fi r! ^ arc a transmutation of the brothel wallpaper, ‘of yew- 
2 t-icar glades’, the Circean forest. The action now moves in 

B]Pastoral setting. The Halcyon Days (a memory of ‘Nausicaa’) call to 
r oom, a schoolboy now, ‘Live us again.’ Bloom cheers feebly: ‘Hur- 
the School!’ and Echo answers ‘Fool!’ The nymph and 

hi'^jf*^"^* ^i^course of the boyish infamies of Bloom. A nannygoat passes 
6 on Ben Howth through the rhododendrons where Mr Bloom in 


Quo nos decct citaris cclcrarc tripudiis.’ 
jjljj Simul haec comitibus Attis cecinit, notha mulier. ... 

^ a notha mulier, a mock-woman. The Attis poem is, it may also 
the CDi with the svorsliip of Cybeic, Tellus, the Great Mother (see 

the cL?°^ “/‘Penelope’ for tlie assimilation of Mrs Bloom with this goddess), 
ts’hich ./‘'trusties of whose rites were frenzied excitement and self-castration, in 
'ministn^ votary made himself the serving-woman, handmaid of the goddess, 
a et Cybcles famula 
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his courting days lay ‘ravished, full lips full open, kissed her mouth’d 
The nymph coldly rebukes him for the sights she has had to endure as 
presiding deity of liis bedroom. ‘We’, she says, ‘are stonecold and pure. 
We eat electric light.’ (In an earlier episode Bloom pictured the 
nymph ‘doing Pygmalion and Galatea’, and wondered how she would 
like a tanner lunch after ‘quaffing nectar at mess with gods, golden 

dishes, all ambrosial Nectar, imagine it drinking electricity. ’) ButMr 

Bloom resents this cold douche on his visionary fervour. ‘If there were 
only ethereal’, he taunts her, ‘where would you all be, postulants and 
novices? Shy but willing. ...’ 

TH E y E w s [their silvcrfoil of leaves precipitating, their skinny arms ageing and sway- 
ing]: Deciduously! 

(The ‘silverfoil’ here is the wrapping from a chocolate which Bloom 
has handed to Zoe and she is ‘nibbling’.) 

At last the nymph, assaulted by Bloom, takes to flight, followed by 
his taunts. As if you didn’t get it on the double yourselves. ... Eh! I 
have sixteen years of black slave labour behind me. And would a jury 
give me five shillings alimony tomorrow, eh? Fool someone else, not 
me. The hallucination passes. Bella Cohen stands before him, demanding 
her fees. 

Zoe begins to read Stephen’s hand. 

ZOE [j/ic takes his hand] : Blue eyed beauty. I’ll read your hand. [S/ie points to his 
forehead] No wit, no wrinkles. [S/ie counts] Two, three. Mars, that’s courage. 
[Stephen shakes his head] No kid. 

LYNCH. Sheet lightning courage. The youth who could not shiver and shake. 
[To Zoe] Who taught you palmistry? 

ZOE [films]: Ask my... [To Sfep/ieii] I see it in your face. The eye, like that. [She 
frowns with lowered head.] 

LYNCH [laughing, slaps Kitty behind twice]: Like that. Pandy bat. 

[Tiiiice loudly a pandybat cracks, the coffin of the pianola flies open, the bald little 
round Jack-in-the-box head of father dolan springs up.] 

FATHER DOLAN. Any boy want flogging? Broke his glasses? Lazy idle little 
schemer. See it in your eye. 

[Mild, benign, rectorial, reproving, the head of don JOHN conmee rises from 
the pianola coffin.] 

ON JOHN CONMEE: Now, Father Dolan! Now I’m sure that Stephen is a 
very good little boy. 


I. Ulysses, page 167. 
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apparitions from Stephen’s schooldays - an incident des- 
^ e in the Portrait. Stephen, having broken his glasses, could not do 
s essons. The prefect of studies. Father Dolan, makes his round 
^peering the lazy idle little schemers’, as he calls the boys. ‘See it in 
your eye is a pet plirase of his. He notices that Stephen is not working 
azy little schemer. I see schemer in your face’ - and, despite 
top en s terrified explanation, bids him hold out his hand, touches it 
or a moment at the fingers to steady it (this touch of the prefect’s 
fingers leaves a vivid impression on the boy’s mind) and 
pandies him. Stephen complains to the Rector, Father Conmee, of the 
^justice, and is consoled by the Rector’s sympathy. Here tlie touch of 
no s fingers on his and her ‘ I see it in your face’ have sufficed to 
ni^erialize the whole incident before Stephen’s eyes. 

Wo of the girls start whispering together and giggling. Bloom has 
vision of the interview between Marion and Blazes Boylan; he sees 
self, a flunkey with a powdered wig, attending on their amorous 
tli° °f ecstasy, and masochistically applauds 

0 conqueror. Bella and her three disgraces begin to laugh. 


NCii Jljg mirror up to nature. \He laughs.] Hu hu hu hu hu hu. 

pTEPHEN atij BLOOM gaze in the mirror. The face oj william Shake- 
speare, beardless, appears there, rigid in facial paralysis, crowned by the refiec- 
j of the reindeer antlered hatrack in the hall.] 

AKEspeare [10 dignifed ventriloquy]: ’Tis tlie loud laugh bespeaks the vacant 
. [ 7 b Bloom] Thou thoughtest as how thou wastest invisible. Gaze. [He 
oiw with a black capon’s laugh] lagogo! How iny Oldfellow chokit his 
ihursdaymomum. lagogogo! 


ynch s the mirror up to nature’ has evoked this grotesque hallu- 
nation, Shakespeare’s beardless, paralysed face and stuttering speech 
pRipeded movement). It is significant, in view of the ‘confusion of 
St fiinted at in the episode of ‘Scjdla and Charybdis , that 
Bloom, looking together into the glass, should see the face 

Shakespeare there. 

^ephen entertains the company with an imitation of a French guide 
j ^ttng in broken English the attractions o£ Paris la unit: how much 
Rtc on tilings love and sensations voluptuous . He recalls 
red ~ melon, the street of harlots ( It was here! ) and the 

*^tpct spread (a dream-memory', perhaps, of the Queen of Sheba s 
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carpet outspread, in the Tentation) - followed by the dream of flight. 
‘No, I flew. My foes beneath me. And ever shall be. World without 
end — Pater! Free ! ’ The Pater! here is a recall of tlie ‘ ScyUa and Charyb- 
dis’ episode (as well, of course, as the talc of Daedalus’s flight in the 
Metamorphoses): ‘Fabulous artificer, the hawklike man. You flew. ... 
Lapwing. Icarus. Pater, ait.’ Here Stephen dramatizes the flight of 
Icarus and (this is, perhaps, rather strange coming from Stephen) sees 
his father in the role of the artificer Daedalus. 


STEPHEN: Break my spirit, will he? O merde aiors! [He cries, his vuUiire talons 
sharpened] Hola! HUlyho! 

[siMON DEDALUs’ voicc liilloes tit attswcr, somewhat sieepy hit ready.] 
SIMON: That s all right. [He swoops tmcertaiuiy through the air, wheeiing, uttering 
cries of hearkening, on strong ponderous buzzard Ho, boy! Are you going 
to win? Hoop I Pschatt I Stable with those halfcastes. Wouldn’t let them with- 
in the bawl of an ass. Head up ! Keep our flag flying I An eagle gules volant 
in a field argent displayed. Ulster king at arms! hai hoop! [He wakes the 
beagles cry giving tongue] Bulbul! Burblblbrurblbl! Hai, boyl^ 

[The fronds and spaces of the waUpaper file rapidly across country . ...] 


The scene now changes to a race-meeting (a dramatization of 
Stephen s day-dream as he observed the pictures of race-horses in Mr 
Deasy s study) and a dark horse riderless bolts like a phantom past the 
wmningpost, his mane moonfoaming, his eyeballs stars’. (This is an 
echo from the Proteus episode, an allusion to the houyhnhnm Swift, 
who ran to the wood of madness, ‘his mane foaming in the moon, his 
eyeballs stars’.) 


The brothel pianola, with changing lights, begins to play the waltz- 
song My Girl s a Yorkshire Girl (we have already heard tliis tune blared 
and drumthumped by a Highland band, at the close of the ‘Wander- 
mg Rocks ). The dancing-master Maginni suddenly appears from be- 
tween curtains; with a deft kick he sends his top hat spinning to his 
CTOvm and jauntyhatted skates in’ to act as the Mattre de Ceremonies. 
The lights change, glow, fade: gold, rose, violet. 

a recall of Homer’s famous simile {Odyssey, xxii: 
of crooked rlavv ^ and his father slaughtering of the suitors to ‘vultures 

uoon smaller E: <mrved beak, that came forth from the moimtains and dash 

clouds while fVie ’ scour low in the plain, stooping in terror from the 

wav of flieht pounce on them, and slay them and there is no help nor 

way ot flight and men are glad at the sport’. 



cmcE 


zpi 


the pianoea; 

Two young fdlows were tnlking nbout their girJs, girls, girls, 
Swcctlicarts they’d left behind ... 

1' Wf'Jfr the nwmmsi hours run out, ^eldhaircih slim, in t’irlish bine, irnsp- 
U'itistcd, with iimoccnt hands. Nimbly they dance, twirliiiQ their shipping ropes. 
The hours of noon follow in amber ^^old. Lcanfshiii linhed, hi^h haircombs fiasliing, 
they catch the sun in inochin^ mirrors, lifting their arms.] 

Ji.^ciN.N’i [clipclaps ^loresilcnt hands]: Carn‘! Arant den.v! Bre.ithe evenly! 
Balance! 

[TIte menwii^ and noon hours waltz in their places, tnrniny^, adnancin^ to each 
t>thcr, shaping their airves, bowinc; vis d vis. CAVAIIEKS behind them arch and 
^■ispcnd their arms, with hands descendino to, tonchino, risino from their shoulders.] 
hours: You m.iy roucli my ... 

ALiERs; M.iy j toiicli your? 
hours: O, but hghtly! 
cavaliers: O, so lighdy! 

Jliis dance of the hours is a rcc.ill of the dose of the ‘Calypso’ epi- 
^“Tiling after the bazaar dance when May’s band played Pon- 
c c li s dance of the hours. Explain tliat morning hours, noon, then 
evening combg on, then night hours. ... Evening Iiours, girls in grey 
Night hours then black with daggers and cyemasks. Poetical 
ea pink, then golden, then grey, then black.’ 


[^Je night hours steal to the last place. Morning, noon and twilight hours retreat 
yore them. They are mashed, with daggered hair and bracelets of dull bells. 
IVeary, they cnrchycnrchy under fe/fe.] 

hebracelets: Heigho! Heigho! ... 

[Arabesqning wearily, they weave a pattern on the floor, weaving, unweaving, 
owtseying, twisting, simply swirling.] 

Ah this passage is built up of recalls from earlier pages. The pattern 
T ^°OE. woven and unwoven (like Penelope’s veil) by the feet of 
E Hours,i is a sublimation of the oilcloth mosaic of jade and azure 
cinnabar rhomboids on the brothel floor. ‘Footmarks are stamped 


of home is in the isle Acacan, ‘ where .arc the dwellings of Dawn, the child 

. ' ^tkness, and the dancing-grounds and rising of the Sun’. The cimous term 
•nic^S-erounds’, yopot, is explained by M. Berard as behig of Egyptian origin 
Ra had four maidfestations - as the god of spring and dasvn, of 
morning, of autumn and afternoon, of winter .and lught. Ra daily 
1 ytormed a danse on ,.arl, of these avatars as he moved from 


‘■uimng, ot autumn ana aitcraoon, — o - ' 

msc cn rond, passing through each of these avatars as he moved from 
ianre of his palace. Here the dance of the hours is a recall of the ntual 

- ot the sungod. 


'■yoni to 1 
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over it in all senses, heel to heel, heel to hollow, toe to toe, feetlockcd, 
a morris of shulTling feet without body phantoms, all in a scrimmage 
higglcdypigglcdy’ (an apt Circc.in epithet, this last word). The Houn 
(as important personages in Ulysses as in the work of Proust) arc asso- 
ciated with the ‘morris’ (moorish) dancers with their ‘caps of indices’, 
numbered like the hours. The dull bells of the bracelets arc an echo of 
the ‘ dark iron’ of the bells of S.iint George’s church, heard by Mr Bloom 
while he was dramatizing in imagination Ponchielli’s dance. ‘Simply 
swirling’ is a recall of the song of the ‘seaside girls’ and tlic \asion of 
the queen of the Pleiades (in the ‘Oxen of the Sun’), 'coifed with a 
veil of what do you call it gossamer ... sustained on currents of cold 
interstellar wind, winding, coiling, simply swirling’. 

The music swells acsceiidci. Kitt)' cries ‘O, they played that on the 
hobbyhorses at the Minis bazaar’, and, running to Stephen, d.inces 
with him. ‘A screaming bittern’s harsh high whistle shrieks. Groan- 
grousegurgling Toft’s cumbersome whirligig turns slowly the room 
right roundabout the room,’ The orgy grows ssildcr; now all the 
whores arc dancing, and with them Bloom. Bloom’s partner is Bella 
(an avatar, perhaps, of the ‘Old Witch’, Mcphistophcles’s partner, in 
die Walpurgis ball). 


[All wheel, whirl, waltz, twirl. Bloomhella, Kittylpich, Tlorryzec, jiijuhy 
wamen.^ STCninN irith hat ashplant frpj;splits in iniihllc In^hkiehs with shy- 
hickiitg mouth shut hand clasp pan under t/iig/i, with clanjr tinkle boomhaminer 
tallyha hornldowcr blue green yellow JIashes. Toft's annbersonte litrns with 
hobbyhorse riders from gilded snakes dangled, boweb fattdango leaping spurn soil 
foot and fall again.] 

THE pianola: 


Though she’s a factory lass 
And wears no fancy dothes. 

[Closcclutched swift swifter with glareblucflare saidding they scootlootshoot him- 
bering by. Baraabnm!] ... 

STEPHEN: D.ince of death. 


[Bang fresh barang bang of lacquey’s bell, horse, nag, steer, piglings, Conmee on 
Christass lame crutch and leg sailor in cockboat armfoldedropcpnllinghilchingstamp 
hornpipe through and through. Baraabnm! On nags, hogs, bellhorses, Gadarenc 
swine, Corny in cofin. Steel shark stone onehandled Nelson, two trickles 
Trauenzimmerplumstaincdfrom pram falling bawling. Gum, he’s a champion. 
Fuseblue peer from barrel rev. evensong Lovd on hackney Jaunt Blazes blind cod- 
1. In JuJtiby there is, perhaps, a punning allusion to African magic. 
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<^«hkd bicyclers Dilly with stiowcitkc ne fancy clothes. Then in last wiswitchback 
umbering up unj down bump mashtub sort of viceroy and rcinc relish for tnb- 
imbcr bumpshirc rose. Baranbum!] 

1 he couples fall aside, ste ril EN whirls giddily. Room whirls back. Eyes closed, 
totters. Red rails fly spacewards. Stars all around suns turn roundabout, 
ti^ht midges dance on the wall. He stops dead.] 

The materials used in tliis crescendo arc nearly all themes which have 
rcn previously stated. Through them ‘drumthumps’ the percussive 
iiTO of the Yorkshire Girl: ‘Yorksliire through and through’, 
^ champion’, ‘wears no fancy clothes’, ‘I’ve a sort of a 
. 1 , little Yorkshire rose. Baraabuin ! ’ 

j^.,. ^ lacquey s bell is the handbell at Dillon’s auction-room, heard by 
y Dedalus at 3 p.m.;* the oneleggcd sailor received alms from Mrs 
00m at about the same time;- ‘Corny in Coffin’ is another echo of 
j ^ Wandering Rocks ’.^ The ‘steel shark’ is a battlcsliip, an allusion 
c Nausicaa’ episode. ‘Onehandled Nelson’ and the plumstained 
^ 1 pram is a 

® of the Boardman baby (‘Nausicaa’). ‘Fuscbluc’ is a reference to 
Egans ‘blue fuse’ match;* ‘peer from barrel’® (probably) to 
“'loess’s Brewery;® the Rev. Love is tlic antiquarian enamoured of 
ines;* the ‘coddoubled bicyclers’ have coasted down from the 
oster of a cycle race seen by Mr Bloom, ‘cyclist doubled up like a cod 
T. * tnashtub’ is a recall of ‘I thinks of my old mashtub down 

®>e ouse Way ’. ® This confounding together of Stephen s and Bloom s 
emories and experiences (personal or assimilated, by a kind of clair- 
rn/*j *1^’ from each) in a swirling vortex of movement on To t s 
ndabout has a curious analogy with Flaubert’s Sons of Poets and 
^taers (in the first version of the Tentation). 
aver nous crions, nous picurons, nous bondissons sur !.i corde, 

Pass. balanciers. L’orchestre bruit, la baraque cn tremble, des mwsmes 

L, ’ toument, I’idcc se bombe, la foule se pressc, et, palpmants, 

pbsorbds dans notre ouvrage, nous accoraplissons a singi lere 
Ij'"’ de pitie ou crier de terreur. . . . Toumons, toumons sur nos 
applj qui galopent sans trSve et ruent du sable a la face du peuple 

Suddenly the movement ceases; there is dead silence in the room. 


y Vlysses, page 224. 
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[Stephen’s mother, einnciateii, rises stark throuqh the Jloor in leper grey with a 
wreath of faded orange blossoms and a tom bridal veil, her face worn and noseless, 
green with grave mould. Her hair is scant and lank. She fixes her bhiecircled hollow 
eyesockets on Stephen and opetis her toothless mouth uttering a silent word. A 
choir of virgins and confessors sing voicelessly.] 
theciioik: 

Liliata rutilantium tc confessorum ... 
lubilantium te virginum ... 

[FroHi the top of a tower buck mulligan, in particoloured jester s dress of 
puce and yellow and clown’s cap with airling hell, stands gaping at her, a smoking 
buttered split scone^ in his hand.] 

DUCK mulligan: She’s beastly dead. The pity of it! Mulligan meets the 
afflicted mother. [He upturns his eyes.] Mcrairial Malachi. 

THE mother [with the subtle smile of death’s madness]: I was once the beautiful 
May Goulding. I am dead. 

STEPHEN [horrorstrnck] : Lemur, who arc you? What bogeyman’s trick is this? 
BUCK MULLIGAN [shakes his curling capbell]: The mockery of iti Kinch killed 
her dogsbody bitclibody. She kicked the bucket. [Tears of molten butter fall 
from bis eyes into the sco/ic.] Our great sweet mother! Epi oinopa ponton. 

THE MOTHER [coittcs nearer, breathing upon him softly her breath of wetted ashes]: 
All must go through it, Stephen. More women than men in Ac world. You 
too. Time will come. 

STEPHEN [choking with fright, remorse and horror]; They said I killed you, 
moAer. He offended your memory. Cancer did it, not I. Destiny. 

This passage derives from Mulligan’s remark Aat Stephen’s moAcr 
was beastly dead’,- and his allusion to Stephen as a poor ‘dogsbody 
(the inversion of divme substance). ‘More women than men in Ae 
world recalls Mr Bloom’s soliloquy at the funeral of Dignam:^ ‘Wise 
men say. There are more women Aan men m the world’, a firagment 
of a comic song which continues: 

That’s why some girb 
Are single all their lives. 

Six women to every man, 

Say, girls, say if yon can. 

Why can’t every man 
Have six wives? 

^ I. MulhgMi, the ‘lubber jester’, is Ae clown in Ae 'Circus of the Idea’. The 
split scone is a recall of the scene in Ae ‘D.B.C.’ tea-shop (page 235). ‘Kindt is 
one of Mulhgan’s nicknames for Stephen. 

2. Ulyii£s,page6. 3- page 94- 
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phantom of Stcplicn’s mother of words winch 

re 7l n ^ earlier in the day (other instances of such 

cans follow) suggests a momentarily complete fusion of tlieir per- 
sonal, nes. of ‘fatherless’ son and sonless father. 

mother says to Stephen, ‘I pray for you in that other 
M world’ is one of the phrases which have haunted 

glooms soliloquies tliroughout the day. It is a fragment from 
an la s etter; I do not like tliat other world’ (‘word’, she meant to 
pe\\nte). The deliberate bathos of these citations is characteristic of 
Joyce s handling of tragic moments. 

top en grows pale and Bloom opens tlie window more. 

q'a]: Repent! O, the fire of hell! 

the The corpsechcwcr! Raw head and bloody bones! 

W [I'cface drawing near and nearer, sending out an ashen breath]: Be- 

re. ( te raises her blackened, withered right arm slowly towards Stephen’s 
na^t^ °"^]’'^tched fingers.] Beware! God’s hand! ]A green erab with malig- 

its grinning claws in Stephen’s heart .] ... 

ephen: Nothung! 

high with both hands and smashes the chandelier. Time’s 
•P' final fiame leaps and, in the following darkness, ruin oj all space, shattered 
Slots and toppling masonry.] 

THEGASJETtPwfhngg! 

ox’clamation ‘Raw head and bloody bones!’ is an echo of 
'But^ * ^oisgust at the sights of the Lcstrygonian butcher’s shop.^ 
pj^ * buckets wobble hghts. Give us that brisket off the hook. 

^oad and bloody bones.’ Here, as elsewhere, Stephen sees in 
‘St ^ ^®Td of Death, dio hoia, hangman god, a ghoul, a butcher, 

stark ^b "^^'^‘^°*Ting liis ashplant, his head and arms throwm back 
jjjj l’ ground and flees from the room ...’ Bloom lifts the 

towards the lamp to prove to Bella that only the paper shade 
her Circe, when Odysseus raised his sword against 

'Doi^l' ^ she slipped under’) shrinks away screaming 

hie settles with a shilling and hurries after Stephen, whom he 
Jjjj. attempting to engage in a philosophical discussion with two 
hen ‘M Stephen is stfll hallucinated by the fumes of intoxica- 

{Het °f gravity is misplaced. I have forgotten the trick. ... 

ops his brow) But in here it is I must hill the priest and the king.’ 

r. Ulysses, page isg. 
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The soldiers believe that, after insulting their girl, he is now insulting 
their king, and defy him to ‘say it again’. Grotesque partisans intervene 
in the phantom conflict, Dolly Gray to cheer the soldiers on, Old 
Gummy Granny (the old milk-woman of the first episode, ‘poor old 
Ireland’, the ‘King of Spain’s daughter’), seated on a ‘midnight mush- 
room’, admonishing Stephen: ‘Remove him, acuslila.’ A composite 
Irish ‘wdd goose’, one of those expatriate Irishmen who have made 
their name in the service of foreign states,^ Don Emile Patrizio Franz 
Rupert Pope Hennessy, speaking in a mixture of many tongues, urges 
Stephen to overthrow the pigs of ‘johnyellows’. ‘ Werf those eykes to 
footboden, big grand porcos of johnyellows todos covered of gravy!’ 

The soldiers are no less truculent; such language, indeed, as they use 
in this passage of words had probably never appeared in print before. 
There is a cry of ‘Police!’ and distant voices call: ‘Dubhn’s burning! 
Dublin s burning! On fire! On fire!’ Amid a Gotterdammenmg of brim- 
stone fires and the booming of gims, the dead arise, a chasm opens, it 
rains dragon’s teeth, armed heroes spring up from the furrows, and the 
Irish clans joust together. 

A Black Mass is celebrated, a blasphemous parody of the Sacrament, 
where the voices of Adonai and die Daiimed, reversing the holy 
words," call, in antiphone with the Blessed, Dooooooooooog! and 
Htcngicr Tiietopiumo Dog Drol cht rof, Aiuklla!^ 

The hallucination passes. Despite Bloom’s efforts at reconciUation, 
Private Carr fells Stephen to the ground. Corny Kclleher appears out 
of darkness in the nick of time (another example of the white flower of 
luck that springs from a dark root) to pacify the officious night-watch. 
Bloom is left standing alone over the prostrate body of Stephen, who, 
gradually coming to, murmurs fragments of Yeats’s Cotinless Cathken. 

STEPHEN [^rofliu]: Who? Black panther vampire. [He sighs and slrclchcs him- 
selfi then nnirniurs thickly with prolonged vowels] 

Who ... drive ... Fergus now. 

And pierce ... wood’s woven shade? ... 

I. For example, MacMahon in France, O'Donnell, Duke of Tetuan, in Spain, 
laaiem Austria. 

Kabalistie axiom: Daemon cst Dens inversus. 

‘li'm M. Berard observed, has a curiously Greek resonance. 

Ill- tlont le poetc designe les cris dcs Ache'ennes {Odyssey, 

sari, ,,, • ’ bicn voisin dc ccs alleluias, que vont riipctant nos fidcles, 

sinssavoirquilsparlenthebreu.’ 
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[He turns on his left side, sighing, doubling himself together.] 
bloom. Poetry. Well educated. Pity. [He bends again and undoes the buttons of 
tephen s waistcoat,] To breathe. [He brushes the wood shavings from Stephen’s 
t ot les with light hands and fingers.] One pound seven. Not hurt anyhow. [He 
/uto«]What! ^ <s J r 71 

stbphen [murmurs]: 

... shadows ... the woods. 

... white breast ... dim ... 

[He stretches out his arms, sighs again and atrls his body, bloom holding his hat 
‘I'f ashplant stands erect. A dog barks in the distance, bloom tightens and loosens 
ds grip on the ashplant. He looks down on Stephen’s face and form.] 

[^t>mnmnes with the night] : Face reminds me of his poor mother. In the 
^ white breast. Ferguson, I think I caught. A girl. Best 

g could happen him . . . [He murmurs] . . . swear that I will always had, 
ever conceal, never reveal, any part or parts, art or arts. . . [He murmurs] in the 
rough sands of the sea ... a cabletow’s lengdi from the shore . . . where Ae tide 
oubs... and flows... 

[Silent, thoughtful, alert, he stands on guard, his fngers at his lips in the attitude 
of secret master. Against the dark wall a figure appears slowly, a fairy boy oj 
t we«j a changeling, kidnapped, dressed in an Eton suit with glass shoes and a 
bronze helmet, holding a book in his hand. He reads from right to left in- 
audibly , smiling, kissing the page.] 

[wonderstnick, calls inaudibly] : Rudy! 

0 Y (^(Ker unseeing into Bloom’s eyes and goes on reading, kissing, smiling. He 
las a delicate mauve face. On bis suit he has diamond and ruby buttons. In his free 
hand he holds a slim ivory cane with a violet bowknot. A white lambkin peeps 
out of his waistcoat pocket.] 


"b^bere have been hints in previous episodes that Mr Bloom is a Free- 
tb^^i!' 5overal masonic terms and ritual formulas are employed in 
o>s. the ‘magic’ episode ofiUlysses.^ Here Mr Bloom, hearing Stephen’s 
® whispers (which, however, he misunderstands), murmurs to 
®5olf fragments of the masonic oath of secrecy, 
in the vision of Rudy, Mr Bloom’s dead son, a tranquil close after 
pandemonium, the cataclysms of the Circe panto- 
"nne. We have a moment of almost Dickensian tenderness. Bloom, 
S^mg at Stephen, remembers Rudy in his tiny cofSn of white deal 
ba«-Jtdded, clamped with bronze, ‘a dwarf’s face mauve and 


uiists fraternity [of the freemasons] originated in magic and amongst alche- 
“ 'nagicians.’ A. E. Waite, The Ocailt Sciaices. 
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wrinlded / clad in a litde corselet of lamb’s wool, his mother’s last gift 
lest he should feel cold in the grave." From the mists of memory he 
conjures up an elfin boy of eleven (Rudy’s age, had he lived) with the 
trappings of death transmuted into a sparkling panoply of fairyland, 
a changeling, than any carthbom child ‘goodlier far’, like the Achaean 
heroes released from the rough magic of a Circean stye. 

The motion is ended. 

This calm that follows a hurricane of passions is other than the druid 
peace o{ Cyittheline which concluded the turmoil of ideas in the ‘Shake- 
spearian episode; it is, rather, the physical appeasement of a wave-worn 
mariner who, riding out a tempest mad with magic, has made at last 
the haven where he would be. 

These our actors. 

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air: 

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision. 

The cloud-capp d towers, the gorgeous palaces. 

The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve. 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded. 

Leave not a rack behind. 

1. Ulysses, page 88. 

2 . I suppose I oughtn t to have buried him in that little woolly jacket I knitted 

crying as I was. ' •’ 
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SCENE The Shelter 

noun I a.m. 

one AN Ncrv'cs 

Akt Navigation 

SYMBOL Sailors 

TECHNIC Narrative (old) 


sha anything else Mr Bloom brushed off the greater bulk of the 

in banded Stephen the hat and ashplant and bucked him up generally 

mind ° ^^'naritan fashion, wliicli he very badly needed. His (Stephen’s) 
Was not exactly what you would call wandering but a bit unsteady and on 
it some beverage to drink Mr Bloom, in view of the hour 

let alon** r being no pumps of Vartry water available for their ablutions, 
reel th"* elrmking purposes, Iiit upon an expedient by suggesting, off the 
atvav ° e)f the cabman’s shelter, as it was called, hardly a stoncsthrow 

®fa n^T*^ Bridge, where they might liit upon some drinkables in the shape 
Md soda or a mineral. But how to get there was the rub. 

Blo^ ^ midnight and no veliicle is to be found. Mr 

jjj ^t^ignant at the manner in which Stephen’s comp-anions have 
Old him, is determined to play the ‘orthodox Samaritan’ to the 
tun ■ ^ f ^ Walk slowly on, he profits by the occasion and die taci- 
jjj I ° companion to dehver a verbose homily on the dangers of 
®td the providential appearance of Corny Kelleher, failing 
® Stephen might have ended the night in the lock-up. 

also cli away your time, he very sensibly maintained, and health and 

^<»im besides which the squandermania of the thing, fist women of the 

of all ^ away with a lot of s. d. into the bargain and the greatest danger 

of stuJ? 2°*- drunk with though, touching the much vexed question 

and hi relished a glass of choice old wine in season as both nourishing 

"'biclih° and possessing aperient virtues (notably good burgundy 

lavariikf * staunch behever in) still never beyond a certain point where he 
your be' ^ shnply led to trouble all round to say nothing o 

tog at the tender mercy of others practically. 

their way to the shelter they pass the sentrj'box of a corporation 
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watchman, whom, by an effort, Stephen recognizes as one Gumley, ‘a 
quondam friend of his father’s’, now on the rocks. A ‘figure of middle 
height’, prowling in the darkness, now salutes Stephen, and Mr Bloom, 
seeing Stephen stop to speak with tlic dark unknown, has an anxious 
moment. ‘ Although unusual in the Dublin area, he knew that it was not 
by any means unknown for desperadoes who had next to nothing to 
live on to be about waylaying and generally terrorising peaceable 
pedestrians by placing a pistol at their head in some secluded spot out- 
side the city proper.’ The nightbird turns out to be ‘Lord’ John Corley, 
whose 

genealogy came .about in tliis wise. He was the eldest son of Inspcaor Corley 
of the G Division, lately deceased, who had married a certain Katherine Brophy, 
the daughter of a Loutli farmer. His grandfather, Patrick Michael Corley, of 
New Ross, had married the widow of a publican there whose maiden name had 
been Katherine (also) Talbot. Rumour had it, tliough not proved, that she des- 
cended from the house of the Lords Talbot de Malaliide in whose mansion, 
really an unquestion.ably fine residence of its kind and well worth seeing, his 
mother or aiuit or some relative had enjoyed the distinction of being in service 
in the waslildtchen. This, therefore, was the reason why tlie still comparatively 
young though dissolute man who now addressed Stephen was spoken of by 
some with facetious proclivities as Lord John Corley. 

This Corley’s appearance was described in the talc of ‘Two Gallants’ 
{Dnhliiicrs). ‘His head was large, globular and oily; it sweated in all 
weathers; and his large round hat, set upon it sideways, looked like a 
bulb which had grown out of another. Whenever any job was vacant 
a friend was always ready to give him tlic hard avord.’ According to 
his habit, he asks Stephen ‘where in God’s earth he could get something, 
anything at all to do’. Stephen replies that there will be a job tomorrow 
or the next day at Mr Garrett Deasy’s school at Dalkey. Corley recites 
a tale of woe. Though this sort of thing went on every other night or 
very near it still Stephen’s feelings got the better of him in a sense 
though he knew that Corley’s brandnew rigmarole, on a par with the 
others, was hardly deserving of much credence.’ He feels in his pockets 
for money and fishes out what he believes to be pennies. Corley loyally 
— the Talbot de Malahide touch — points out to Stephen his error, but 
accepts one of the half-cro\vns. Stephen rejoins Mr Bloom who has 
een cruising in the offmg and the latter resumes consideration of the 
pro em where Stephen is to sleep, now that his friends have ‘ratted’. 
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After passing an ice-cream car where some Italians are exchanging 
0 scene abuse they at last enter the cabman’s shelter, kept, the story 
Went, y Fitzharris the Invincible popularly known as Skin-the-Goat. ^ 
‘ consists of j arvies or stevedores and a ‘ redbearded bibulous 

M *ni ^ portion of whose hair was greyish, a sailor, probably’.® 
00m, having ordered a cup of coffee and bun for Stephen, dis- 
oiirses on the beauty of the Italian language {‘Bella Poetria! it is so 
which t'oglio’), the correct pronunciation of 

'Mad oPhis preoccupations, doubdess because the repertoire of 
obs^ Alarion Tweedy’ is pardy drawn from Italian opera. Stephen 
serves that sounds are impostures; the Itahans were merely haggling 
money. 

til "yPoos mariner, learning that Stephen’s name is Dedalus, remarks 
he has heard of Stephen’s father. 

He’s Irish,’ the seaman bold affirmed ... ‘All Irish.’ 
too Irish, Stephen rejoined. 


he ^ explains that ‘ a matter of ten years ago ’ (a Trojan memory) 
ha ^d^ shoot nvo eggs off bottles over his shoulder, left- 

^once’'M^ ^^®ckholm’ in Hengler’s Royal Circus. ‘Curious coinci- 
Mr Bloom unobtrusively confides to his young convoy. 

Skin-the-Goat, the sailor, after asking and receiving 
one of the navigators of the streets a quid of tobacco, launches out 
“series of taU tales. 


He t^*^ l bite the fluke of an anchor same as I chew that quid, 

hit pj °? of his mouth the pulpy quid and, lodging it between his teeth, 

*Kha 

livert^fL And I seen maneaters in Peru that eats corpses and die 


^cts ft, 1 seen mar 

He fi here. Here they are. A fliend of mine sent me. 

out a picture postcard from his inside pocket, which seemed to 
s Way a species of repository, and pushed it along the table. The printed 

on it _ r T f. « f. . 


be in 
flatter 


on it stated: Choza de Indios. Beni, Bolivia. 


fhc gang which on 6 May 18S2, in broad daylight, 
Tliom Secretary, Lord Frederick Cavendish, and an Undcr-Sccrcmry, 

other Phoenix Park. The murderers were detected and hanged; 

*te nicnt;r, ^ j . ^ were condemned to penal servitude. The Phoenix Park murders 
® ‘be ‘Aeolus’ episode!^ . . - u 

nurititne Tlf it will be noted, arc concerned svith navigation, urban or 

0 art of this episode is ‘navigation’. 
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All focussed tlicir attention on tlie scene exhibited, at a group of savage 
women in striped loincloths ... outside some primitive shanties of osier. 

Chews coca all day long,' the conuniinicativc tarpaulin added. ‘Stomachs 
like brendgraters.’ ... 


Know how to keep them off?’ he inquired genially. 

Nobody volunteering a statement, he wink.ed, saying; 

‘Glass. That boggles ’em. Glass.' 

Mr Bloom, ss-ithout evincing surprise, tinostentatiously turned over the card 
to penrse the partially oblitcrateil address and postmark. It ran as follows; Ter- 
jcia Bojtii/, Smor A. Bomiiti, Gnieria liccthc, San.'iaje, Chile. Tlierc ss'as no message 
evidently, as he took partiailar notice. Tliough not an iinpiidt believer in the 
lurid story narrated (or the eggsniping transaction for that matter despite 
William Tell and the Lararillo-ljon Cesar dc Baran incident depicted in Meri- 
taim on which occasion the former's ball passed through the latter's hat) liaving 
detected a discrepancy- betsveen his name (assuming he was the person he repre- 
sented himself to be and not sailing under false colours after having boxed the 
compass on the stria q.t. somewhere) and the fiaitious addressee of the minivc 
which made liini nourish some suspicions ©four friend's her.a nevertheJess 
it remittded him in a way of a longcherished plan he meant to one day realize 
some Wednesday or Saturday of travelling to London via long sea not to say 
that he had ever travelled cxtcnsis'cly to any great c.xtcnt but he ss-as at heart a 
bom ads enturcr though by a trick of fate he had consistently remained a land- 
lubber c.xccpt you call going to Holyhead wludi was his longest. 

^ Our perforce sedentary Ulysses now bo.xcs tlic compass ofimagtnaiy' 
arcukar tours .and, coming back .as usual to thoughts of his Penelope, 
considers the possibilities of arranging an c.xtcnsivc concert-tour for her 
with an all-star Insh cast’. He reviews the ‘beauty-spots’ of Ireland - 
Poulaphouca (the Circcan waterfall), 


... Wicldow, rightly termed the garden of Ireland, an ideal neighbourhood 
lor elderly svhcelmen. so long as it didn’t come down, and in the ssalds of Done- 
gaUs here, if report spoke tnic, the evup d'ccil was axcccdingl v grand, though the 
last-named loc.ahty was not c.isily getatable ... wliilc Howtli with its liistoric 
Silkai Thomas, Grace O’Malley. George IV, 
II ° hundred feet above sealevcl was a favourite haunt widi 

thnn^r >1 ?•'' °f men, especially in thespring when young men's fancy, 

allv ? by design or aeddent- 

ally,usu.ally, by the way. on their left leg.... 

Mcansvhilc the andent mariner continues his yam-spinning; tlie 


I. See Ulysses, pages 167, 359 and si6. 
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pills like 

a ship a flowc? even- pill is something diiTcrent, a house, 

hkcAat^’"'^” * killed in Trieste by an Italian chajj. Knife in his back. Knife 

mill pfoduced a dangerous looking d.^<pknife, quite in keeping 

'In k i^ i” *hc striking position, 

hidb"})' ,*^Sshop it svas count of a tiyon between two sniugglcn. Fellow 
h” ri, "'i i*t up bcliind him. Like that. Prepare ta ir.eei year Ged, says 

*>- Chuck! It went into his back up to the butt.’ 

towa'' ijttcmpts to divert the stream of maritiitic reminiscence 

^a.t, ^ ^ ' raltar and Europa Point, scenes of Marion’s youtli, but 
wnthout success. 

'I’m ^^'1°'’ munched heavily awhile, hungrily, before answering. 

’ll ih" time ^ ^'^m rocks in the sea,’ he said, 'and boats and sliips. Salt junk 
Tir J 

to get ' **^*^'^1 jSlp* he ceased. His questioner, perceiving that he was not likely 
gath"ri* 1 change out of such a wily old aistomcr, fell to wool- 
to sav th° enormous dimensions of the water about the globe. Suffice it 
ofitandh^'MI* glnncc at the map rcs’calcd, it covered full three-fourths 
ully realized accordingly what it meant, to rule the waves. 

The 

hope his shirt open ‘so that, on top of tlic mariner’s 

tldcfa^” 1 ^ view of tlic figure i6 and a young man’s 

suadcs'^b°° rather’. By stretching the skin he per- 
t c tattoo-man (Antonio, by name) to gape in a sort of smile. 

Ate hv ’ f'Shed the sailor, looking down on liis manly chest. ‘He’s gone too. 
after. Ay, ay.’ ... 

‘Fi> 1 . * ^ ^hc number for?’ loafer number two queried. 

‘^y*^** ® tliird asked the sailor. 

Sort of ^'Shed again the latter personage, more clicerily tlu's time, with some 
shout smile, for a brief duration only, in the direction of the questioner 

“>c number. ‘A Greek he svas.’ 

Fop 

hy wandering prostitute, with a ‘face like dip , seen 

hland, earlier in the day, when lie was putting off from Siren 

unh,!, ^hc tavern. Mr Bloom charitably comments on her 

“onappy ]q^ 
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‘Unfortunate creature! Of course, I suppose some man is ultimately respon- 
sible for her condition. Still no matter what the cause is from 

Stephen had not noticed her and shrugged his shoulders, merely remarking: 

In tliis country people sell much more tlian she ever had and do a roaring 
trade. Fear not them tliat sell the body but have not power to buy the soul. She 
is a bad merchant. She buys dear and sells cheap.’ 

Mr Bloom maunders on about the ‘necessary evil’ such women are, 
till, the purport of Stephen’s last ohservation having gradually pene- 
trated his awareness, he asks Stephen point-blank if he believes in the 
existence of die soul and receives a characteristic reply. 

They tell me on the best authority it is a simple substance and therefore in- 
corruptible. It would be immortal, I understand, but for possibility of its anni- 
hilation by its First Cause, Who, &om all I can hear, is quite capable of adding 
that to the number of His other practical jokes, comtptio per se and corniptio per 
accidens being both excluded by court etiquette.’ 

This mystical finesse is a bit out of Mr Bloom’s sublunary depth 
but he feels bound to enter a sort of demurrer. 

Simple? I shouldn t tliink that is the proper word. Of course, I grant you, to 
concede a point, you do knock against a simple soul once in a blue moon. But 
what I am juixious to arrive at is it is one tiling for instance to invent those rays 
Rontgen did, or the telescope like Edison, though I beheve it was before his 
time, Gahleo was the man I mean. The same applies to the laws, for example, of 
a farreaching natural phenomenon such as electricity but it’s a horse of quite 
another colour to say you believe in the existence of a supernatural God. 

It is curious how, throughout this episode, these two complementary 
personages, at last united in intimate conversation, talk at cross-pur- 
poses. As Mr Bloom would say, it is a case of East is East and West is 
West. But that, perhaps, is the secret of true ‘atonement’. Ne rieii 
compreiidre e’est tout pardomier. 

Mr Bloom proceeds to discourse on the sad end of Antonio; by 
extension, on the wild ways of Itahans and Spaniards in general, and, 
by mtention, of the southern charms of Calpe’s daughter in particular. 

, , , washed in the blood of the sun.’ The denizens of the shelter 
babble ineanwhile of shipwrecks, of barratry and the like till Skin-the- 
Goat, who has a reputation to keep up, serves them the crambe repitita 
ot Irish symposia, a diatribe on the grievances of Erin. Mr Bloom 
regar s 's prediction of England s impending downfall as ‘egregious 
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balderdasli . ‘Pending that consummation devoutly to be or not to be 
wished for he was fully cognisant of the fact that their neighbours 
across the channel, unless they were much bigger fools thanhe took them 
or, rather concealed their strength than the opposite.’ He considered it 
was higUy advisable in the interim to try to make the most of both 
coimtnes . Skin-the-Goat’s outburst reminds him of his passage at arms 
with the Cyclops and he asks Stephen’s opinion of his gentle reminder 
that, after all, the founder of the Christian religion was a Jew. 

Ex qiiibiis, Stephen mumbled in a noncommittal accent, their two or four 
eyes conversing, Cliristus or Bloom his name is, or, after all, any other, secundum 

ctinipiu * ' 


r Bloom proclaims himself the adept of a vague socialism, pictur- 
ing an earthly paradise ‘where you can live well if you work’. ‘Count 
me out, Stephen says. Mr Bloom hastens to explain that he includes 
ram-workers in his ideal state. Brain and brawn are equally important. 

_ You suspect,’ Stephen retorted with a sort of a half laugh, ‘that I may be 
important because I belong to the faubourg Saint Patrice called Ireland for short.’ 
Would go a step farther,’ Mr Bloom insinuated. 

_ But I suspect,’ Stephen interrupted, ‘that Ireland must be important because 
it belongs to me.’i 

What belongs?’ queried Mr Bloom, bending, fancying he was under some 
misapprehension. ‘Excuse me. Unfortunately I didn’t catch the latter portion, 
what was it you...?’ 

St^hen, patently crosstempered, repeated and shoved aside liis mug of coffee, 
or whatever you like to call it, none too politely, adding: 

We can t change the country. Let us change the subject.’ 

Meanwhile the general conversation has drifted round to that pet 
topic of such gatherings fifty years ago - the lost leader Parnell and the 
chances of his ‘return’. 


^ There was ever)' indication they would arrive at that,’ Mr Bloom said. 
Who? the other, whose hand by the way was hurt, said. 

One morning you would open the paper, the cabman affirmed, and read 
e/nr/i ofPamcII. He bet them what they liked. A Dublin fusilier was in that 
s e ter one night and said he saw him in South Africa. Pride it was hilled him. 


' Stephen’s remark to the drunken soldiers: ‘You die for your country, 
■ But I say: Let my country die for me.’ Thus Plotinus, when he was 
s ed to attend worship of the gods, arrogantly answered: ‘It is for tliem (the 
spirits) to come to me.’ (Isis Unveiled, i, 489.) 
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He oiiglit to have done away with liimsclfor lain low for a time after Commit- 
tee Room No. 15 until he was liis old self again with no-one to point a finger 
at Ihm. Then they woidd all to a man have gone down on their marrowbones 
to him to come bach when he had recovered liis senses. Dead he wasn*t. Simply 
absconded somewhere. The coffin tliey brought over was full of stones. He 
changed his name to De Wet, the Boer general. He made a mistake to fight the 
priests. And so forth and so on. 

Mr Bloom recalls an occasion when, in a brawl, Parnell’s hat had 
been knocked off and he (Bloom) had handed it back to him.^ Parnell 
merely said Thank you but ‘in a very different tone of voice from the 
ornament of the legal profession whose headgear Bloom also set to 
rights earlier in the course of the day,” history repeating itself with a 
difference . (The last six words arc an unconscious allusion to the 
Bloom-Ulysscs correspondence.) Mr Bloom expounds his views as to 
the possibility and the desirability, or otherwise, of Parnell’s return. He 
alludes to the woman who wrecked Parnell’s career - ‘if I don’t greatly 
mistake, she was Spanish too’ - and takes the opportunity of showing 
Stephen Mrs Bloom’s photograph. Presently he wanders off into a 
muddled diatribe on the popular and journalistic attitude to matrimo- 
nial complications. 


An .awful lot of m.ikcbclicve went on about that sort of thing involving a 
Jifclong slur wth the usual splash p.age of letterpress about the same old matri- 
monia tang c a Icging misconduct with professional golfer or the newest stage 
avourite instead of being honest and aboveboard about the whole business. 

OSS t ley svere ated to meet and an attachment sprang up bctss'cen the tss'O 
so tiiat dieir names were coupled in the public eye svas told in court svith letters 
containing t ic la itual mushy and compromising expressions, leaving no loop- 

I cohabited tss'o or three times a ss'cck at some 

ssc 'nossn scasi c hotel and relations, when the thing ran its normal coune, 
became in due course intimate. Then the decree nisi and the King’s Proctor to 
shosv cause why .and, he failing to quash it, nisi svas made absolute. But as for 
that, the two misdemeanants, wrapped up .as they largely were in one another, 
coind safely afford to ignore it as they very kargely did till the matter svas put 
m the hands ofa soliator, svho fileda petirion for theparty' svronged in due course. 

It seemed a thous.and pities to Mr Bloom that Stephen, svitli his 
brains, should svastc liis ‘valuable time with profligate women’. 

— baiHcd s'tSnuhe else Mr Bloom 

See the -Hades • cpisod"^ Tlic rappracheman is, of coune, deliberate. 
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J,Tf ^ ^ f °'' ^''‘^ *" ladies’ society was a 

^vtcd^Zr 7 7 gravest possible doubts, not that h^ 

wm, d f i smallest to pump Stephen about Miss Ferguson, as to whether he 

company of^mt\--' '’'-'°" 

leadl Jm “"’P’imentpaymg and walking out 

SSn n d fl°"'«s and chocs. ... The queer suddenly 

senior or iSte fds 

Mr Bloom kams tliat Stcplicn has had no dinner and his protective 
stinct as weU as that subtler feeling of which he is hardly conscious 
mpcls km to mvite Stephen to Ecclcs Street to spend the night at his 
1 the jarvies and the mariner to yaum the m’ght out in 

e shelter and, as Stephen is still ‘a bit weak on liis pins’, Mr Bloom 
gives km an arm. They now converse of music; Mr Bloom speaks with 
appro^^I of Mcrcadante’s Huguenots’, ‘Meyerbeer’s Seven Last Words 
« te Cross and the ‘immortal numbers’ ofRossini’s Stahat Mater. ‘He 
ad a penchant, though only with a surface knowledge, for the severe 
f Mendelssohn’. Stephen ‘launched out into praises 
o lakespeare’s songs, at least of m or about that period’, Dowland, 

T Bull; and Mr Bloom naturally inquired ‘if it was 

John BuU the polirical celebrity of that ilk’. The episode ends with Mr 
oom s peripatetic dream of a brilliant musical career for his protege 
who in a ‘phenomenally beautiful tenor voice’ is smgmg, as they fare 
tovar s the well-builded halls of Penelope, a ‘retrospective sort of’ 

Von der Sirenen ListigUeit 
Tun die Pocten Dichten. 


Und alle Schiffe briicken. 

* 

The technic of ‘Eumaeus’, first of the three episodes which compose 
t e third and last part of UiysseSf corresponding to the *Nostos* 
{ ctum ) panel of the Homeric triptych, is ‘narrative (old) ’. It stands 
™ to the first episode of the first part (‘Telemachus’) 
V ose techmc is ‘narrative (young)’. The personages m ‘Telemachus’ 
are, widi one exception, young men; m ‘Eumaeus’ aU save Stephen 
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are old or middle-aged. In ‘Telcmaclius’ the time is early morning; 
‘warm sunshine merrying the sea’. On their way to the Eumaean 
tavern Mr Bloom and Stephen walk through dark, deserted streets, 
where the only vestiges of human occupation are forlorn vagrants who 
spring to uncertain life from dim archways, caves of darkness, and the 
‘ scythed car ’ of the street-sweeper. Mr Bloom is weary and his thoughts 
no longer bum with a clear rubious flame, or indeed with any flame at 
all. He is too exhausted to achieve a logical ending to most of his 
periods. His fancies, irresolute and untended, wander away into murky 
culs-de-sac. The style seems to be paralysed by that sort of aphasia 
which the Germans aptly name Hexcnschitss, an after-effect of Circe’s 
bane. The silent monologue, utterly disintegrated, ramifies into the 
structure of an equally decrepit narrative, so that not only the medita- 
tions of Mr Bloom but descriptive passages, too, are clouded o’er with 
the dark cast of fatigue. Stephen has httle to say for himself at first; his 
recovery from the eiifer artifidel of Circe is gradual. Even what little he 
says, as the fumes slowly dissipate, seems almost uninteihgible to Mr 
Bloom, who is no hand at following Daedahan flights of fancy. 

The cabman’s shelter kept by Skin-the-Goat corresponds to the 
steading of the swineherd Eumaeus, whither Odysseus fared, disguised 
as a beggar, on liis return to Ithaca. This tavern was situated near the 
docks and frequented by a mixed European-Asiatic population, a suit- 
able background for the beginning of an intimacy (as far as intimacy 
was possible) between Stephen and Mr Bloom. The false story told by 
Odysseus to Eumaeus - the rigmarole concerning his Cretan parentage, 
his journeys into Libya and Dulichium, his expedition to Egypt - finds 
a spokesman in the marine Munchausen, an Odysseus Pseudangelos 
sailing under false colours, who regales the gaping jarvies with his 
yams. 


One of the persons who accompanied Telemachus to Eumaeus’s hut 
where, on his return from Pylos, he met his father and together they 
compassed the destruction of the suitors, was the seer Theoclymenos 
(already referred to in my notes on the ‘Hades’ episode). In ‘Eumaeus’ 
there is a passage of fifty-odd lines, akin to that where the ‘mystery 
man , M Intosh, appeared, wearing the same irrelevant air of an 
Homeric interpolation. This passage describes Stephen’s brief encounter 
with Lord John Corley, who appears from and returns to darkness, 
unwanted, insignificant. ‘Lord Corley has no relevance to the narra- 
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tive and one may picture some Martian scholiast of Ulysses three thou- 
SMd years hence suggesting that this incident was interpolated by an 
Obsequious editor to immortalize the family name of the Malahide 
^orleys. As in the Homeric texts an interpolation is placed beCiveen 
two more or less identical lines, so here Mr Bloom’s monologue re- 
comme^es when Stephen has quitted Corley, at the point where it 
broke oft, diat is to say witli the ‘ratting’ of his boon companions once 
they had succeeded in getting drunk at his expense. Corley, like Theo- 
c ymenos, came of a good family, as his genealogy suggests, though not 
without a certain goiicherie, so to speak; such ‘left-handedness’ is, for 
reasons given hereafter, a characteristic feature of the ‘Eumacus’ episode, 
in much the same roundabout way the family-tree ofTheoclymenos is 
set out in Book xv of the Odyssey. 

The leading theme of this episode is the return of the wanderer home 
rom sea after long absence, a favourite epic subject, like that of the son 
w o roams the world over in quest of a father,* with which (as here) 

It IS naturally allied. At die close of the ‘Proteus’ episode Stephen saw 
moving through the air high spars of a threeniaster, her sails brailed 
up on the crosstrees, homing upstream, silently moving, a silent ship’, 
m , two hours later, Mr Bloom’s skiff Elijah, light crumpled throw- 
^ay, sailed eastward by the threemasted schooner Rosevean from 
ndgwater with bricks. It was this very bark that bore the soi-disant 
waye-wom wanderer W. B. Murphy, a.b., and Pseudangelos, to his 
native shore. 


I ^ *^ght,’ the sailor said, ‘Fort Camden and Fort Carlisle. That’s where I 

la s from. My little woman’s down there. She’s waiting for me . . . my own 
true wife I haven’t seen for seven years now, sailing about.’ 

Mr Bloom could easily picture his advent on this scene - the homecoming to 
t e mariner s roadside shieling after having diddled Davy Jones - a rainy night 
with a blind moon." Across the world for a wife. Quite a number of stories 


, . ^ns in his Utilersuchimgen fiber die Sageii vom Tod des Odysseus, a treatise rich 

, ^^SSestions for those who desire to study, beyond the scope of this commentary, 

^ e Joycean treatment of the Odysseus legend, the author (Albert Hartmann) 
emarks: Diese Untersuchung hat gezeigt, wie wan das Motiv vom Sohn, der denfernen 
aler sucht, int Lauf der Zeit durch alle MogUchkeilen hindurchvariiert hat. Dass cin 
o tn nach dem fernen Voter in die Welt auszieht, ist bei Irrfahrtsagen eine denkbar 
na tehegende tmd einfache Erfindung; die verschiedenen Mbglichkeiten des Ausgangs skit 
‘tttszuMnken, erfordert niebt viel mehr Erfindnngsgahc.’ 

ru the story of Odysseus Pseudangelos in the fourteenth book of the 

yssey. ‘For seven whole years I abode with their king, and gathered much ^ 
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there were On that particular Alice Ben Bolt topic, Enoch Arden and Rip van 
Winlde and does anybody hereabouts remember Caoc O’Leary. ... Never 
about the runaway wife coming bach, however much devoted to the absentee. 
The face at the window! Judge of his astonishment when he finally did breast 
die tape and the awful truth dawned upon him anent his better half, wrecked in 
liis affections. You little expected me but I’ve come to stay and make a fresh 
start. There she sits, a grass widow, at the selfsame fireside. Beheves me dead. 
... No chair for fatlier. Bool Tlie wind! Her brandnew arrival is on her knee, 
post iiiartciii cliild. With a high ro! and a randy ro! and my galloping tearing 
tandy O ! Bow to the inevitable. Grin and bear it. I remain \vith much love your 
brokenliearted husband, W. B. Murphy. 

The Flying Dutchman’ motif, first introduced in the episode of 
‘Proteus’, reappears in ‘Eumaeus’. 


However, reverting to fnend Sinbad and liis horrifying adventures (who 
reminded him a bit of Ludwig, alias Ledwidge, when he occupied the boards of 
the Gaiety when Michael Gumi was identified svith the management in the 
Flying Dutchman^ a stupendous success, and Iiis host of admirers came in large 
numbers, everyone simply flocking to hear him tliough ships of any sort, phan- 
tom or the reverse, on the stage usually fell a bit flat as also did trains), there was 
nothing intrinsically impossible about it, he conceded. 


The tattoo ^mark on. the sailor’s chest, the number 16^ beside An- 
tonio s face - a Greek he was’^ - can be historically associated witli the 
homecoming of a pretender, for tattoo marks have played an im- 
portant part in the solution of such problems of identity as the Tich- 
bourne case. Thus Lord Bellew, a schoolfellow of Roger Tichboume, 
deposed that he had seen tattooed on the arm of tlie latter a cross, heart, 
and anchor and had himself added, in Indian ink, tlie letters h.c.t. The 


IrU! 'IT”® T ^Syptians. ... But when we left Crete, and no land showed 
in sight but sky and sea oidy, even then the son of Cronos stayed a dark cloud over 
the hollow ship and the deep waxed dark beneath it.’ Odysseus goes on to relate 

the ''"IT ^7 “ overboard ‘and 

rollW ^1°"= was saved after nine days’ peril on ‘great 

rolling waves , clinging to ‘the huge mast of the dark-prowed ship’. 

mamcllJT, n ‘’ r ■"', sar k venire ime femme nne, snr la 

1 ''"f dansl'arsot napolitain, 

PopXrl de Dr jar ^ Psychologic 

Bloom whTd^T • "compare Mulligan’s comment on Mr 



eumaeus 


.We of s.ch o.ttoo „«.,b w„ conducive proof of , he 


llleliK.S V 

Still, as regards return, you were a lucky dog if thev dWnV -l 
you directly you got back. Then a lot of sMlyshahy usLuv 
and Dick and Harry against. And then, number oL vo!^ 
man in possession and had to produce your credentials likeTe" 1'^ 
Tichbourne case, Roger Charles Tichboume. Bella was th! J 
best ofhis recollection he, the heir, wentdownin, as the e5det°*‘ ' 

there was a tattoo mark too in Indian ink Lord RpII 't^ent to show, 

«ilv h.ve picked ep d.e dc.eiic Wlo™ “S'-' 

V icn got up to tally with the description given, introduce I ‘ ir^ 
nic, my name is So-and-So or some ^uchTmCnpt r’*’ 
ent course, Mr Bloom said, to the not oveTSlrrAS;,^ 
g cd personage under discussion beside him, would h u distin- 

hc of the land first. ’ been to sound the 

Mr Bloom’s ‘got up to tally’ may contain an all. • 
famous impostor, Vidocq, who, more fortunate'"tbrr"J° 
claimant, personated one Auguste Duval, after baxpT . .^^t^^boiime 
1 ^o™erly acquainted with tb ^ “P 

had died two years before at St-Pierre dc Martin,- ^ f^uval, who 
tattoo marks on his left arm, an altar with a wr Duval had 

impostor’s friend successfully reproduced these i “nd the 

on Vidocq’s arm. The pseudo-Duval was nro^* , °^''’™fification 
recopized’ by the Duval family. Thus even^'^y positively 
sounds, be ‘impostures’. marks may, like 

Mr Bloom’s reflections on the reception P 
many supposed, he were not really dead, and^”''^ Would have if, as 
an e.xtension of the ‘Rip van Winkle’ thc’nic.i whi?^'* Ireland, are 

^ 1. M. Marcel Brion in .an interesting essay (m o ' unnaturally, 

cation for Incamination of Il'nrl; in Proorest^ 


.. iviarcei nnon in an intercsc.jj p, 

Jication for Incamination of IVorl: in Prooress^ nr, , . 

(which he compares ss-ith Proust's), obsen^? 

too narrowrestraints oftime and space.’ has ‘bml I'thc 

if the essentia! difTerence existing betayeen^'' thinkers hL,°p?" 
titne. ..._ We measure time but we do not Cou.!;\^ ^od aw 


tnystieal literature the story- of the monk or poet wu '’V' “f^n encruntBr «'> 
When he awakes he no longer rccogniper^.i “O has fall,.,, ,,i • ,i,,. forC.n 

meditation or slumber, which to Iiini has ann» nicn or t!,,. rrs-sidc- 
hundreds of years. But during the moment i^f^'l'^rysliort. IsashTJe^Iip-'fwT^ 

‘rli he Ins i„.„„ -d to-’ 
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recurs frequently in his thoughts and conversation,^ along with other 
legends of a return to the domestic ‘shell’ ‘wigwam’ or ‘fleshcase’,= 
after long absence in a far land, or on another planet. 

Mr Bloom, too, is a Wandering Jew, an exile, though only half desir- 
ous of repatriation, and the Agendath Netaim prospectus wliich he 
picked up at liis compatriot, the butcher’s shop, early in the morning 
meant more to him than a mere invitation to take a commercial interest 
in ‘orangegroves and immense melonfields north of Jaffa’. But his 
common sense tells him that the delights of such a return, whether his 
or Parnell s or Enoch Arden’s, are apt to prove a mere mirage, an 
idle dream. ^ 


Looking back now in a retrospective kind of arrangement, all seemed a kind 
of dream. And the coming back was the worst thing you ever did because it 
went without saying you would feel out of place as things always moved with 


f glimpse of the mysterious aspects of infinity, he 

*<= *rone of God.’ The structure of Ulysses 
that Joyce aspired to out- 

God’^l^y” ^f d[e”osmos!'' ' to speak, a 

(Act 

ODYSSEUS. In eines Rauberscliiffcs 

Bauch Icbt’ich furchterlichc Jalirc, bis 
Ich alt und krank ward, und die Rudcrkncchte 
Mich ganz Entraftetcn aussetzten. Sclilafcnd 
^hlcpptcn sic niich hierher an curcii Strand 
Dies war ein avundcrlichcr Schlaf, o Greis, 

Und cm Erwachen wic aus tausend Toden 

■""‘“t du das? 

OD-i ssnus: Ich plappre nur so gradaus. was mir cmfalk, 

Und wciss nicht was, und kann mich nicht erinnern.’ 

‘Cold oiIs'slid'dwnf"^'^l!° ^hsses occurs in the ‘Calypso’ episode. 

Xsi^ to tlfe ‘c^cl L • '"‘-'tejvlr Bloom compares himself (the 

to7’ c cus hors?x^lK ■ nietempsychosis is significant in tliis connexion) 
Doyl? overcoa^^^ P'='y‘^d- R>‘p: tear in Henny 

Tlicn I d°d mo van ^ delivering. Winkle: cockles aAd perivdnkles! 

Moorish eves Twenw v '•°tptug She leaned on the sideboard watching. 
TlmToung am^TS follow. All changed. Forgotten. 

‘Circl- ani ‘Idial’ephod™ reappears hr the 

2. Sec pages 38 and 180. 

• AroW)? t^wpSment ,«.!• J- O’MoUoy points out (in 

entered the land of promise.’ ~ ^ hunself. 'He died without having 
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the times. Why as he reflected, Irish town Strand, a locality he had not been in 
or quite a number of years, looked different somehow since, as it happened, 
he went to reside on the north side. 

On the whole, Mr Bloom decides, Parnell’s return from ‘complete 
o would be highly madvisable’. They would ‘set the terrier 

agamst him ; Parnell had cooked his goose. A left-handed liaison wdth 
a mamed or divorced woman might just be tolerated in catholic clerical 
circ es, ut a subsequent marriage with her put the offender outside die 

Le scaiidale dit moiide est ce qiii fail V offense, 

El ce nest pas pecher que pkher en silence. 

Mr Bloom faces facts and has litde of Stephen’s aversion from their 
ogle. He has reached that age when the survival value of conventions, 
even censorship, are appreciated. (‘Where’, old wisdom, a Nestor come 
to judgement, might ask, ‘would genius be without Aunt Sally Grundy, 
t e epicure without his fruit defeudu} ’) A little latitude from time to time, 
you like: sub rasa, nothing to talk about. Let not thy right hand know 
what thy left hand doeth. 

There are frequent allusions in ‘Eumaeus’ to the left side; for in- 
^sft-handed descent of Corley, Mr Dedalus as a left-hand 
shot, the fact that persons falling from the Howth cliffs usually land 
on their left leg. Such references reinforce the tlieme of the lying 
messenger who sails under false colours. Mr Bloom, referring to Buck 
Mulligan’s way of ‘deprecating’ Stephen in his absence, points out that 
this habit throws ‘a nasty sidelight on that side of a person’s character - 
no pun intended’. When Stephen and his pseudo-father together leave 
the cabman’s shelter, the latter ‘passed his left arm in Stephen’s right’, 
an. unusual and symbolic gesture. 

Every man has, like the moon, a hidden side, every family a bend 
smister, however dexterously disguised, and nostalgia may, like amor 
uiatris,^ have a bilateral meaning: sorrow for absence and sorrow of 
return. A Nostos must always prove, in some measure, a disappointment, 
a left-handed boon unhappy in its opportunity; it is in absence of mind, 
when he is up in tlie clouds or on his way to Cythera, that man achieves 
the energy of happiness. 

I. ‘Amor inatris, subjective and objective genitive, may be the only true thing in 
lift.’ (U/ysses, page 19I) 
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The whole climax of Ulysses [Mr Cyril Connolly has written^] is a single 
moment of intimacy, when Bloom, the comic character, rescues Stephen in a 
drunken brawl. Bloom had a son who died, Stephen a father who is ahve; but 
for this instant of spiritual paterm'ty aU the swelter of that urban summer, all the 
mesembrian pub-crawls of Bloom and Stephen, the vermin and the scales and 
the serpents move into place.^ 


^ ‘Though they didn’t see eye to eye in everything,’ Mr Bloom reflects, 
a certain analogy there somehow was, as if both their minds were 
travelling, so to speak, in the one train of thought.’ (This transitory 
mtimacy m the one train of thought’ was humorously prefigured in 
Mr Bloom’s journey from Westland Row station. ‘Nice mixup. Then 
jump m first class with third ticket. What am I foUowing him for?’) 

The ultimate return, after ‘the greatest possible ellipse’, the octave, 
IS an empty consonance; the interest lay in the modulations, the effort 
towar S t at goal. After the Circean whirligig of changing lights, the 
dark hesitant prose of ‘Eumaeus’ comes as an anticHmax; the scales of 
the serpent have moved into place and the sparkle has gone out of them, 
1. Life and Letters, vol. ii, No. ii. 

er^bb^e!rana°Hirin Jo Mr Forster’s denunciation of Ulysses as' zn epic of 

like vermin beKvp i ^kich smaller mythologies swarm and pullulate, 

like vermin betsveen the scales ofa poisonous snake.’ 



17. ITHACA 


SCENE The House 
houe 2 a.m. 

ORGAN skeleton 

art Science 

SYMBOL Comets 

TECHNIC Catechism (impersonal) 


ROM this episode the flesh of sentiment and trappings of style have 
been stopped till it is little more than a skeleton. The incidents of the 
mterview bettveen Stephen and Mr Bloom in the kitchen of No. 7 
cc es Street, their differences and resemblances, the contents of Mr 
oom s house and of his mind are described meticulously in terms of 
natur phenomena: or, rather, they are not merely ‘described’, they 
are analysed and hsted. One is, at times, reminded of the catalogue of 
some provincial auction-sale whither, a venerable great-aunt having 
!f , L ^birs have sent en bloc the stuffed birds, frayed rugs, 

^ chairs, defunct marble clocks - all the long-hoarded treasures 
01 a Victorian home. 

The techmc of this, the middle chapter of the final triptych (‘Catech- 
ism, impersonal’), balances that of ‘Nestor’ (‘old wisdom’), the middle 
c apter of the Telemachia. But while, there, the catechism was per- 
sonak mformal, and humane, question and answer first between 
cpnen and his sleepy pupils, then between Mr Deasy and liis young 
assistant, here we have a detailed analysis, precise as the Sttmma theolo- 
and the ruthlessness of a theological inquisition. (‘Ithaca’, it may 
c mentioned, was Joyce’s favourite episode.) 

. ^uch a treatment applied to the personages of Ulysses, to their aspira- 
tions, to the economy and simple equipment of Mr Bloom’s home, has 

a more devastating effect on its object than any calculated gesture of 
scorn. 


Comider the living Helen, queen of beauty, who never dies and 
once in a hfe, by Aphrodite’s grace, reveals herself to Everyman, and 
see how she is made. Measure her nose, weigh her ears, and count the 
airs of her eyelashes; suppute the number and secretion of her pores. 
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subtract her quarts, pints, and gallons of ubiquitous liquid (ninety per 
cent of her, as we learn in this episode). Dehydrated, what would she be 
hke? A^pearl - or a pat of pigiron? Consider the hundredweights of 
butcher’s meat (‘Give us that brisket oif the hook. Plup’) that have 
gone to her making, and the spectres of carnage that haunt the court of 
beauty. And, lo, as in the vision of Theoclymenos, ‘the walls and the 
fair spaces betsveen the pillars are sprinkled tvith blood, and the porch 
is u of phantoms and full is the court ... and die sun has perished out 
of heaven, and an evil mist has overspread die world’. Observe closely, 
as yirag bade liis grandson, ‘the mass of oxygenated vegetable matter 
on er s 'uU. What ho, she bumps!* Such analysis is seduction’s surest 
antidote, a slaughter of the wooers of illusion. For we are now in the 
small hours of Friday, 17 June, and Friday (as Mr Bloom told us in 
Hades ) IS the Dublm ‘killing day’. 

Before the arrows of reason (Bloom bends the bow, but Stephen 
strmgs It with his logical method) scruples and false sentiment are scat- 
tered like a drove of kine that the flitting gadfly falls upon and scatters 
ither and thither in springtime, when the long days begin’. Tliis 
massacre o t e scruples which have been eating away the hearts of the 
protagoms^ is no less thorough, in its own way, than the Homeric 
slaughter of the Lords of the Isles.i 

Even, as we shall see, the proud Eurymachus, that suitor who 
boldly raised his sword against the favoured of Athene - even Boylan 
the bester falls at last. 


on flip h goo(fly Odysseus shot the arrow forth and struck him 

sword nfr “to his hver. So he let the 

s7ht I p f d If grovelling over the table he bowed and fell, and 

So md 5 tb b g ""P “ bis agony he smote the 

S seat aJd^!! ^tis feet he struck against the 

lugh seat, and the mist of death was shed upon his eyes. 

t"°^°ial walking pace’ - for 
sISJt rb^ Z ^-too-normal - towards Eccles 

■within ^rl n name, the street of meeting, 

™tlm s„„„d of ,Se Kfcg hoo„ of Saint Goorge’t Church, the only 

carnage^ compicoes lu?Iounn. characteristicaliy aveise Ifom acenea of 

of the entire poeml wbirb A for the section of Homer’s Odyssey (a quarter 
episode “'-gbter of the suited in"ti a'single 
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Iml “ inscriprion (referred to in Fimiegmis 

Wahe ^s St George-le-Greek’). And the number in Eccles Street of 

of the number par excellence of the East, 

forgotten his latchkey (Freudians please note !) 
in ‘Omoyed because he had forgotten and because he re- 

membered that he had reminded himself twnce not to forget’. He enters, 
T-fi, rcHsited his palace, like a menial, by the service door and 

with the aid of a ruse. 


A stratagem. Resting his feet on the dwarf wall, he cHmbed over the area 
of hat on his head, grasped two points at the lower union 

inch * 1^1 his body gradually by its lengtli of five feet nine 

his b^^** ^ ^‘f to within two feet ten inches of the area pavement, and allowed 
0 y to move freely in space by separating himself from the railings and 
impact of the fall. 

By his body s known weight of eleven stone and four pounds in avoirdupois 
graduated machine for periodical selfweighing in 
of Frands Freedman, pharmaceutical chemist of ip Frederick street, 
bis ' Ascension, to wit, the twelfth day of May of the 

era ^ thousand nine hundred and four of the Christian era (Jewish 

three'll hundred and sixtyfour, mohammedan era one thousand 

ee undred and twentynvo), golden number 5, epact 13, solar cycle 9, 
oninucal letters C B, Roman indication 2, Juh'an period 6617, 


, MXMIV. 


1. , ^'’mg like a malefactor gained retarded access to the kitchen, he 
ts the gas (14 c.p.), climbs the stairs (by the light of a candle of i 
•f-l, lets Stephen in by the halldoor, and leads him doivn to the 
’ 0 en. After composing a pyre in the grate, he ‘kindled it at three 
ptojecting points of paper with one ignited lucifer match, thereby 

Eevn?"'^” ^ ® number ofpeculiar virtue by Chaldaeans, Phoenicians, 

seven ®’'^eks alike. Thus the Chaldaean towers had seven storeys, Anou 

mouth ^^®"Sers, Hell seven gates, Sinbad made seven voyages, the Nile has seven 
septen ^^.fmd in the Oilyssey’, M. Berard observes, ‘an alternation of 

Homc^^ quinary rhythms, and this system of enumeration is, hke the 
mann ”•” ^fP°*’°my, Graeco-semitic.’ ‘The number seven,’ according to Hart- 
sun vvh ** r nature, it is represented in all departments of nature from the 

down t “ broken by a dewdrop into the seven colours of the rainbow, 

‘Seve snowflake crystallizing in six points round the invisible centre.’ 

mind” ’ Bglinton observed (Ulysses, page 173), ‘is dear to the mystic 



3i8 the episodes 

releasing the potential energy contained in the fuel by allova-ing its car- 
bon and hydrogen elements to enter into free union with the ox)^gcn 
of the air’. 

The contents of die kitchen arc minutely described; Bloom sets a 
saucepan on to boil. The Dublin water-supply system is now ex- 
pounded as by a municipal engineer and the qualities of water arc 
analysed in detail. Mr Bloom washes liis hands ’with a partially con- 
sumed tablet of Barrington s lemonflavoured soap, to which paper still 
adhered (bought diirteen hours previously for fourpcnce and still un- 
p.aid for)’. 

Through the greater Odyssey of Bloomsday there runs a ‘Litdc 
Odyssey , a Sapomtid, the wandering of the soap - a comic counterpart 
of the heroic talc. Mr Bloom* strolled out of the chemist’s shop wth 
die coolwrappered soap, ‘sweet lemony wax’, in his hand. On his 
way to the Hammara he folds his famous ‘throwaway’ newspaper into 
a square and lodges the soap in it; a few minutes later we observe him 
using the soap in the bath. As he is being jolted along in die cab, follow- 
ing Dignam s remains, the soap (now in his hip-pocket) adds to his dis- 
comfort; better shift it out of that’. When an occasion arises,® he 
transfers it paperstuck’ to his inner handkerchief pocket. In the news- 
paper office® he took out his handkerchief to dab his nose. Citron- 
lemon? Ah, the soap I put there. Lose it out of that pocket. Putring back 
his h.indkcrchicf he took out the soap and stowed it away, buttoned, 
iiuo the hip pocket of his trousers.’ At the close of the ‘Lcstrygonian’ 
adventure, when he espies Blazes Boylan in die offing,* ‘his hand look- 
ing for the where did I put it found in his hip pocket soap lotion have 
to oil tepid paper stuck. Ah, soap there! Yes.’ After the meal at the 
Sirens restaurant,® ‘Bloom stood up. Ow. Soap feeling rather sricky 
c nn . Alter Nausicoa lus left him, Mr Bloom sniffs first the air, 
then himself.® Almonds or. No. Lemons it is. Ah no, that’s the soap.’ 
s 1C approaches the palace of Circe," some children run into him. 
Beware of pickpockets. Old tliicvcs’ dodge. Collide.’ ‘Bloom pats 
with parcelled hands watch, fobpocket, bookpocket, pursepocket, 
sweets of sin, potato soap.’ Presently, remembering for die nth rime 
la 1C i.as p^gotten his ss-ife s face-lotion, he decides to get it first thing 
m the morning and we wimess die apotheosis of the soap.® 


r. 01 yJs^^s, page 177, 
5- - 7 -. 


2. page 92. 
P*gv 358. 


3 . page 114. 
7- page 417. 


4. page 172. 
8. page 421. 
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[He points to the south, then to the east. A coke of new clean lemon soap arises, 
ailjnsm^ light anil perfume.] 
the soap; 

We re a capital couple are Bloom and I; 

\TI f brightens the earth, I polish the sky. 

SWPKv' o/s WENY, the druggist, appears in the disc of the soapsun.] 
sweny: Three and a penny, please. 

the hero of this Little Odyssey, a celestial numen now, is rever- 
y invoked in the litany of the ‘Daughters of Erin’. 

Wandering Soap, pray for us. 

ha^d^^ ^‘Jeclined Mr Bloom’s suggestion that he should wash his 
o ^ 1 hydrophobe, hating partial contact by immersion 

Ota y submersion in cold water (his last bath having taken place 
sub ^ of October of the preceding year), disliking the aqueous 

stances of glass and crystal, distrusting aquacities of thought and 
^gnage . Presently the ketde boils and Mr Bloom prepares two cups 
cocoa. Relinquishing his symposiarchal right to the moustache cup 
iimtation Crown Derby presented to him by his only daughter, 
and be substituted a cup identical with that of his guest 

H screed extraordinarily to his guest and, in reduced measure, to 
^se f, the viscous cream ordinarily reserved for the breakfast of his 
b' (Molly),’ Mr Bloom jocosely directed Stephen’s attention 

for * of hospitahty, the offering of ambrosia, usually reserved 
or a goddess, to his yoimg guest, who accepted it seriously. ‘They 
^ joco-serious silence Epps’s massproduct, tlie creature cocoa.’ 
ore the terminology emphasizes the ritualism of Mr Bloom’s ‘ joco- 
senous’ gesture.) 

There follows a catechistic exposition of the hero’s early years, his 
writing poetry, his kindness to old Mrs Riordan (‘Dante’ 
the Portrait, a link between Stephen and Bloom), liis scant athletic 
prowess. Neither alluded to their racial difference, but each was 
Ware of it. 

reduced to their simplest reciprocal form, were Bloom’s thoughts 
, °'^^^^ophen’s thoughts about Bloom and Bloom’s tlioughts about Stephen’s 
ts about Bloom’s thoughts about Stephen? 

He thought that he thoutrht that he was a jew whereas he knew that he knew 

he knew that he was not. 
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Bloom’s scientific temperament (as opposed to Stephen’s, the artistic) - 
led him to plan (though not to execute) such inventions as ‘astrono- 
mical kaleidoscopes exhibiting the twelve constellations of the zodiac’, 
immature mechamcal orreries’, and the like. He tried vainly to in- 
struct Mrs Bloom, who forgot with ease’: a Gaea-TeUus obhvious of 
her creatures inventions, rehgions, ideologies, those toys men have 
contrived to avert their thoughts from her indifference. ‘ Unusual poly- 
syllables of foreign origin she interpreted phonetically or by false 
analogy or by both: metempsychosis (met him pike hoses), alias (a 
mendacious person mentioned in sacred Scripture).’ 

After Stephen has repeated his Parable of the Plums, Mr Bloom cites 
three examples of ‘postexilic eminence’: Moses of Egypt, Moses 
Maimonides (these two ‘seekers of pure truth’ have been in Stephen’s 
tlioughts in the course of the day) and Moses Mendelssohn. They now 
compare the Hebrew and the Irish languages and history and (Hke the 
orator Taylor) discover points of similarity. Stephen chants in a modu- 
lated voice a strange legend on an allied theme - the ballad of H»^/i of 
Lmcoln or rather an abridged variant, for we do not hear of the ‘apple 
red and green’ nor of the voice from the ‘deep draw-well’. Stephen’s 
comment on this tale of ritual crime, the murder of the little Christian 
by the Jew s daughter, is characteristic. 


One of all, the least of all, is the victim predestined. Once by inadvertence, 
rnnee by design he chaUenges his destiny. It comes when he is abandoned and 
enges m re uctant and, as an apparition of hope and youth, holds him 
unresisting. It leads him to a strange habitation, to a secret infidel .apartment 
and there, implacable, immolates him, consenting. 

Something similar, indeed, has befallen Stephen himself in the 
brothel, whither, abandoned by all but Judas, he has been seduced by 
wb (• ^'^en Lynch in the end abandoned Stephen, 

in the altercation avith the redcoats. As 

® 

thJdoreS analysed and her affinities with 

t tfaS" Summing up, the catecliist decides that 

their difFer^crwe^Silart'' tradition, in unexpectedness, 

Mr Bloom proposes that Stephen should stoy die night, or what is 
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left of it. Stephen promptly, inexplicably, -vvith amicability, gratefully 
to inaugurate a ‘course of vocal instruction’ 
■wit Mrs Bloom and to engage in ‘peripatetic intellectual dialogues’ 
■with his host. 


WLit rendered problematic for Bloom the realization of tliese mutually self- 
excluding propositions? 

The irreparability of tlie past: once at a performance of Albert Hcnglcr’s 
eircus in the Rotunda, Rutland Square, Dublin, an inmitive particoloured 
e own m quest of paternity had penetrated from the ring to a place in the audi- 
Bloom, solitary’, was seated and had publicly declared to an 
biii audience that he (Bloom) was lus (the closvn’s) papa. Theimprevidi- 

ty of the future: once in the summer of 1898 he (Bloom) had marked a 
(2s.) with three notches on the milled edge and tendered it in payment of 
M account due to and received byj. and T. Davy, family grocers, i Charlcmont 
> Grand Canal, for circulation on the waters of civic finance, for possible, 
tarcuitous or direct, return. 

Was the closs'n Bloom’s son? 

No. 


Had Bloom’s coin returned? 
Never. 


(Here we seem to have ‘arrows’ directed at the themes o£ paternity 
return, to which daere have been so many allusions in the course of 
Ulysses.) 


Mr Bloom’s belief in perfecribility, ‘vital growth dirough convul- 
sions of metamorphosis’, is expounded and Stephen states his creed, if 
‘^eed it can be called. ‘He affirmed his significance as a conscious 
rational animal proceeding syllogistically from the known to the un- 
OWTI and a conscious rational reagent between a micro- and macro- 
cosm ineluctably constructed upon the incertitude of the void. 

The symposium is ended and Stephen leaves Bloom’s house, his 
conal hat elevated on his augur’s rod, the ashplant. 

With what intonation secreto of what commemorative psalm? 
h I nwdus peregrinus: in exitn Israel de Egypto: domns Jacob de populo 


Together at the door they observe ‘the heaventree of stars hung with . 

ftuniidnightblue fruit’. 

With what meditations did Bloom accompany his demonstrations to his 
companion of various constellations? 
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Meditations of evolution increasingly vaster: of the moon invisible in inci- 
pient lunation, approaching perigee; of the infinite lattiginous scintillating un- 
condeiised mUky way, discernible by dayhght by an observer placed at the 
lower end of a cylindrical vertical shaft 5000 ft deep sunk from the surface to- 
wards the centre of the earth: of Sirius (alpha in Canis Major) 10 lightyears 
{57,000,000,000,000 miles) distant and in volume 900 times the dimension of 
our planet; of Arcturus; of the precession of equinoxes: of Orion svith belt and 
sextuple sun theta and nebula in which 100 of our solar systems could be con- 
tained: of moribund and nascent new stats such as Nova in 1901: of our system 
plunging towards the constellation of Hercules: of the parallax or parallactic 
drift of socalled fixed stars, in reah’ty evermoving from immeasurably remote 
eons to infinitely remote futures in comparison tvith which the years, three- 
score and ten, of allotted human hfc formed a parenthesis of infinitesimal brevity. 

Mr Bloom continues liis astronomical discursions at length; the 
ironic influence of Stephen, however, is discernible in the passage 
where we are invited to consider; 

the posited influence of celestial on human bodies; the appearance of a star (ist 
magnitude) of exceeding brilliancy dominating by night and day (a new lumin- 
ous sun generated by the coUision and amalgamation in incandescence of two 
non-luminous exsuns) about the period of the birth of William Shakespeare over 
delta in the recumbent neversetting constellation of Cassiopeia and of a star (2nd 
magnitude) of similar origin but lesser btilhancy which had appeared in and 
disappeared from the constellation of the Corona Scptcntrionalis about the 
period of the birth of Leopold Bloom and ofotlier stars of (presumably) simi- 
lar origin which had (effectively or presumably) appeared in and disappeared 
from the constellation of Andromeda about the period of tlte birth of Stephen 
Dedalus, and in and from the constellation of Auriga some years after the birth 
and death of Rudolph Bloom, junior, and in and from other constellations some 
years before or after the birth or death of other persons. 

As for astrological influences on sublunary disasters, these seemed to 
Mr Bloom ‘as possible of proof as of confutation and the nomen- 
clature employed in selenographical charts as attributable to verifiable 
intuition as to fallacious analogy; the lake of dreams, the sea of rains, 
the gulf of dews, the ocean of fecundity’. 

Saint George s clock strikes the hour. Stephen hears in the sound the 
prayer he always associates with his mother’s death. 

Liliata rutilantium, Tunna ciraundet. 

lubilaiitium te virginum. Chorus excipiat. 
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(tlic bnicclct-bclls of the Hours) four 

Re-entering his house he finds liis ingress of the front room suddenly 
aireste by a solid timber angle. During tlie day Mrs Bloom has been 
>n gmg one of her tvhims - die rearrangement of the furniture in die 
tooni, and Mr Bloom has impinged ag.ainst the displaced walnut side- 
. Nature dcliglits not in anything so much as to alter all things 
® praetit diem under anotiicr form.’ The chairs (a ‘dull passive’ 
^^c air widi stout arms extended’, direedy opposite a ‘slender 
ng It active cane chair) and die piano (on which is Love’s Old Sweet 
'■'■vidi the final indications ad libitum, forte, 
K > animato, sustained, pedal, ritiraiido, close’, wliich Boylan has - 
'"tor alia -heen practising with Molly Bloom) arc exactly described and 
attention is drat™ to dieir ‘significances of posture, of symbolism, of 
testimonial supermanence’. 

h^r Bloom’s library is catalogued and the various objects which 
Attract his gaze defined. As he begins to undress his gestures and the 
sections of his anatomy consccutivdy revealed arc graphically, cinema- 
tegraphically depicted. Now he pauses to meditate. ‘It was one of his 
®®oms that similar meditations or the automatic relation to himself of 
a narrative concerning liimsclf or tranquil recollection of the past when 
practised habitually before retiring for the night alleviated fatigue and 
produced as a result sound repose and renovated vitality. 

We are now conducted over Mr Bloom’s Ideal Home - ‘Bloom 
Cottage or Saint Leopold’s or Flowerville’ - its garden and appurten- 
we learn the exact salaries of his (ideal) domestic personnel and 
^sit even his ‘lumbershed with padlock for various inventoried imple- 
ments’. 


As? 

Eeltraps, lobsterpots, fisWngrods, hatchet, steelyard, grindstone, clodcrusher, 
swathetumer, c.arriagesack, telescope ladder, lo tooth rake, washing clogs, hay- 
tedder. tumbling rake, billhook, paintpot, brush, hoe and so on. 

Various plans for making a quick forttme are worked out dosvn to 
‘he smallest detail and his chances of realizing these projects assessed. 
The contents of the first drawer of his writing-table are catalogued: a 
miscellaneous collection of photogr^hs, documents, advertisements, 
his correspondence with Martha Clifford, and her transliterated name 
and address ‘in reserved alphabetic boustrophedontic punctuated quad- 
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rilinear cryptogram (vowels suppressed) N. IGS./WI.UU.OX/W. 
OKS. MH/Y.IM In the second drawer are various legal documents 

(specified), a press-cutting concerning the change by deedpoUofRudolph 

Virag s name to Bloom, other family papers, a stock-certificate, etc. 

A problem is now set. Reduce Bloom by cross multiplication of 
reverses of fortune, from which these supports protected him, and by 
c libation of all positive values to a neghgible negative irrational un- 
real quantity. In the answer which follows we see his gradual decline, 
stage y stage, to a mendicant befouled by unlicensed vagabond dogs, 
pe te y the mfantile discharge of decomposed vegetable missiles, 
worth httle or nothing or less than nothing’. Such a situation could be 
preluded by decease (change ofstate), by departure (change of place) ’. 

IherefoUows the analysis ofan hypothetical journey, a disappearance, 
which may be compared with the legends and speculations of certain 
post omenc writers as to the subsequent journeys of Odysseus after 
his return to Ithaca and destruction of the suitors. A second journey 
was m fact, enjoined on Odysseus by Tiresias. an expedition far inland 
e s 0 upon such men as know not the sea neither eat 

meat savoured with salt’. According to one account® Odysseus jour- 
neyed to Aetoha, married a princess and died there at an advanced age; 

min ^ fei ^ Thesprotia. married 

q a 1 'e, and, after leading the Thesprotians to many victories, 
e to an onoured end in the country of his adoption. Thus Mr 
loom sees himself travelling to Jerusalem, to ‘the land of the Eski- 

Ivir ‘country of Thibet (firom which no 

traveUer returns), the bay of Naples (to see which was to die), the Dead 

advprfic ^ o such an eclipse are explored and we read the ■ 

- -hereby the 

Son! 1 f adventurer. We have an 

aUuZl °^‘he wanderer’ motif (often 

to Sinbad IT elsewhere illustrated by references 

to bmbad. Rip van Winkle, the octave). 

Would the departed never nowhere nohow reappear? 
ver he would wander, selfcompeUed, to the extreme limit of his cometary 

The IronlvJr'd l^OTet ^ S'®'” ng’it 

found in the Black Mass of ‘Circe’ ^ ’’ to this reservation may be 

2 - See Albert Hartmann, Untersuchungm uber die Sagen vom Tod des Odysseus. 
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m’di telescopic planets, astrono- 

land, among peonlel a boundary of space, passing from land to 

and somehow relLaml”^'^ imperceptibly he would hear 

^appearing from th o^^^y the summons of recall. Whence, 

teai^lr rebornTb!" “n^ellation of the Northern Crown he would somehow 
culaUe eons of r, ^ constellation of Cassiopeia and after incal- 

°n malefactors avenger, a wreakcr of justice 

supposition^ s. ’ ‘"ysuder, a sleeper awakened, with financial resources (by 
PPosmon) surpassmg those of Rothschild or of the silver king. 

What woiJd render such return irrational? 

reversiUe sm between an exodus and return in time through 

p ce an an exodus and return in space through irreversible time. 

The °f forces, inducing inertia, rendered departure undesirable? 

night rpn M s'cu'^cring procrastinatory: the obscurity of the 

the nec ' ^ invisible: the uncertainty of thoroughfares, rendering perilous: 

bed ob^'^^*^ repose, obviating movement: the proximity of an occupied 
cooin° research; the anticipation of warmth (human) tempered with 

ess (linen), obviating desire and rendering desirable: the statue of Nar- 
ossus, sound without echo, desired desire. 

The happenings of Bloomsday are now summed up in ritual terms, 
or example: the preparation of breakfast (burnt offering); the bath 
(rite of John); the funeral (rite of Samuel); the altercation with a 
ruculent troglodyte (holocaust); the visit to the disorderly house and 
subsequent brawl (Armageddon); nocturnal perambulation to and 
rom the cabman’s shelter. Butt Bridge (atonement). 

The sight of the occupied bed, desirable and desired, molests the 
tender spot of Mr Bloom’s consciousness, his awareness of the hoiwe 
fortune of Blazes Boylan; but, fortunately, Mr Bloom is a man who 
uas seen and suffered much, a double first at what he likes to call ‘the 


university of life’. 

IPhe had smiled why would he have smiled? 

To reflect that each one who enters imagines himself to be the first to enter 
whereas he is always tlie last term of a preceding series even if the first term of a 
succeeding one, each imagining himself to be first, last, only and alone, whereas 
be is neither first nor last nor only nor alone in a series originating in .and re- 
peated to infinity. , , , , , 

Der Stnidel strebt nach ohen: 

Dughiibst zu schkben, tiiid thi wirst geschoben.r- 
I Goetlic, in di= ‘Brocken Scene’ of Faust. 
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rilmcar cryptogram (vowels suppressed) N. IGS./WI.UU.OX/W. 
OKS. MH/Y.IM In the second drawer are various legal documents 

(specified), a press-cuttingconcemingthechangeby deedpoUofRudolph 

Virag s name to Bloom, other family papers, a stock-certificate, etc. 

A problem is now set. ‘Reduce Bloom by cross multipbcation of 
reverses of fortune, from wliich these supports protected him, and by 
e nnination of all positive values to a negligible negative irrational un- 
real quantity. In the answer which follows we see liis gradual decline, 
stage by stage, to a mendicant befouled by unHcensed vagabond dogs, 
pe te y the infiiiitilc discharge of decomposed vegetable missiles, 
wort itt c or notliing or less than nothing’. Such a situation could be 
r (change ofstatc), by departure (change of place) ’. 

ere o the analysis ofanhypotheticaljoumey, a disappearance, 

w 1C may e compared with the legends and speculations of certain 
post-Homenc writers as to the subsequent journeys of Odysseus after 
his return to Idiaca and destruction of the suitors. A second journey 
was m fact, enjoined on Odysseus by Tiresias, an expedition far inland 
till he should come upon ‘such men as know not the sea neither eat 
meat savoured with salt’. According to one account^ Odysseus jour- 
eye to eto la, married a princess and died there at an advanced age; 
another legend relates that Odysseus settled in Thesprotia, married 
q een a i -e, and, after leadmg die Thesprotians to many victories, 
came to an honoured end in the country of his adoption. Thus Mr 
Bloom sees himself travelling to Jerusalem, to ‘the land of the Eski- 
os eaters of soap), the forbidden country of Thibet (from wliich no 
traveller returns), the bay of Naples (to see which was to die), the Dead 
. ihe consequences of such an eclipse are explored and we read the ■ 
advertisement - ^5 reward, lost, stolen, or strayed, etc. - whereby the 
g ass \vidow would seek to regain her lost adventurer. We have an 
a tronomcal version of die ‘return of die wanderer’ motif (often 

to stb ? n • and elsewhere illustrated by references 

to Smbad, Rip van Winkle, the octave). 

Would the departed never nowhere nohow reappear? 

Ever he wotdd wander, selfcompeUed, to the extreme limit of his cometary ' 

Th'e sicrd wo?d"l^e“'ernat^?^^‘ ^ to left, 

found in the Black Mass of ■ Circe ’ : the due to this reservation may he 

2- See Albert Hartmann, UntcTSiichungeii uber die Sasen vom Tod dcs Odysseus. 
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prudently suppresses certain detaUs. He makes ‘Stephen Dedalus, pro- 
essor and author , the sahent point of his narration. 

In what directions did listener and narrator lie? 

istener, S.E. by E.; Narrator, N.W. by W.: on the 53 rd parallel of latitude 
^ rneridian of longitude, W.: at an angle of 45° to the terrestrial 

what state of rest or motion? 

relatively to tliemselves and to each odier. In motion being each and 
earned westward, forward and rereward respectively,^ by the proper 
space of the earth through everchanging tracks of neverchanging 

hr what posture? 

Listener, reclined semilaterally, left, left hand under head, right leg extended 
hne and resting on left leg, flexed, in the attitude of Gea-Tellus, 

E , recumbent, big with seed. Narrator: reclined laterally, left, with right 
™ eft legs flexed, the indexfinger and thumb of the right hand resting on the 
p" of the nose, in the attitude depicted on a snapshot photograph made by 
^rcy Apjohn, the childman weary, the manchild in the womb. 

"W^omb? Weary? 

Herests.HehastraveUed. 

With? 

Sinbad the Sailor and Tinbad the Tailor and Jinbad the Jailer and Whinbad 
wc Whaler and Ninbad the Nailer and Rnbad the Failer and Binbad the Bailer 
Pinbad the Pailer and Mindbad the M.-iiIer and Hinbad the Hailer and Rin- 
““ the Railer and Dinbad the Kailer and Vinbad the Quailer and Linbad the 
®iler and Xinbad the Phthailer. 

When? 

. Going to dark bed there was a square round Sinbad the Sailor roc’s .auk’s egg 
"t the night of the bed of all the auks of the rocs of Darkmbad the Brightdayler. 

Where? 

# 

This was the last word of the tale, when sweet sleep came speedily upon him, 
that loosens the hmbs of men, unknittmg the cares of his soul.- 


:ep 


1 Ac, 1 - .T1 Mr and Mrs Bloom have a curious way of sleeping 

be. Leopold W, 

'he head of the bed. 

2. Odyssey, xxiii: 3 +e. 343- 
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(Tlus passage has, of course, a far wider reference than the amorous 
vagaries of Molly Bloom, who, as I shall point out in the final chapter, 
m many of her aspects represents the Earth, Nature herself. Each man 
thinks he is ‘first, last, only and alone’ - this is, in fact, the ‘life illu- 
sion - hut, we may suppose, the Demiurge smiles at such fatuity.) 

With what antagonistic sentiments were his subsequent reflections affected? 
abnegation, equanimity. ... 

Equanimity? 

As natural as any and every natural act of a nature expressed or understood 
executed m natured nature by natural creatures in accordance with his, her and 
t eir natured natures, of dissimilar similarity. As not as calamitous as a cata- 
clysmic annihilation of the planet in consequence of collision with a dark sun. 
As less reprehensible than theft, highway robbery, cruelty to children and ani- 
ma s, o taming money under false pretences, forgery, embezzlement, mis- 
appropnanon of pubhc money, betrayal of pubhc trust, malingering, mayhem, 
corruption of minors, criminal Hbel, blackmail, contempt of court, arson, 
treason, felony, mutmy on the high seas, trespass, burglary, jailbreaking, practice 
of unnatura vice, desertion fiom armed forces in the field, perjury, poaching, 
usury mtelhgence with the king’s enemies, impersonation, crimind assault, 
manslaughter, wilfiil and premeditated murder. As not more abnormal than all 

0 ler a tere processes of adaptation to altered conditions of existence, resulting 

eqmhbnum between the bodily organism and its attendant cir- 
flic acquired habits, indulged inclinations, significant 

disease. As mote than inevitable, irreparable. 

1 Bloom^ has learnt that an unwritten law ’ is worth less even 
an t e paper it is not written on, that the ‘eternal triangle’ is a mere 

consTdt^g- the extinction of Eurymachus by 

stnse" oT?il transition by inversion involving no alteration of 

Xbic onn ? ^ proposition (parsed as masculine subject, mono- 

Sve voTX T- ‘^hect feminine object) from the 

subject auxili ° irrelative aonst preterite proposition (parsed as feminine 

with comDlem^'^i ^ quasimonosyllabic onomatopoeic past participle 

XmphT' =*Sent) in the passive voice: ...X futihty of 

of nTsfent 1° of extolled virtue: the lethTrgy 

oi nesaent matter: the apathy of the stars. 

advenS^E,^XS?^ wanderer narrates his 

ventures, but, like Odysseus, who omitted mention of Nausicaa, he 



l,j . , PENELOPE 329 

remSscen’l^^^l recur persistently in this fantasia of 

fully aw ) ' Boylan, ill-mannered and heartless (as she is 

virility ‘p j j reluctant admiration by his rufous 

tbemore ^ ^ unsatisfying, ageing husband, for whom, even in 
eternal passages where she airs the classic grievances of the 

quasi-m against its wedded male, she, nevertlieless, displays a 

fits affection, a tribute to that queer sohdarity which forti- 

couol '"^rtsucrated ritually and by habit, of even an ill-assorted 

usurp^'f close, thoughts of a third male, Stephen Dedalus, 

^escri'b foreground of her monologue. Mr Bloom has 

he sh U I ^ yutuig man to her and she welcomes the proposal that 
pictur ^ Vi vvith them. Mr Bloom’s ideal nymph (of the PJipfo Bits 
bov bdoUy Bloom, a counterpart in the statuette of a naked 

tud " }i statue he bought I could look at him all day long 

bca " shoulders his finger up for you to listen theres real 

uty and poetry for you I often felt I wanted to kiss him all over', 
fephen, perhaps, she may find that youth, ‘real beauty and poetry’ 

^t Bloom has prudently refrained from mentioning his encounter 
''uth Nausicaa, but his wife has a flair for such emotional indiscretions 
suspects something. He has asked to have his breakfast in bed and 
^ffint she wonders if he is Ul. If so, it would be much better for him to 
S® to hospital, sick men are a nuisance. 


(beye so weak and puling when theyre sick they want a woman to get well if 
nose bleeds youd think it was O tragic .-md tbit dyinglooking one off the 
South drcular when he sprained his foot at the choir party at the sugarloaf 
^^ountain tlic day I wore that dress Miss Stack bringing him flowers the worst 
ones she could find at the bottom of the basket an>lhing at all to get into a 
'»'ans bedroom with her old maids voice nymig to im.aginc lie was dying on 
=‘ocount of her to never see thy face again though he looked more like 3 man 
'vith his beard a bit grovm in the bed father sv-ts the same besides I hate ban- 
‘^•’ging and dosing wLn he cut his toe with die razor paring Iiis corns afraid bed 
got blood poisoning but if it was a thing I was sick dien wed sec what attaition 
ouly of course the woman hides it not to give all the trouble they do 

Mo, it is probably the result of some casu.1l encounter, ‘anyway love 
ib: not or hed be off his feed tliinking of her’. She remembers Mr 


,t- An anticipation, this, of ‘he Anna Lwia-Hill of Howtli co.ijugan'on in 
Einitfjr,jns IValx. 
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SCENE The bed 

hour 

ORGAN Flesh 

art 

SYMBOl Earth 

TECHNIC Monologue (female) 


Satire is^ a sort of glass, wherein beholders do generally discover 
every ody s face but their own. And the comment of the average 
woman on this, the last episode of Ulysses, is apt to run: ‘How true - 
of that class of woman, with which, thank goodness, /have nothmg in 
coiMion! But the force of this long, unpunctuated meditation, in 
w 1C I a rowsy woman s vagrant thoughts are transferred in all their 
naked candour of self-reveladon on to the written record, lies pre- 
asely in its universality. 


The long unspoken monologue of Mrs Bloom which closes the book lAmold 
eimett wrote m The Outlook] (forty difficult pages, some twenty-five thou- 
sand words without any punctuation at all) might in its utterly convincing 
realism be an actud document, the magical record of iimiost thought by a 
woman that essted. Talk about understanding ‘feminine psychology’! ... I 

have never read anytliing to surpass it, and I doubt if I have ever read anything 
to equal it. J ° 


After her husband s return and his recital of the day’s adventures. 
Bloom settles herself to sleep. But her mind is restless and, in her 
^ punctual flux of ‘tides, myriadislanded 
thin . Murphy (as Mr Bloom facetiously nicknames the dream- 
moulder) demes his gift. As the nighthours pass and, despite inter- 
mittent changes of position in the bed, she fails to achieve somniferous 
repose, her thoughts roam far afield, ‘casting’, as Mr Bloom observed 
winT> of Spamsh extraction, ‘every shade of decency to the 

w^tr ^'"“.lierself again a ‘flapper’ at Gibraltar, she recalls the 
ways of her earhest lovers, her own simpficity, the hobbies of Major 
Bnan Cooper Tweedy her father, that ranker-officer and astute phila- 
hst, warmth and sunhght of the south, the Rock ‘standing up^e a 



PENELOPE 


331 


course some men can be dreadfully aggravating drive 


us 


like that’. ‘Of 

u ma and always tlie worst word in tlie world what do they ask 
marry them for if were so bad as all that comes to yes because tliey 
mget (m without us.’ She rcaills her first sight of ‘Blazes’ Boylan, 
on tenor Bartcll d’Arcy who kissed her 

n e c oirstairs ( tenors get women by the score’, as Mr Bloom re- 
ar -c earlier in the day). Her memories wander bach to Lieut. Gard- 
tlnt lover, who was killed in the Boer War. Mrs Bloom has 

se.\- pldlosophy, wliicli is (or used to be) the prerogative of her 

■ ’ Attitude to tlie wasteful and perverse pastimes of Man, that 
_ dreamer, the games of war and politics. ‘I hate the men- 
or W could have made their peace at tlie beginning 

twee Krugers go and fight it out be- 

^ tn em instead of dragging on for years and killing any finelook- 

S men there were.’ Herself a cliimacra, woman does not hunt 
tonnaeras. 

^k^t anybody says itd be much better for the world to be 
^othc ^ Y Women in it you wouldn’t sec women going and killing one 
libe daughtering when do you ever sec women rolling around drunk 

, do or gambling every penny they have and losing it on horses yes 

s Woman whatever she does she knows where to stop 
Tl * 

c next phase of her monologue, equally feminine, reveals her cult 

kcauty and fine raiment and leads on to a characteristic 
y on the nuisance a husband can be when one goes out shopping. 

flunk shops get on your nerves nothing kills me altogether only he 

thiuff b ® great lot about a womans dress and cooking mathering every- 

hat I die shelves into it if I went by his advices every blessed 

take me yes take that thats alright the one like a wedding 

do\vi^ mg up miles offmyheadhesaidsuitcdmcor die dishcoverone coming 

Q my backside on pins and needles about the shop girl in that place in 
she c ^ misfortune to bring him into and she as insolent as ever 

wb3f°'V kcr smirk saying Im afraid were giving you too much trouble 

there for but I stared it Ltofher 

®^°oni’s reflections on her personal appearance lead her to a 
con mid female charms. ‘The woman is beauty of 

rse thats admitted.’ Instance ‘ those statues in the museum ^ - another 
Pq j Wanderer who is sleeping beside her in the curious and 

position already described. 
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Bloom s indiscreet benevolence towards a maid they had in palmier 
days, proposing she could eat at our table on Christmas if you please 
O no thank you not in my house stealing my potatoes and the oysters 
2/6 per doz’. 

But Molly Bloom’s jealousy is mainly proprietary and economical; 
kissmg-time with Poldy is ‘done now once and for all’. ‘Its only the 
hrst time after that its the ordinary do it and think no more about it 
w y cant you kiss a man without going and marrying him first you 
sometunes love to wildly when you feel that way so nice all over you 
you cant help yourself.’ ‘A kiss long and hot down to your souk’ The 
wor soul fires a train of rehgious digressions, the attraction of priests 
(mennoned by Mr Bloom earlier in the day, ‘the tree of forbidden 
pnest ), a memory of the storms at Gibraltar, ‘the thunder that woke 
me up as if the world was coming to an end^ God be merciful to us I 
bought the heavens were coming dow about us to punish ... and 
ey come and tell you theres no God what could you do if it was 
2bout nothing only make an act of contrition’, 
ihe lioyian theme recurs (Mrs Bloom spares us no detail of her 

beta?™ he began it not me when he said about Our Lord 

everythin ^ «y of course a woman is so sensitive about , 

abomirb Y “P especiaUy 

SrS 1, “P niysflf 4at we 

lokeS MaT "" I P-^-ded I had on f 

the present of Lord Byrons poems and Ae three pairs of gloL so that finished 

the lipofri L- r ^ ““^^y boots on when 

wLrhe CO bas his good points; he wipes his feet 
mand takes off his hat when he comes up the street 

betsveentheOdy°s"eyproper^MiiA?^ world’ is one of several thematic links 
uyssey proper. whiA has gone before, and this, its epilogue. 
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Bloom s indiscreet benevolence towards a maid they had in palmier 
days, proposing she could eat at our table on Christmas if you please 
O no thank you not in my house stealing my potatoes and the oysters 
2/6 per doz’. 

But MoUy Bloom’s jealousy is mainly proprietary and economical; 
kissmg-time with Poldy is ‘done now once and for aU’. ‘Its only the 
first time after that its the ordinary do it and think no more about it 
w y cant you kiss a man without going and marrying him first you 
sometimes love to wildly when you feel that way so nice all over you 
you c^t lelp yourself. A kiss long and hot down to your soul.* The 
wor so fires a train of rehgious digressions, the attraction of priests 
(menttone y Mr Bloom earher in the day, ‘the tree of forbidden 
pnest ), a memory of the storms at Gibraltar, ‘the thunder that woke 
me up as if the world was coming to an end^ God be merciful to us I 
thought the heavens were coming down about us to punish ... and 
they come and tell you theres no God what could you do if it was 
run^g and rushing about nothing only make an act of contrition’. 

e oy an theme recurs (Mrs Bloom spares us no detail of her 
a temoon s experiences), followed by a memory of Poldy ’s wooing 

and one oftheir earliest quarrels, a 

beTn!?«T it not me when he said about Our Lord 

evprvfh ■ ^ east he made me cry of course a woman is so sensitive about 

^as furnmg with myself after for giving in only for I knew he was 

coddnt I 

about fh^ h A knows a lot of mixed up things especially 

when tb/ ^ ^ ‘alking 

4er hTalS I the jealous side when- 

the present of 7 ^ §°hig to and I said over to Floey and he made me 

the present of Lord Byrons poems and the three pairs of gl oves so that finished 

fc oirsll*® h” J Jo* Powdl. m,rry a lunad-c 

5= mi5“"akt W VT r 

when he com ■ j '< f good points; he wipes his feet 

X “tnes up the street 

betwe™th“odys^ev4‘^4r''4j,°f is one of several thematic links 

ayssey proper, winch has gone before, and this, its epilogue. 
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like that’. ‘Of course some men can be dreadfully aggravating drive 
you mad and always the worst word in the world what do they ask us 
to marry them for if were so bad as all that comes to yes because they 
cant get on without us.’ She recalls her first sight of ‘Blazes’ Boylan, 
of lookmg at her, and die tenor Bartell d’Arcy who kissed her 
on the choirstairs (‘tenors get women by the score’, as Mr Bloom re- 
marked earher in the day). Her memories wander back to Lieut. Gard- 
ner, an earlier lover, who was killed in the Boer War. Mrs Bloom has 
that natural pMosophy, which is (or used to be) the prerogative of her 
sex, ui her attitude to the wasteful and perverse pastimes of Man, that 
mcomgible dreamer, the games of war and politics. ‘I hate the men- 
tion of politics ... they could have made their peace at die beginning 
or old 00m Paul and the rest of the old ICrugers go and fight it out be- 
tiveen them instead of dragging on for years and killing any finelook- 
mg men there were.’ Herself a chimaera, woman does not hunt 
chimaeras. 


I don t care what anybody says itd be much better for the world to be 
governed by the women in it you wouldn’t see women going and killing one 
slaughtering when do you ever see women rolling around drunk 
uke they do or gambling every penny they have and losing it on horses yes 
because a woman whatever she does she knows where to stop 

The next phase of her monologue, equally feminine, reveals her cult 
of personal beauty and fine raiment and leads on to a characteristic 
homily on the nuisance a husband can be when one goes out shopping. 

I hate those rich shops get on your nerves nothing kills me altogether only he 
trunks he knows a great lot about a womans dress and cooking mathering every- 
thing he can scour off the shelves into it if I went by his advices every blessed 
hat I put on does that suit me yes take that thats alright the one like a wedding 
cake standing up miles off my head hesaidsuitedmeor the dishcoverone coming 
down on my backside on pins and needles about the shop girl in that place in 
Grafton street I had the misfortune to bring him into and she as insolent as ever 
she could be with her smirk saying Im afraid were giving you too much trouble 
whats she there for but I stared it out of her 

Mrs Bloom’s reflections on her personal appearance lead her to a 
comparison of male and female charms. ‘The woman is beauty of 
course thats admitted.’ Instance ‘those statues in the museum’ - another 
link tvith the wanderer who is sleeping beside her in the curious ‘anti- 
podean’ position already described. 
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I suppose there isnt in all creation another man with the habits he has look at 
the way hes sleeping at the foot of the bed how can he without a hard bolster its 
well he doesn t kick or he might knock out all my teeth breathing with his hand 
on his nose like that Indian god he took me to show one wet Sunday in the 
museum in ICildare street all yellow in a pinafore lying on his side on his hand 
with his ten toes sticking out that he said was a bigger rehgion than the jews 
and Our Lords both put together all over Asia imitating him as hes always 
umtating everybody I suppose he used to sleep at the foot of the bed too with 
his big square feet up in his wifes mouth 

A distant train passes and its rhythm is woven into the refrain of Loves 
Old Sweet Song, which she is to sing on Boylan’s concert tour. 

frsceeeeeeefronnnng train somewhere whistling the strength those engines 
ave in diem like big giants and the water rolling all over and out of them on 
all sides ^e the end of Loves old sweet sonnnng the poor men that have to be 
out the night &om their wives and famihes in those roasting engines stifling 
It was today ... the rain was lovely just after my beauty sleep I thought it was 
gomg to get like Gibraltar my goodness the heat there before the levanter came 
on ... t e poplars and they all whitehot and the mosquito nets and the smell of 
e rainwater in those tanks watching the sun all the time weltering down on 
you ° 

Memories of Gibraltar follow, of a girl friend of hers there, of the 
books she used to read, Eugene Aram, Molly Baum - ‘I dont like books 
w a Molly in them like that one he brought me about the one from 
Hmders a whore always shoplifting anything she could cloth and stuff 
o *' ~ damn guns bursting and booming’ on the 

Queen s irthday or when some bigwig like General Ulysses Grant 
^ was a dull life there - never any letters except the 

o few she posted to herself to pass the time. Letter-writing reminds 
her of 

those long crossed letters Atty Dillon used to write to the fellow that was some- 
thing in the four courts that jilted her after out of the ladies letterwriter when I 
told her to say a few simple words he could twist how he liked not acting with 
predpit predpitancy with equal candour the greatest earthly happiness answer 
to a gentlemans proposal affirmatively my goodness theres nothing else its all 
very fine for them but as for bdng a woman as soon as youre old they might as 
well throw you out in the bottom of the ashpit 

The first love-letter she received was from a young naval officer. 
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^eut Mdvey: it was brought to her in bed by their old housekeeper 
5 u 10, a disobliging old tiling* with a conscience. 

^idnt ran into mass often enough in Santa Maria to please her with her shawl 
saini*' when there was a marriage on witli all her miracles of the 

times black blessed virgin with the silver dress and the sun dancing 3 

belllk Sunday morning and when the priest was going by with the 

tmgmg the Vatican to the dying blessing himself for his Majestad 

To tease Mulvey she informed him that she was engaged to the son 
a panish nobleman, Don Miguel de la Flora: ‘theres many a true 
^or spoken in jest*. When he sailed away she chmbcd the hill to see 
I ^ through Captain Rubio’s^ telescope, ‘die straits shining 

cou d see over to Morocco almost the bay of Tangier white and the 
t as mountain with snow on it and the straits like a river so clear 
atry MoUy Darling I was thinking of liim on the sea all the time after 
at mass when my petticoat began to slip down at the elevation’. 

-Mother train in the distance rumbles an accompaniment to her mur- 
mured sweet ssoooooong’, thoughts of her concert, of Kathleen 
Keamey* 

shitting around talking about politics. ... Irish homemade beauties soldiers 
augdter am I ay and whose are you bootmakers and pubheans I beg your par- 
on coach I thought you were a wheelbarrow 

Her thoughts swing back to the present, Mr Bloom’s late return - 
s e hopes, he is not being led astray - and thence on to the future, plans 
or a picnic enfamille, with Boylan of the party. 

not a baric holiday anyhow I hate those ruck of Mary Ann coalboxes out for the 
^o^day is a cursed day too no wonder that bee bit him better the sea- 
never again in this life get into a boat with him after him at Bray 
boatman he knew how to row if anyone asked could he ride the 
steeplechase for the gold cup hed say yes then it came on to get rough the old 
t ng crookeding about and the weight all down my side telling me to pull the 

a Rubio’ and ‘Captain Rubio’ are recalls of the ‘ruby’ theme, 

is recurring, assoaated with Mr Bloom, throughout Ulysses It 

noted tim ^eUenes (as their name implies) the ‘Red-skins’. It may also be 

»«!.» of Mrrprjjht&ccfDtdS?”" 

r““"s 
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right reins now pull the left and the tide swamping in floods in through through 
the bottom and his oar slipping out of die stirrup its a mercy we wercnt all 
drowned he can swim of course me no thcrcs no danger whatsoever keep your- 
self calm in liis flannel trousers Id like to have tattered them down off him be- 
fore all the people and give him what that one calls flagellate till he was black 
and blue 

After the husband, the daughter; for a wliilc maternal grievances 
occupy the foreground of Mrs Bloom’s consciousness - the misdeeds 
of her daughter Milly. ‘ I couldnt turn round with her in the place lately 
unless I bolted the door first gave me die fidgets coming in without 
knocking ... dien doing the loglady all day put her in a glasscase with 
two at a time to look at her’. 

A malaise of womanhood diverts her attention to the inner world, 
evoldng memories of her experiences with doctors, those professional 
exploiters of her hetes mires, ‘jawbreaking’ technical terms. Disgusting 
creatures men are! And deceitful! 

all their twenty pockets arent enough for dieir lies ... 

StiU, Mr Bloom has liis good points even if, once in a while, he 
comes home in the small hours. ‘Theyrc not going to get my husband 
again into their clutches if I can help it making fun of him then behind 
his back I know well when he goes on %vith his idiotics because he has 
sense enough not to squander every penny piece he cams down their 
gullets and looks after his -wife.’ The drunken ways of the Dublin male 
turn her thoughts to Dignam, to Simon Dedalus who was always 
tumhig up at concerts half-screwed’, then to Stephen Dedalus whose 
present age she calculates, cheerfully inferring ‘I’m not too old for 
him . 

She contrasts Hugh Boylan with Stephen (as she pictures him in 
imagmation). No thats no way for him has he no manners nor no 
re nement nor no nothing in his nature slapping us behind like diat . . . 

ecause I didn t call liim Hugh the ignoramus that doesn’t know poetry 
^om ^ ca age. Presendy she reverts to her grievances agamst ‘Don 
Poldo de la Flora’. ‘Lord knows what he does that I dont know and 
Im to be sloochmg around down in the kitchen to get liis lordship his 
breakfast wMe hes roUed up Hke a mummy while I indeed did you ever 
see me running Id just like to see myself at it show diem attention and 
they treat you like dirt. A home without a woman in it falls to pieces. 
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The hand tliat rocks the cradle as sleeping Poldy would obsen’c. 
>at IS why Stephen is ‘running wild now out at night away from his 
books and studies and not living at home on account of the usual rowy 
ouse I suppose well its a poor case tliat those tliat have a fine son like 
diat theyre not satisfied and I none’. She is reminded of the death of 
l^ody, the fair)' boy. ‘That disheartened me altogether I suppose I 
ouglitnt to have buried him in that litdc woolly jacket 1 knitted crying 
^>5 1 was but give it to some poor child but I knew well Id never have 
another our ist deadi too it was we were never the same since.’ Grie- 
vances, yet again. Men ‘have friends they c.an talk to weve none cither 
c Wants what he wont get or its some woman ready to stick her knife 
into you I hate that in women no wonder they treat us the way they do 
V c arc a dreadful lot of bitches I suppose its all die troubles we have 
makes us so snappy’. 

A pity Stephen did not accept Poldy ’s invitation to stay the night. 

I could have brought him his breakfast in bed witJi a bit of toast so long as I 
idnt do it on the lutifc for bad luck or if the woman was going her rounds vith 
the Watercress and sometliing nice and tasty there are a few olives in tlic kitchen 
he might like I never could bear the look of them in Abrines I could do the 
tmada the room looks all right since I changed it the otlicr way you see some- 
t ing Was telling me all the time Id have to introduce myself not knowing me 
tom Adam very funny wouldnt it Im Iiis wife or pretend we were in Spain 
with him half awake witliout a Gods notion where he is dos huevos estrellados 
senor Lord the cracked tilings come into my head sometimes itd be great fun 
supposing he stayed witli us 


As sleep approaches, her mood, with one interruption, softens. After 
all, she will give Poldy ‘one more chance’; she wiU go out early market- 
mg and bring him his breakfast in bed, play the faithful Penelope. But, 
if she is not faithful, it is his fault - and she will let him know it, ‘tell 
him every scrap’. A wave of bitterness passes over her. Its all his ovim 
fault if I am an adulteress as the thing in the gallery said O much about 
it if thats all the harm ever we did in this vale of tears God knows its not 


much doesnt everybody only they hide it I suppose thats what a woman 
IS supposed to be there for or He wouldnt have made us the way He 
did.’ But this gust of defiance is quickly lulled and gentler thoughts pre- 
vail as she recalls, for the last time before her eyes close, the ‘beautiful 
skies of Andalusia’, and in an act of contrition mingles with these 
memories her Poldy ’s lovemaking, among the rhododendrons on the 
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Hill of Howth, that Icapyear sixteen years past when she asked him with 
her eyes to ask again and yes she said Yes 

* 

Molly Bloom, daughter of Major Brian Cooper Tweedy and the 
Spanish Jewess with the ‘lovely name’, Lunita Laredo, regarded under 
her prototypal and symbolic aspects is a trinity of personages: Pene- 
lope, Calypso, and the Earth herself, Gaca-TeUus. The association of 
Penelope, paragon of faidiful helpmates, with Mr Bloom’s passionate 
bedfellow may at first surprise. There is, however, one respect in which 
the two are obviously in accord; Mrs Bloom, despite her unfaitlifulness 
and with all her grievances, has, as we learn from her nionologue, no 
real desire to change. Homer’s Penelope, resisting the solicitations of 
lusty young aspirants of the Boylan type, remained faithfid to the ‘bald, 
middle-aged gendeman’ (as Samuel Butler described him) who was 
her lawful husband, and Molly Bloom is, one may say, faithful too - in 
her fashion. Her lovers are to her mere toys, and her delinquencies of 
the nature, as Mr Bloom would say, of a natural phenomenon. 

It is, of course, possible to account for the ‘natural’ mcontinence of 
Molly Bloom by regarding it as the outcome of the ‘Calypso’ or 
earthier side of her character, but there is another, more plausible, 
interpretation, for which I am largely indebted to that tour de force in 
Homeric criticism, Samuel Butler’s Authoress of the Odyssey. It may, 
first, be noted that Homer’s account of the absolute fidelity of Penelope 
was not endorsed by later classical writers. Thus Herodotus relates that 
she became the mother of Pan by Hermes, or (as a Scholiast pleasantly 
suggests) by all the suitors togedier. According to another legend she 
married Telegonus (Odysseus’s son by Circe), after Telegonus had slain 
Odysseus. Buder points out that, even in the Homeric version, she is 
not reported to have announced point-blank that she did not intend 
to marry again. 

‘She does not,’ Telemachus says, ‘refuse the hateful marriage, nor yet does 
she bring matters to an end.’ Apparently not; but if not, why not? Not to refuse 
at once is to court courtship, and if she had not meant to court it she seems to 
have been adept enough in the art of hoodwinking men to have found some 
means of ‘bringing the matter to an end’. 

Sending pretty little messages to her admirers was not exactly the way to get 
rid of them. Did she ever try snubbing? Nothing of the kind is placed on record. 
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Did she trv'cr say, 'Well, Antinous, whomever else I may mart)', you may make 
your mind easy that it will not be you.’ Then there was boring - did she ever 
tiy that? Did she read them any of her grandfatlicr’s letters? Did she sing them 
her os\-n songs, or play them music of her own composition? I have always 
found these courses useful when I wanted to get rid of people. There arc indeed 
signs that something had been done in this direction, for the suitors say that they 
rannot stand her high art nonsense and aesthetic rhodomontadc any longer, but 
It IS more likely she had been trying to attract them than to repel. Did she set 
them by die cars by repeating with embellishments what they had said to her 
about one anodier? Did she ask Antinous or Eur)’machus to sit to her for her 
Web - give them a good stiff pose, make them stick to it, and talk to them all the 
time? Did she find errands for them to run, and then scold them, and say she did 
not Want them? or make them do commissions for her and forget to pay them, 
or keep on sending them back to the shop to change things, and they had given 
ever so much too much money and she wished she had gone and done it her- 
self? Did she insist on their attending family worship? In a word, did she do a 
single one of the thousand tilings so astute a matron would have been at no loss 
to hit upon if she had been in earnest about not svishing to be courted? With one 
touch of common sense the whole fabric crumbles to dust. 

Even in her early days, Butler might have added, Penelope was a 
lady who habitually objected to making up her mind about the man 
she loved. Pausanias tells us that, when Odysseus won the hand of 
Penelope, he was asked by her father Icariiis, a Lacedaemonian, to 
remain at Sparta but declined to do so. Icarius then insisted that his 
daughter should stay. When Odysseus asked her to decide she refused 
at first to give an answer; at length, modestly covering her face, she 
said she would follow Odysseus. Taking the ungallant view of a Butler, 
one might suspect a counter-attraction in Sparta as the cause of young 
Penelope’s reluctance to leave her home-town; but, if so, her father 
clearly knew nothing of it, for, to commemorate her charming gesture, 
he erected a statue of Modesty on the spot. Will Dublin, one wonders, 
do as much some day for Molly Bloom? 

Young Lieut. Mulvey, precursor of Odysseus, was the first wooer of 
the young nymph of Calpe. ‘ He didnt know what to make of me with 
his peaked cap on that he always wore crooked as often as I settled it 
straight H M S Calypso.’ They climbed the Rock together (‘ I suppose 
it must be the highest rock in existence’) and MoUy told him all about 
the old Barbary apes they sent to Clapham without a tail careering all 
over the show on each others back’. She remembers ‘Michaels cave ... 
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Im sure thats the •way dowTi the monkeys go imder the sea to Africa 
when they die’. The dying monkeys return to Apes Hill (Abila-Atlas) 
on the Afiican coast, the ‘father’ of Calypso’s isle.^ ‘He went to India 
he was to ■write the voyages these men have to make to the ends of the 
world and back its the least they might get a squeeze or two at a woman 
wliilc they can going out to be drowned or blo'wn up somewhere. 
Not otlierwise three thousand years before a certain Phoenician rover, 
cruising from Tyre or Carthage towards the pillars of the sky at the 
world’s end, landed on that secret island, where in her hoUow cave 
dwelt die nymph of the braided tresses, and round about there was a 
wood blossoming, alder and poplar and sweet-smelling cypress, and 
meadows of -violets and parsley, and, after a squeeze or two at our lady 
of the veils, sailed back eastwards to securer seas.- 

In her roles of Calypso and Gaca-Tellus Molly Bloom o-wns to a 
racial affinity with the gigantic, and much of the attraction she feels 
for Blazes Boylan is due to his gigantism - he is a ‘Sir Lout’. As the 
nymph Calypso, she displays a pious admiration for her parent. Atlas, 
the huge upholder of the sky. ‘The Icvantcr came on black as night 
and the glare of the rock standing up in it like a big giant compared 
with their 3 Rock mountain they think is so great.’ Throughout her 
monologue Mrs Bloom makes comparison of her past estate and 
grandeurs nnth the pettiness of the Irish scene and stay-at-home Dub- 
liners. The realm of Calypso is a little isle, a mere ‘boss’ on the vast 
shield of waters, but it partakes of the eminence of her father, the 
‘highest rock in existence’. One of the many links between Ulysses and 
the Icgcndar)’’ past (there were giants in those days) is the frequent refer- 
ence to beings of superhuman stature. The boulders of the shore where 
Stephen walked in the forenoon are ‘ Sir Lout’s toys. Mind you don’t 
get one b-ing on the car. I’m the bloody well gigant rolls all them bloody 
well boulders. ...’ In the ‘Cyclops’, not only is there an elaborate des- 
cription of a giant but tire technique of the episode itself is, as we have 
seen, ‘gigantism’. The bclicfthat such monsters existed at an early stage 
of tlie world’s development is common to the traditions of all nations 

1. Sec my notes on the ‘Calypso’ episode. 

2. The song of parting - Good-hyc, Dolly Gray, The Girl I Left Behind Me, 
Doiorcs- is a natural concomitant of the ‘Wanderer’ theme in Ulysses. It was pic- 
torializcdin the ‘ Sirens’, ‘A Last Farewell. A headland, a sliip, a sail upon the billows. 
FarcwclL A lovely girl, her veil awavc upon tltc wind upon the headland, wind 
around her.’ 
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The tone of her monologue is unmistakably earthy, literally terre a 
terre, thoughts that, ignoring ‘uplift’, sink down towards the earth. 
When she heard some ‘comer boys’ declaiming an obscene doggerel 
‘it didnt make me blush why should it either its only nature’. Why in- 
deed? Molly herself (they say these things better in France) is tm 
mtnre, on tie petit plus. But though she calls thmgs by their vulgar names 
(some of her nouns are, in fact, extremely vulgar) - a spade, a spade - 
she does not ‘gloat’, like certain modem pomosophers, and call a 
spade ‘a bloody shovel’. She has (as a French writer said of Swift) tine 
skmitc dans I'tndecence which compels our admiration, something of 
drat maternal longanimity which enables woman {mater alma) to play 
the ministering angel’s part without a blush for even the most disgusting 
of infirmities. Throughout her monologue, except for occasional 
moments when she bethinks herself of her Catholic upbringing, she 
applies to her conduct but one test, simplicity itself - Is it natural? But 
she is not a degenerate modem playing at a ‘return to nature’, phallus- 
worship, the simple life, and what not; she is the voice of Nature her- 
self, and judges as the Great Mother, whose function is fertility, whose 
evangel ‘that exalted of reiterately procreating funcrion ever irre- 
vocably enjoined’, whose pleasure is creation and the rite precedent.^ 

In the course of her long monologue there are many passages 
where, positively geotropic, full of the spirit of nature, she speaks with 
the voice ofGenetrix, the Earth. ‘Ifeelall fire inside me’, ‘ I love flowers 
Id love to have the whole place swimming in roses’; observing the 
flowers of the wallpaper, she sees them ‘like the stars’. She looks back 
to her youth ‘like all through a mist makes you feel so old’, remembers 
the old consul at Gibraltar ‘that was there from before the flood’, how 

I. The ‘Great Motlicr’ was one of the two supreme rulers of the early Asiatic 
pantheon, the other being the bull-god (celebrated in the ‘Oxen of the Sun’), a 
masculine principle. She was worsliipped as Ishtar in Babylon; to the Phoenicians 
she was Astarte and to the Syrians Atargatis. Associated with the Mother and the 
Bull, we find a young god, Tammuz or Adonis, who is represented as the son of 
the Great Mother, or her lover, or both at once. In this connexion it is interesting to 
note how Molly feels herself drawn to the youthful Stephen, Mr Bloom’s ‘spiritual 
son’, and tends to idealize, not to say idolize, this ‘fine young man’ in her reverie. 
With thoughts of Stephen she links the project of a visit to the market to see the 
vegetables and ‘ splendid fruits’ come in. Adonis was die god of nature’s rebirth in 
the spring. A Phoenician legend connected Adonis with the river of that name, 
whose waters at a certain period of each year flosved reddened as with blood into 
the sea near Byblos; signifying the ‘death’ of the young god, to be followed 
aimually by the green magic of his reincarnation. 
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alwafe once she was ‘in a swamp’ and now has 

the fln ° sloochmg around’, how one of lier lovers ‘crushed all 
;hc flo,vc„„„horb„,o ., S„chc.pro»„n= „ ■lito nothing on “th" 

» r r" S:'] "?■ “™"hly hL-, ool 
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tomatoes T vegetables and cabbages and 

lovely and^f splendid fruits all coming in 

first lit f ^ "P ■-‘bout with the 

‘li sS of r from the dark cave of Eccles Street; 

m sick of Cohens old bed’ - tliis ‘lumpy old jingly’ antiquity is one 

whenir^l:°”^' 

marria. ^ u -'•go. has to calculate by the dates of her 

Reolorisl^^r ^o- ^hc fails - like the 

^ ~ '•o ’^^ch a positive conclusion. 

at firsf of hlolly Bloom’s thoughts in this episode appear, 

shows capnaous arid subject to no law. But a close examination 

to shiTc sL are certain words which, whenever they recur, seem 
nnwT > ‘'^ond of her musings, and might be called the ‘wobbling- 
L I f monologue. Such words are ‘woman’, ‘bottom’, ‘he’, 
an , a ter each of these there is a divagation in her thoughts, which, 
gci^ra rule, revolve about herselE To consider the movements of 
eart - esides the continuous movement of rotation about her axis 
om West to east, there are no less tlian ten distinct movements, due 
pMap y to the attraction of other bodies. These are (a) Revolution 
a out t e sun along the plane of the ecliptic; {b) Precession: ‘The axis 
o t e earth does not preserve an invariable direction in space, but in a 
certam time it describes a cone, in much the same manner as the axis 
\ spinning out of the vertical.’^ This movement, the Precession 
° Equinoxes, is a consequence of the Sun’s and Moon’s attraction 
^ uot being a single force through its centre of gravity. The 

art has a spheroidal form, an ‘opulent curve’ as Mr Bloom would 
say, and the equatorial band is more strongly attracted, the conse- 
quence being a tilting of the axis. Precession is of two kinds, lunar 

P the following quotations. are extracted from the article on ‘The 

■earth m the Encyclopedia Britannka. 
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and solar; there are thus two distinct movements under this head; (c) 
Nutation: ‘Irregularities in the attracting forces which occasion pre- 
cession also cause a slight oscillation backwards and forwards, the pole 
tracing a wavy line or “nodding”.’ This movement also is of two 
kinds, solar and lunar; (d) Planetary Precession: the plane of the earth’s 
orbit, the ecliptic, is subject to a motion due to the attractions of the 
planets on the earth; (e) Secular, annual, diurnal motions: (/) Variation of 
Latitude: the axis of rotation is not rigidly fixed within the earth; its 
polar extremities wander in a circle of about fifty feet in diameter. 

The general movement of MoUy Bloom’s monologue is egocentric 
- she thinks of herself, her grievances, her youth. But it will be noticed 
that time after time she is aware of an outside force, the attraction of 
‘Poldy’, her Apollo, round whom her thought, half reluctantly, turns. 
Occasionally, too, after the intervention of a wobbling-point, the 
movement is deflected; a lunar influence tilts her musings towards a 
woman, to Hester, for instance - a symbol of lunar precession. Thus, 
again,^ the word ‘bottom’ induces a deviation towards the ruling 
planet of the moment, her lover Boylan. The words ‘the bottom of 
the ashpit’^ mark the end of a period and the tilt of a new digression 
towards Spanish memories, Mrs Rubio, and her ‘black blessed virgin 
with the silver dress’ - lunar nutation. ‘Tides, myriadislanded, within 
her. Behold the handmaid of the moon.’® 

The determination of the figure of the Earth is a problem of the 
highest importance in astronomy, inasmuch as the diameter of the 
Earth is the unit to which all celestial differences must be referred.’ 
Thus we find that MoUy Bloom acts as the paradigm or Massstab of all 
the characters (or nearly all) in Ulysses. She sums them up in her mono- 
logue and in the light of her natural understanding we see tlieir pro- 
portions reduced to a real scale of magnitudes. She takes their measme 
according to an ancient wisdom, the warmblooded yet unsentimental 
exigence of the life-force. This episode is limited, it will be observed, 
to no time, and illustrates no art; Gaea-TeUus is ‘timeless’ and ‘artless’. 

In her childhood, as she dimly remembers it, the influences were 
different; in those days she was half asleep, struggling against bitter 
cold without and fire within, an ‘icy wind skeeting across firom those 
mountains standing at the fire with the little bit of a short shift I had’. 
AH through the monologue we observe her moving, growing, expand- 

I. Ulysses, page 700. 2. page 718. 3. page 44. 



PENELOPE 


343 

just as the child’s vision gradually extends beyond the misty limits 
of irfancy to a wider scope of experience, in increasing circles of intel- 
lection. She begins small, a very ordinary woman, the jjetite hourgeoise 
of Eccles Street, a humbler Madame Bovary, to end as the Great 
Mother of gods, giants, and mankind, a personification of the infinite 
variety of Nature as she has developed by gradual differentiation from 
the formless plasma of her begirming. 

The concluding pages, a passage of vivid lyrical beauty (which I 
quote in exteiiso), are at once intensely personal and symbohe of the 
divine love of Nature for her children, a springsong of the Earth; it is 
significant for those who see in Joyce’s philosophy nothing beyond a 
blank pessimism, an evangel of denial, that Ulysses ends on a triple 
paean of affirmation. 

I love flowers Id love to have the whole place swimming in roses God of heaven 
Aeres nothing like nature the wild mountains then the sea and the waves rush- 
ing then the beautiful country with fields of oats and wheat and all kinds of 
t^gs and all the fine cattle going about that would do your heart good to see 
nvers and lakes and flowers all sorts of shapes and smells and colours springing 
up even out of the ditches primroses and violets nature it is as for them saying 
theres no God I wouldnt give a snap of my two fingers for all their learning why 
dont they go and create something I often asked him atheists or whatever they 
call themselves go and wash the cobbles off themselves first then they go howl- 
ing for the priest and they dying and why why because theyre afraid of hell on 
account of their bad conscience ah yes I know them well who was the first 
person in the universe before there was anybody that made it all who ah that 
they dont know neither do I so there you are they might as well try to stop the 
sun fi:om rising tomorrow the sun shines for you he said the day we were lying 
among the rhododendrons on Howth head in the grey tweed suit and his straw 
hat the day I got him to propose to me yes first 1 gave him tire bit of seedcake 
out of my mouth and it was leapyear like now yes sixteen years ago my God 
after that long kiss I near lost my breath yes he said I was a flower of the moun- 
tain yes so we arc flowers all a womans body yes that was one true thing he said 
in his hfe and the sun shines for you today yes that was why I liked him be- 
cause I saw he understood or felt what a woman is and I knew I could always 
get round him and I gave him all the pleasure I could leading him on till he 
asked me to say yes and I wouldnt answer first only looked out over the sea and 
the sky I was thinking of so many things he didnt know of Mulvey and Mr 
Stanhope and Hester and father and old captain Groves and the sailors playing 
all birds fly and I say stoop and washing up dishes they called it on the pier and 
the sentry in front of the governors house with the thing round his white helmet 
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poor devil hnlf roasted and the Spanish girls laughing in their shawls and their 
tall combs and the auctions in the morning the Greeks and the jews and the 
Arabs and the devil knows who else from all the ends ofEuropc and Duke street 
and the fowl market all clucking outside Larby Sharons and the poor donkeys 
slipping half asleep and the vaguc^ fellows in the cloaks asleep in the shade on 
the steps and the big wheels of the carts of the bulls and the old castle thousands 
of years old yes and those liandsomc Moors all in white and turbans like kings 
asking you to sit dotvn in their little bit of a shop and Ronda with the old 
windows of the posadas glancing eyes a lattice liid for her lover to kiss the iron 
and the wineshops half open at night and the castanets and the night we missed 
the boat at Algcciras the watchman going about serene^ with his lamp and O 
that awful deepdown torrent O and the sea the sea crimson sometimes like fire 
and the glorious sunsets and the figtrees in the Alameda gardens yes and all the 
queer little streets and pink and blue and yellow houses and the rosegardens and 
the jessamine and geraniums and cactuses and Gibraltar as a girl where I was a 
Flower of tile mountain yes when I put the rose in my hair like the Andalusian 
girls used or shall I wear a red yes and how he kissed me under the Moorish 
wall and 1 thought well as well him as another and then I asked him witli my 
eyes to ask again yes and then he asked me would I yes to say yes my mountain 
flower and first I put my arms around him yes and drew him down to me so he 
could feel my breasts all perfume yes and liis heart was going like mad and yes 
I said yes 1 will Yes. 

I . Here the word ‘ vague ’ and, a few lines later, ‘ serene ’ may strike the reader as 
being too precious, and unlikely to be used by Molly Bloom. They arc, as a matter 
of fact, echoes of common Spanish words she used to hear at Gibraltar; va^o, 
a vagrant, and scrciw, the night-watchman’s cry as he goes his rounds, ‘All's well - 
screnol’ 
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language of, 76 
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290 n., 30S, 309-10 n. 
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Pisgah Sight of Palestine, A. See 
Stephen Dedalus, his Parable of 
the Plums 
Pitt, William, 58 
Plato, 24 n., 55 
Plotinus, 305 n. 
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Polybius, 140 
Polypheides, 154 

Ponchielli, Amilcare, Dance of the 
Honrs, 128, 132, 290-2 
Pons, Emile, Swift, Les Annies de 
Jeunesse, 32 n. 

Pontonous, 251-2 

Pope, Elegy to an Unfortunate Young 
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for hangman’s post, 226, 228 
Rumbold, H., apparition of, 273-5 n., 
282 

Ruskin, John, imitated, 265, 267 
Russell, G. W., ‘A.E.’, 44, 45, 170, 
180 

debates in the Library, 187, 188 

Sabcllius, African heresiarch, 63, 
194 n. 

sagas, makers of, 71 
Saint-Fiacre in Horto, 240 
Saint-Pierre de Martinique, 311 
Sallust, 257 n. 

Salmon, Dr, 185 
Samuel, 150 a., 325 
San Francisco, 269 
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Schopenhauer, Arthur, 24 n. 

Scott, Sir Walter. 16S 
Scuderi. Mount. 79 


Scylla, 79, 80, 187-99 
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